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EXIT' 


PROLOGUE. 


**QU'D  thofe,  who  never  try' d,  conceive  the  fweat, 
f  The  toil  requir'dto  make  a  play  compleat  ; 
They' d  pardon,    or  encourage  all  that  coutt 
Pretend  to  be  but  tolerabl)  good. 
Plot,    wif,    and  humour' s  hard  to  meet  in  onet 
And  yet  without  'em  all — ail's  lamely  done  : 
One  wit  perhaps,   another  humour  paints ; 
A  third  defigns  you  well,   but  genius  wants  ; 
A  fourth  begins  with  fire — but,    ah  !  to  weak  too  hold 

it,  faints. 

A  modern  bard,  who  late  adorn' d  the  bays, 
Whofe  mufe  advanced 'his  fame  to  envydpraife, 
Was  ftill  obferv'd  to  want  his  judgment  moft  in  plays. 
Tbofe,  he  too  often  foiend,  requir'd  the  pain, 
And  granger  forces  of  a  fibrous  brain: 
Nay,  even  alter' d  flays,  like  old  houfes  mended* 
Coji  little  lefs  than  new,   before  they're  ended  $ 
At  leaft,  our  author  finds  the  experience  true, 
For  equal  pains  had  made  this  'wholly  new: 
And  tho*  the  nzmQ/eems  old,  the  fcenes  will  /how 
That  'tis,  in  fa  ft,  no  more  the  fame,  than  now 
Fam'd  Chatfworth  is,   what  'twas jome years  ags* 
Pardon  the  boldnefs,  that  a  play  Jhou'd  dare, 
With  works  of  fo  much  wonder  to  compare  : 
But  as  thatfabrick's  antient  walls  or  wood 
Were  lit  tie  worth,  to  make  this  new  one  good; 
So  of  this  Play,  we  hope,   'tis  underjiood. 
For  tho' from  former  fcenes  fame  hints  he  draws, 
*I he  ground-plot' s  wholly  chang'd  from  what  it  was: 
Not  but  he  hopes  you' II  find  enough  that's  new, 
In  plot,   in  perfons,  wit,  and  humour  too  : 
Tet  what's  not  his,  he  owns  in  other's  right, 
Nor  toils  he  now  for  fame,  but  your  delight. 
If  that's  attain' d,  what's  matter  whofe  the  play's  ; 
Applaud  the  fcenes,  and Jlrip  him  ofthepraife. 
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ACT    I.     SCENE   L 

fit  .PARK. 

Enter  Clerimont  and  A  tall. 

CLERIMONT. 


M 


_  R.  At  all)  your  very  humble  fervant. 

At.  0  Clerimont,  fuch  an  adventure,  (I  wss  juil  go^ 
ing  to  your  lodgings)  fuch  a  tranfporting  accident  !  ia 
fhort,  I  am  new  poiitively  fix'd  in  love  for  altogether. 

Cler.  All  the  fex  together,  I  believe. 

At.  Nay,  if  thou  doft  not  believe  me,  and  ftand  my 
friend,  I  am  ruin'd  paft  redemption. 

Cler.  Dear  Sir,  if  1  Hand  your  friend  without  be 
lieving  you,  won't  that  do  as  well  ?  But  why  fliou'd  you 
think  I  don't  believe  you  ?  I  have  feen  you  twice  in  love 
within  this  fortnight ;  and  it  woa'd  be  hard  indeed  to 
fujppofe  a  heart  of  fo  much  mettle  could  not  hold  out  a 
third  engagement. 

At.  Then  to  beferiousin  one  word,  I  am  honourably 
in  love ;  and  if  fhe  proves  the  woman  I  am  fure  me  muft, 
will  pofitively  marry  her. 

Cler.  Marry!  O  degenerate  virtue! 

At.  Now  will  you  help  me  ? 

Cler.  6ir,  you  may  depend  upon  met  But  that  I  may 

be  the  better  able  to  fcrve  you all  things  in  order 

pray  give  me  leave  firft  to  aflc  a  queflion  or  two : 

What  is  this  honourable  lady's  Name  I 
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At.  Faith,  I  don't  know. 

Cler.  What  are  her  parents  ? 

At.  I  can't  tell. 

Cler.  What  fortune  has  fiie  ? 

At.  I  don't  know. 

Cler.  Where  does  Ihe  live  ? 

y&.  I  can't  tell. 

Cler.  A  very  concife  account  of  the  perfon  you  defign 
to  marry.  Pray,  Sir,  what  is't  you  do  know  of  her  ? 

At.  That  I'll  tell  you  !  Coming  yefterday  from  Green 
wich  by  water,  I  overtook  a  pair  of  oars,  whofe  lovely 
freight  was  one  fingle  lady,  and  a  fellow  in  a  hand- 
fome  livery  in  the  ftern.  When  I  came  up,  1  had  at  firft 
refolv'd  to  ufe  the  privilege  of  the  element,  and  bait  her 
with  waterman's  wit,  till  I  came  to  the  Bridge  :  But  as 
foon  as  fhe  faw  me,  inftead  of  turning  her  head  afide,  or 
cramming  her  hoods  in  her  mouth  to  raife  my  curiofity, 
fhe  very  prudently  prevented  my  defign ;  and  as  I  pafs'd, 
bow'd  tome  with  an  humble  blufh,  that  fpoke  at  once 
fuch  fenfe,  fo  juft  a  fear,  and  modefty,  as  put  the  loofeft 
of  rny  thoughts  to  rout.  And  when  fhe  found  her 
fears  had  mov'd  into  me  manners,  the  cautious  gloom 
that  fat  upon  her  beauties,  difappear'd  ;  her  fparkling 
eyes  refum'd  their  native  £re  ;  Ihe  look'd,  me  fmiFd, 
Ibe  talked,  while  diffufive  charms  new  fir'd  my  heart, 

and   gave   my  foul  a  foftnefs  it  never   felt  before 

To  be  brief,  her  converfation  was  as  charming  as  her 
perfon,  both  eafy,  unconftrain'd,  and  fprightly :  But 
then  her  limbs  !  O  rapturous  thought!  The  fnovvy 
down  upon  the  wings  of  unrledg'd  love,  had  never  half 
that  foftnefs. 

Cler.  Raptures  indeed.  Pray,  Sir,  how  came  you  fo 
well  acquainted  with  her  limbs  ? 

At.  By  the  moil  fortunate  misfortune  fure  that  ever 
was:  For  as  we  were  mooting  the  bridge,  her  boat,  by 
the  negligence  of  the  waterman,  running  againft  the  piles, 
was  over-fet;  out  jumps  the  footman  to  take  care  of  a 
iingle  rogue,  and  down  \vent  the  poor  lady  to  the  bottom. 
My  boat  being  before  her,  the  itream  drove  her,  by  the 
iieJp  of  her  clothes,  towards  me ;  at  fight  of  herlplung'd 
in,  caught  her  in  my  arms,  and  with  much  ado  fuppoited 
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her  till  my  waterman  pulPd  into  faveus.  But  the  charm 
ing  difficulty  of  her  getting  into  the  boat,  gave  me  a 
tranfport  that  all  the  wide  water  in  the  Thames  had  not 
power  to  cool :  for,  Sir,  while  I  was  giving  her  a  lift 
into  the  boat,  I  fotind  the  floating  of  her  clothes  had 
left  her  lovely  limbs  beneath  as  bare  as  new-born  Venus 
riiing  from  the  fea. 

Cler.  What  an  impudent  haopinefs  art  thou  capable 
of! 

At.  When  me  was  a  little  recovered  from  her  fright, 
me  began  to  enquire  my  name,  abode,  and  circumftances, 
that  (he  might  know  to  whom  fhe  ow'd  her  life  and 
prefervation.  Now,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  durft  not 
truft  her  with  my  real  name,  left  flie  mould  from 
thence  have  difcover'd  that  my  father  was  now  actually 
under  bonds  to  marry  me  to  another  woman;  fo  faith 
I  ev'n  told  her  my  name  was  Freeman*  a  Gloucefterjhire 
gentleman,  of  a  good  eftate,  juft  come  to  town  about 
a  Chancery  fuit.  Befides,  I  was  unwilling  any  acci 
dent  fnould  let  my  father  know  of  my  being  yet  in 
England ',  left  he  fhould  find  me  out,  and  force  me  to 
marry  the  woman  I  never  faw  (for  which,  you  know 
he  commanded  me  home)  before  I  have  time  to  pre 
vent  it. 

Cler.  Well,  but  cou'd  not  you  learn  the  lady's  name 
all  this  while  ? 

At.  No  'faith,  fhe  was  inexorable  to  all  intreaties : 
only  told  me  in  general  terms,  that  ifwh.it  I  vow'd  to 
her  was  iincere,  fhe  wou'd  give  me  a  proof  in  a  few  days 
what  hazards  ihe  would  run  to  requite  my  icrvkes ;  fo, 
after  having  told  her  where  fhc  might  hear  of  me,  I  far.v] 
her  into  a  chair,  prtfs'd  her  by  the  cold  roly  fingersj 
kifs'd  'em  warm,  and  parted. 

Cler.  What  !  Then  you  are  quite  off  of  the  lady,  # 
fuppofe,  that  you  made  an  acquaintance  with  in  thj 
Park  laft  week. 

At.  No,  no;  not  fo  neither:  one's  my  Juno,  'all 
pride  and  beauty  :  but  this  my  Venus^  all  lite,  love, 
and  foftnefs.  Now,  what  I  beg  of  thee,  dear  -Cleri- 
mont,  is  this  :  Mrs.  Juno9  as  Itoldyou,  having  done  roe 
ihe  honour  of  a  civil  vifit  or  two  at  my  own  lodgings,  I 
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mufl  heeds  borrow  thine  to  entertain.  Mrs.  Venus  in? 
for  if  the  rival  goddeffes  mould  meet,  and  clafli,  you 
know  there  wou'd  be  the  devil  to  do  between  them. 

C&r.  We.ll,  Sir,  my  lodgings  are  at  your  ferviee }  But 
you  muft  be  very  private  and  fbber,  I  can  tell  you  ;  for 
jny  landlady's  a  Prejbyteritn  ;  if  me  fufpedls  your  defign, 
you're  blown  up,  depend  upon't. 

At.  Don't  fear,  I'llbe  ascarefulas  a  guilty confcience  i. 
But  I  want  immediate  poffeffion;  for  I  expect  to  hear 
from  her  every  moment,  and  have  already  directed  her 
to  fend  thither.  Prythee  come  with  me. 

Cler.  'Faith,  you  muft  excufe  me;.  I  expect  fome  la 
dies  in  the  Park  that  I  would  not  mifs  of  for  an  empire : 
But  yonder's  my  fervant,  he  (hall  conduct  you. 

At.  Very  good  !  that-will  do  as  well  then  :  I'll  fend- 
my  man  along  with  him  to  expect  her  commands,  and 
call  me  if  me  fends  :  And  in  the  mean  time  I'll  e'en  go 
home  to  my  own  lodgings:  for  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
I  expect  a  fm all  mefTage  there  from  my  goddefs  imperial. 
And  I  am  not  fo  much  in  love  with  my  new  bird  in  the 
bum,  as  to  let  t'other  fly  cut  or"  my  hand  for  her. 

Cltr.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  name  does  your  goddefs 
imperial,  as  you  carl  her,  know  you>by? 

At*  O,  Sir,  with  her  I  pafs  for  a  man  of  arms,  and 
am  call M  Col.  Stantifajl\  with  my  new  face,  John  Free* 
man,  of  Flatland  Hall,  Efq  ;  but  time  flies ;  I  muft  leave 
you. 

Cler.  Well,  dear^te//,  I'm  yours Good  luck  to* 

>u,  [Exit  At.]  What  a  happy  fellow  is  this,  that  owes 
lis  fuccefs  with  the  women  purely  to  his  inconftancy  * 
What  a  blockhead  am  1,  to  taint  my  inclinations  with 
virtue,  when  I  have  fo  many  daily  examples  before  my 
eyes,  of  people's  being  ill  as'd  for  their  fincerity?  Here 
comes  another  too  almoft  as  hapry  as  he,  a  fellow  that's 
wife  enough  to  be  but  half  in  love,  and  make  his  whole 
life  a  ftudied  idlenefs. 

Enter  Carelefs.. 

Cler.  So,  Carelffs !  you're  conftant,  I  fee,  to  your 
morning's  faunter.  Well !  how  ftand  matters  ?  I  hear 
Grange  things  of  thce  j  that  after  having  rail'd  at  map- 


yoi 
his 
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riage  all  thy  life,  thou  haft  refolv'd  to  fall  into  the  noofe 
at  laft. 

Care.  I  don't  fee  any  great  terror  in  the  noofe,  (as 
you  call  it)  when  a  man's  weary  of  liberty  :  The  liberty 
of  playing  the  fool,  when  one's  turn'd  of  thirty,  is  not 
of  much  value. 

Cler.  Hey-day !  Theh  yoo  begin  to  have  nothing  in 
your  head  now,  but  fettlements,  children,  and  the  main 
chance  ? 

Cart.  Ev'n  fo  faith  ;  but  in  hopes  to  come  at  'em  too, 
I  am  forc'd  very  often  to  make  my  way  thro*  pills, 
elixirs,  bolus's,  ptizans,  and  gallipots. 

Cler.  What,  is  your  miftrefs  an  apothecary's  widow  ? 

Care.  No,  but  me  is  an  apothecary's  mop,  and  keep* 
as  many  drugs  in  her  bed-chamber  ;  me  has  her  phylic 
for  every  hour  of  the  day  and  night— for  'tis  vulgar,  me 
fays  to  be  a  moment  in  jude  and  perfect  health.  Her 
bed  lin'd  with  poppies  ;  the  black  boys  at  the  feet,  that 
the  healthy  employ  to  bear  flowers  in  their  arms,  fhe 
loads  with  diafwdium*  and  other  fleepy  potions ;  her 
fsveet-bags,  inftcad  of  the  common  and  offenfive  fmells 
of  mufk  and  amber,  breathe  nothing  but  the  more 
modifh  and  fiilubrious  fcents  of  hart's  horn,  rue,  and 
ailafcedda. 

Cler.  Why,  at  this  rate,  fhe'c  only  fit  to  be  the  con- 
fort  of  Hippocrates.  But  pray  what  other  charms  has  this 
extraordinary  Lady? 

Care.  She  has  one,  Tom,  that  a  man  may  relifh  with 
out  being  fo  deep  a  phyficiarr. 

Cler.    What's  that? 

Care.  Why,  two  thoufand  pound  a  year. 

Cler.  No  vulgar  beauty,  I  confefs,  Sir;  but  can'ft 
thou  for  any  confideration  throw  thyfelf  into  this  hof- 
pital,  this  box  of  phyfick,  and  lie  all  night  like  leaf- 
gold  upon  a  pill. 

Care.  O ,  dear  Sir,  this  is  not  half  the  evil ;  her  humour 
is  as  fantaftic  as  her  diet ;  nothing  that  is  Englijh  mult 
come  near  her  ;  all  her  delight  is  in  foreign  imper 
tinences  :  Her  rooms  are  all  of  Japan  or  Perjjay  herdrefs 
Indian,  and  her  equipage  are  all  monfters :  The  coach 
man  CAme  over  with  his  horfes,  botfc  from 
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(Flanders  are  too  common)  the  reft  of  her  trim  are  a. 
jnottly  crowd  of  blacks,  tawny,  olives,  feulamots,. 
and  pale  blues :  In  fhort,  {he's  for  any  thing  that  comes- 
from  beyond  fea  ;  her  greateft  monilers  are  thofe  of  her 
own  country  ;  and  (he's  in  love  with  nothing  o'this  fide 
the  line,  but  the  apothecaries. 

Cler.  Apothecaries  quotha  !  why  your  fine  Lady,  for 
aught  I  fee,  is  a  perfect  dofe  of  folly  and  phyfick  ;  in  a 
month's  time  (he'll  grow  like  an  antimonial  cup,  and  a 
kifs  will  be  able  to  work  with  you. 

Care.  But  to  prevent  that,  Tom,  I  defign  upon  the 
wedding-day  to  break  all  her  gallipots,  kick  the  doctor 
down  flairs,  and  force  her,  inftead  of  phyfic,  to  take  a 
hearty  meal  of  a  fwingi  ng  rump  of  boil'd  beef  and  carrots, 
and  fo  'faith  I  have  told  her. 

Cler.  That's  fomething  familiar  :  Are  you  fonear  man 
and  wife  ? 

Care.  O  nearer,  for  I  fometitnes  plague  her  till  me 
Jutes  the  very  fight  of  me. 

Cler.  Ha !  ha !  very  good  !  So  being  a  very  trouble- 
fome  lover,  you  pretend  to  cure  her  of  her  phyfick  by  a 
counter  poifon. 

Care.  Right;  I  intend  to  fee  a  doctor  to  prefcribeher 
an  hour  of  my  converfacion  to  be  taken  every  night  and 
morning ;  and  this  to  be  continued  till  her  fever  of 
averfion's  over, 

Cler.  An  admirable  recipe  t 

Care.  Well,  Tom,  but  how  fland  thy  own  affairs  ?  Is 
Clarinda  kind  yet  ? 

Cler.  Faith  I  can't  fay  flic's  abfolutely  kind,  but  fliers 
pretty  near  it ;,  for  fhe's  grown  fo  ridiculoufly  ill-hu- 
mour'd  to  me  of  late,  that  if  ihe  keeps  the  fame  airs  a 
week  longer,  I  am  in  hopes  to  find  as  much  eafe  from 
her  folly,  as  my  conftancy  would  from  her  good- nature 
— but  to  be  plain>  I'm  afraid  I  have  fome  fecret  rival 
in  the  cafe  ;  for  women's  vanity  feldom  gives  them 
courage  enough  to  ufe  an  old  lover  heartily  ill,  till  they 
are  firlt  fure  of  a  new  one,  that  they  intend  to  ufe  better. 

Care.  What  fays  Sir  Solomon?  He  is  your  friend  I 
prefume. 

Cfer.  Yes/ at  Jeaft  I  can  make  him  fo  when  I  pleafe : 
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There  is  an  odd  five  hundred  pound  in  her  fortune,  that 
he  has  a  great  mind  fhou'd  ftick  to  his  fingers,  when  he 
pays  in  the  reft  on't ;  which  I  am  afraid  I  muft  comply 
with,  for  ihe  can't  eafily  marry  without  his  confent.  And 
yet  (he's  fo  alter'd  in  her  behaviour  of  late,  that  J  fcarce 
know  what  to  do — Pr'ythee  take  a  turn  and  advife  me. 
Gare.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt-*- 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Sir  Solomon  Sadlife'j  Hou/e. 
Enter  Sir  Solomon,  and  Supple  bis  man. 

Sir  Sol.  Supple,  doft  not  thou  perceive  I  put  a  great 
confidence  in  thee  ?  I  trull  thee  with  my  bofom  fecrets'. 

Sup.  Yes,  Sir, 

Sir  Sol.  Ah,  Supple  !  I  begin  to  hate  my  wife— but  be 
fecret. 

Sup.  I'll  never  tell  while  I  live,  Sir. 

Sir  Sol.  Nay  then  I'll  truft  thee  further:  Between 
thee  and  I,  Supple,  I  have  reafon  to  believe  my  wife  hates 
me  too. 

Sup.  Ah!  Dear  Sir,  I  doubt  that's  no  fecret;  for  to 
fay  the  truth,  my  Lady's  bitter  young  and  gamefome. 

Sir  Sel.  But  can  (he  have  the  impudence,  think'ft  thou, 
to  make  a  cuckold  of  a  knight,  one  that  was  dubb'd  by 
the  royal  fword  ? 

Sup.  Alas  !  Sir,.  I  warrant  fhe'as  the  courage  of  a 
countefs,  if  (he's  once  provok'd,  (he  cares  not  what  (he 
does  in  her  paflion ;  if  you  were  ten  times  a  knight,. 
Jhe'd  give  you  dub  for  dub,  Sir. 

Sir  Sol.  Ah  !  Supple,  when  her  bleod's  up,  I  confers 
(he's  the  Devil ;  and  I  queftion  if  the  whole  conclave  of 
cardinals  could  lay  her.  But  fuppofe  (he  (hou'd  refolve 
to  give  me  a  fample  of  her  fex,  and  make  me  a  cuckold 
in  cool  blood  ? 

Sup.  Why  if  (he  (hou'd,  Sir,  don't  take  it  foto  heart, 
cuckolds  are  no  fuch  monfters  now-a-days :  In  the  city 
you  know,  Sir,  it's  fo  many  honeft  men's  fortune,  that 
nobody  minds  it  there;  and  at  this  end  of  the  town  a 
cuckold  has  as  much  refpeft  as  his  wife,  for  aught  I  fee;, 
for  gentlemen  don't  know  but  it  may  be  their  own  cafe 
another  day,  and  fo  people  are  willing  to  do  as  they 
would  be  done  by. 
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Sir  Sol.  And  yet  I  do  not  think  but  my  fpoufe  is  honefc 
-—and  think  me  is  not — would  I  were  fatisfy'd  ! 

Sup.  Troth,  Sir,  I  don't  know  what  to  think,  but  in 
my  conference  I  believe  good  looking  after  her  can  do 
her  no  harm. 

Sir  Sol.  Right,  Supple ;  and  in  order  to  it,  I'll  firft 
demolifh  her  vifiting  days :  For  how  do  I  know  but 
they  may  be  fo  many  private  clubs  for  cuckoldom. 

Suf>.  Ah  ?  Sir,  your  worfhip  knows  I  was  always 
againft  your  coming  to  this  end  of  the  town. 

Sir  Sol.  Thou  wert  indeed,  my  honed  Supple.;.  But 
woman  !  fair  and  faithlefs  woman,  warm'd  and  work'd 
me  to  her  wifhes  ;  like  fond  Mark  Anthony,  I  let  my  em 
pire  moulder  from  my  hands,  and  give  up  all  for  love. 
O  foolt  to  trnft  thy  honour  with  a  woman  !  a  race  of 
vipers  I  They  were  deceivers,  Supple,  from  the  begin- 
nipg.  I'll  have  no  vifitors,  that's  determined. 

Sir  Sol.  Truly,  Sir,  I  begin  to  think  there's  nothing 
(av'd  by  them  in  the  year's  end. 

Sir  Sol.  O  Supple,  I  run  mad  when  I  think  on't ;  every 
povvder'd  wig  I  meet  is  a  piece  of  ordnance  pkntexl 
againft  my  hrnour ;  the  rattling  of  a  fine  chariot  gives 
me  the  fpleen,  and  my  very  foul's  fet  on  edge  at  the 
fqueak  of  a  fiddre. 

Sup.  And  what's  more  provoking,  Sir,  the  abominable 
rogues  always  pitch  upon  this  fide  the  park  for  their 
mufic  and  intrigues. 

Sir  Sot.  Dogs!  villains  t  menders!  Zbudf  I've  been 

in  a  fwcat  ever  fince  I  liv'd  here twice  or  thrice  a 

week  all  the  cuckold-makers  in  town  rendezvous  under 
my  window.  Infupportable — !  inuft  have  a  young  wife 
with  a  murrain  tome — I  hate  her  too— and  yet  the  devil, 
©n't  is,  I'm  ftill  jealous  of  her— Stay,  V  t  me  reckon  up 
all  the  faftiionable  virtues  me  has  that  can  make  a  man 
happy.  In  the  firfl  place — I  think  he-  ry  ugly — 

Sup.   Ah  !   that's  becaufe  you  are  m,     y'd  to  her,  Sir. 

Sir  Scl.  As  for  her  expences,  no  afl:hmetic  can  reach 
'em  ;  mc's  always  longirg  for  forr  :  ning  dear  and  ufe- 
lefs  ;  fha  will  certainly  ruin  me  in  c'aina,  filks,  ribbands,, 
fans,  laces,  perfumes,  waihes,  powder,  patches,  jcffa- 
Biine-gloves>  and  ratifia. 


SICK  L  A  D  Y  's  Cure.  i£ 

Sup.  Ah,  Sir,  that's  a  cruel  liquor  with  'em. 
Sir  Sol.  To  fum  up  all  wou'd  run  me  mad  The 
only  way  to  put  a  flop  to  her  career,  muft  be  to  put  off 
my  coach,  turn  away  her  chairmen r  lock  out  her  Swifs 
porter,  bar  up  the  doors,  keep'  out  all  vifitors,  and  thea 
ihe'11  be  lefs  expenfrve. 

Sup.  Ay,  Sir,  for  few  women  think  it  worth  their 
while  to  drefs  for  their  hufbands. 

Sir  Sol.  Then  we  fha'n't  be  plagu'd  with  my  old  Lady 
Tittle  Tattle's  howd'ye's  in  a  morning,  nor  my  Lady 
Dainty's  fpleen,  or  the  fudden  indifpofitions  of  that  grim 
beaft  her  horrible  Dutch  maftiff. 

Sup.  No,  Sir,  nor  the  impertinence  of  that  great  fat 
creature,  my  Lady  Swill-Tea. 

Sir  Sol.  And  her  fquinting  daughter.  No,  no:  Let 
the  tide  run  fomewliere  elfe  ;  I  am  refolv'd  to  know  the 
happinefs  of  living  in  filence,  without  the  din  of  a 
vifiting-day,  fpent  in  a  continual  jargon  of  impertinence., 
of  this  pretty  lace,  and  that  pretty  ribband  ;  this  news 
of  the  ring,  and  that  of  the  circle  j  this  party  for  plays, 
and  t'other  for  eunuchs  and  operas',  one  laughs  in  gamuf, 
another  fneezes  in  elami  alt ;  and  hey  !:  all  their  clacks 
go  together  with  a  babel  of  founds,  till  their  fcandaland 
fafhions  are  all  run  over;  and  then  to  the  peace  of  the 
neighbourhood,  they  part  with  the  fame  impertinence 

they  enter'd No,  Supple,  after  this  night,  nothing  ia 

petticoats  mall  come  within  ten  yards  of  my  doors. 
Sup.  Nor  in  breeches  neither? 

Sir  Sol.  Only  Mr.  Clerimont  j  for  I  expect  him  to  fign 
articles  with  me  for  the  five  hundred  pound  he  is  to 
give  me,  for  that  ungovernable  jade  my  niece  Clarinda. 
\Afide}  Ha  !  fee,  who's  that  ?  {Knocking. 

Sup.  O,  Sir,  'tis  the  three  flrange  fuitors  that  wou'd 
marry  Madam  Clarinda. 

Sir  SoJ.  Let  'em  come  in  :;  I'll  divert  myfelf  by  laugh 
ing  at  them  a  little,  and  then  fend  them  about  their  bufi- 
nefs  like  fools  as  they  came. 

Re-enter    Supple,    *witb   Capt.   Strut,    Sir  Squabble 

Splithair,  and  Saunter.. 

Sir  Sol.  Well,  gentlemen,  your  bufinefs  with  me,  I 
underftand  is  much  the  fame  j  my  confent  to  your  mar* 
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rying  my  kinfwotnan  ;  I  mould  be  glad  if  any  of  you 
bring  pretences  that  I  like  ;  and  fo  if  you  pleafe,  gentle 
men,-— ——one  after  another ;  and  when  I  have  heard 

you  all,  I'll  give  you  my  anfwer: And  in  the  firft 

place,  what  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Capt.  I,  Sir,  am a  man  of  honour. 

Sir  So!.  Pray,  Sir,  what's  that,  a  Lord  ? 
Capt.    No,  Sir,  one  that  fcorns  to  take  the  lye,   or 
pay  debts. 

Sir  Sol.  Humh  !!  that's  pretty  near  the  matter' 
an  extraordinary  perfon.     Where  do  you  live,  Sir? 

Capt.  Why,  here-, and  there,  Sir  :  I'm  a  man  of  a 

frank  nature,  and  am  always  at  home. 
Sir  Sol.   Where  do  you  fleep  a-nights  ? 
Capt.  No  where  T  I  fit  up  every  night  at  the  tavern  : 
and  in  the  morning,— -lie  rough  in  the  round-boufe. 

Sir  Sol.  Pray,  Sir,  how  do  you  fpend  your  time  when 
you  are  out  of  a  tavern  ? 

Capt.  I  play  at  crimp ,  matches  at  tennis,  bowls  and 
picquet ;  and  get  in  defperate  debts  for  young  fellows, 
that  dare  not  fight  for  themielves. 

Sir  Sol.   Are  you  never  run  through  the  body  ? 
,   Capt.  Often,  Sir ;  yet  I  fear  nothing  but  a  bailiff^  or 
a  court -martial. — Sir,   I    kifs  every  woman   that  fmiles, 
and  kick  every  man    that  frowns   upon  me :  for   I  take 
both  to  myfelf,  whether  they  meant  me,  or  not. 

Sir  S.oL.  How,  Sir !:  firike  before  you  know  whether 
you  are  affronted,  or  not  ?  I  thought  you  were  a  man  cf 
honour. 

Capt.  So  I  am  Sir,  and  would  not  have  it  ftain'd 

in  quarrelling.  Delays  look  fcurvil;y  :  Firil  blows  are 
belt.  When  a  man  looks  angry  upon  me,  and  fays  any 
thing  I  don't  uhderfland,  I  knock  him  down;  and  then 
'tis  no  matter  whether  I  underftand  him  or  no — Shall  a 
rafcal,  becaufe  he  has  read  bocks,  talk  pertly  to  me  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Why,  Sir,  are  not  your  men  of  honour  given 
to  learning  ? 

Capt.  Thofe  that  think  it  worth  their  while,  are  ;  but 
we  generally  leave  that  to  the  chaplain,  and  the  chaplain 
fometimes  leaves  it  to  the  agent — Our  difputes  need  but 
little  reading ;  blows,  blood,  and  wounds,  are  fpldiers 
arguments,  Sir. 


The   SICK    L  A  D  Y'J    Cure.  17 

Sir  Sol.  Nay,  Sir,  1  fhan't  difpute  with  you — But 
pray,  Sir,  what  can  you  fettle  upon  my  kinfvvoman  ? 

Capt.   My  glory,  and  my  fword. 

Sir  So!.  A  jointure  of  vail  honour,  I  muft  confefs  ;. 
pray,  Sir,  where  may  your  glory  lie  ? 

Capt.  In  the  Gazette. 

Sir  Sol.  And  your  fword the  filver-hilted  one  I 

mean. 

Capt.  At  the/<2<H'«- broker's. 

Sir  «SV.  And  pray,  Sir,  why  would  you  marry? 

Capt.  Sir,  I  owe  about  fifteen  hundred  pound  ;  belide 
J  have  a  mind  to  leave  off  whoring,  and  keep  a  frefh 
girl  to  myfelf. 

Sir  Sol.  Hah  !  a  very  fober  principle,  truly.  Well, 
Sir,  fince  I  know  your  pretences,  will  you  give  me  leave 

to  talk  with  the  other  gentlemen Pray,  Sir,  what 

are  you  ? 

Sir  Squab.  T,  Sir,  am  none  of  your  fktp-jacks,  no 
fpend-thrift  courtier,  nor  beggarly  foldier,  but  a  folid 
fubftantial  man,  with  a  thinking  head,  and  a  prudent 
confcience  ;  that  have  liv'cl  thefe  twenty  years  in  St. 
Magnus  pirifh,  have  lent  my  money  to  the. government, 
and  owe  none  of  my  neighbours  a  fhiiiing. 

Sir  So/.   Pray,  Sir,  what  may  be  your  name  ? 

Sir  Squab.  My  name,  Sir,  is  Sir  Squabble  SpUtbalr^. 
ICnt.  and  Citizen  of  London. 

Sir. Sol.  And  what  may  be  your  profefSon,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Squab.  Sir;  I  profefs :-— Troth  I  can  hardly  tell 
you  what  I  profefs ;  but  turning  ,of  money  is  my  chief 
buiinefa.  Sir,  I'll  make  a  bargain  with  any  man  in  the 
city,  and  defy  him  to  out-wit  me. — I  have  been  too 
(harp  for  every  body  I  have  dealt  with,  and  have  got  a 
plentiful  eiiate  by  other  people's  folly  and  my  own  in- 
duilry.  JBefide,  I  am  a  member  of  the  Old  Eafl-India 
Company,  and  no  man  alive  will  ever  be  able  to  tell 
what  I'm  worth. 

Sir  Sol.  Very  likely,  Sir. 

Sir  Squab.  Sir,  I  live  foberly,  and  mind  the  main 
chance  :  I  never  fpend  an  idle  penny  out  of  Robin's  or 
Garraway's  coffee-houfe  :  I  dine  fora  groat  at  the  Choj>» 
houfe:  I  fell  by  a  fhort  yard,  and  bring  in  a  long  bill.. 
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Sir  So!.  Hah  !  you  are  rich,  no  doubt,  Sir. 

Sir  Squab.  Then,  Sir,  lama  fevere  perfeeator  of  ill 
women,  and  never  let  any  of  them  'feape  the  beadle's 
correction,  without  a  valuable  ctonfideration. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  ay,  you're  much  iri  the  right,  Sir ; 
make  Jem  pay  for 'their  wickednefs. 

Sir  Squab.  Then  I  difcountenance  the  enemies  of  ths 
government,  by  encouraging  them  firft  to  run  prohibited 
goods,  and  then  I  difcover'em  to  mew  nay  loyalty. 

Sir  Sol.  You'll  be  a  great  man,  Sir. 

Sir  Squab.  Then ,  Sir,  I  am  guardian  to  my  only  filler  ; 
and  tho*  fhe  is  fix  years  above  age,  I  ftill  keep  her  for 
tune  carefully  in  my  own  hands,  for  fear  {he  fhou'd  idly 
throw  it  away  upon  forne  beggarly  young  fellow :  Not 
but  I  give  her  a  good  gentlewomanly  education  ;  for  I 
have  taught  her  feveral  tunes  mylelf  upon  the  Dulci* 
mer  ;  and  to  fave  the  charge  of  a  finging-mafter,  I  let 
Ber  go  once  a  week  with  her  maid  in  the  gallery,  to  learn 
the  fongs  out  of  the  Opera. 

Sir  So/.  Good  again,  Sir;  why  this  will  certainly  carry 
my  niece:  Thefe  are  qualities  not  to  be  refifted.  But 
aow,  Sir,  what  are  you  willing  to  fettle  upon  her  ? 

Sir  Squab.  Settle,  Sir!  why  I'll — look  you,  Sir,  I 
don't  underfland  your  law-terms,  and  hard  woras :  • 
Bat  1*11  make  her  a  happy  woman.  She  mail  want  for 
nothing:  I'll  fettle  a  good  hufbandupon  her  ;  me  fhall 
have  money  in  her  pocket,  and  good  clothes  upon  her 
back;  me  fhall  have  her  youngeft  'Prentice  in  a  Blue  Li" 
•very,  cariy  her  Gilt  Bible  before  her  to  church  every  Sun 
day;  fhe  fhall  wear  a  gold  chain  upon  her  neck,  and  fit  in 
the  great  pew  next  the  pulpit. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay! 

Sir  Squab.  Nay,  Sir,  if  fhepleafes  my  humour,  fhe  (hall 
wear  her  funcfay  clothes  every  day;  go  abroad  once  a  month 
in  a  fedan ;  go  to  a  goflipping  once  a  quarter :  and  once  a 
year  (he  fhall  conftantly  lie  in, 

Sir  Sol.  Hold  !  hold  !  Sir,  that  I'm  afraid  is  more 
than  you  can  promife. 

Sir  Squab.  Sir,  what  I  fay  I'll  ftand  to ;  and  if  you 
doubt  my  word,  I'll  give  you  crty-fecurity  for  the  per 
formance  of  it. 

Sir  Sol.  Nay,  Sir,  what  you  can't  perform,  there's 
ao  doubt  but  your  fecurity  will,— — Well,  fcir  t  novr 
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I  have"  heard  what  you  can  do. 1  have  but  a  word 

or  two  with  this  gentleman,  and  then 

Sir  Squab.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart  -r  if  you  can  get  a 
better  bargain,  take  it. 

Sir  Sol.  Well,  Sir  f  now,  pray  what  are  you  ? 

Saun.  I,  Sir  ! — ha,  hah  !  Pm  nothing  at  all,  Sir. 

Sir  Sol.  Ha  I  that  is  not  much  indeed,  Sin  .  Bui 
pray,  Sir,  have  you  no  employment  ? 

Saun.  Employment  t  what  do  you  rnean^  old  gentle- 
man,  joiner's  work?  •  Sir,  I'm  a  gentleman. 

Sir  Sol.  Very  good,  Sir : — And  pray,  what  eftate  hav« 
you. 

Sautr.  I  can't  tell,  Sir  i  I  never  mind  accounts ;  I 
don't  underfland  'em- 

Sir  Sol.  Pray,  Sir,  what  is't  you  do  underiland  ? 

Saun.  Bite,  bam,  and  the  belt  of  the  lay,  old  boy* 

Sir  Sol.  Hah  ;  that's  every  word  more  than  I  under- 
Hand,  I  mult  confefs.  Do  you  know  nothing  of  the  law, 
Sir? 

Saun.  Um  f — juft  as  much  as  I  got  from  being  oftea 
trrefted. 

Sir  Sol.  Do  you  follow  no  bufinefs,  Sir  ? 

Saun.  No,  Sir,  I  hate  it — I  avoid  it. — I'll  make 
bufinefs  follow  me  ;  a  gentleman's  above  it. 

Sir  Sol.  Hah  I  you  feem  to  lead  a  pleafant  life,  Sir. 

Saun.  Yes,  Sir,  Pleafure's  my  principle,  and  I'll  ftick 
to  it  as  long  as  I  live. 

Sir  Sol.  Pray,  what's  your  chief  diversions  ? 

Saun.  Sauntering  I  As  thus,  Sir,  from  my  lodging 
to  the  Smyrna,  thence  to/^to's,  then  to  the  Smyrna  again, 
then  to  White 's  again  ;  and  all  the  while  my  chair  fol 
lows  me  empty.  Then  I  dine,  drink  a  bottle,,  go  to 
WiW*t  go  behind  the  fcenes,  make  love  in  the  Greett- 
Room,  take  a  benefit-ticket,  ferret  the  boxes,  ftraddle 
into  the  pit ;  Green-Rooiu  again ;  do  the  fame  at  both 
houfes,  and  ftay  at  neither. 

Sir  Sol.  Hah  t  a  pretty  life  :  do  you  never  ftudy,,  Sir  ? 

Saun.  Um— in  a  morning  a  little,  while  my  man  draws 
on  my  ihoes,  I  hum  over  a  preface,  or  fo  :  Then  turn  to 
theconclufion,and  give  my  judgment  accordingly.  -~l  hate, 
fatigue  ;  a  gentleman  ftioa'd  only  have  a.  taile  of  every 
thing. 

Sir  Sol.  But  do  yoa  never  ftudy  y.ourf^lf  neither  ? 
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Saun.  O  yes,  Sir,  that  I  never  fail  to  do,  at  leuft  three 
hours  in  a  glafs  every  morning. 

Sir  Sol  Provoking^og  I. '  [Afide.]  Well,  -Sir,  and  what 
other  powerful  reafons  have  you,  to  encourage  my  niece's 
corning  info  your  family? 

Saun,  Why  none  fb  great,  Sir,  as  my  family  itfelf ; 
'tis  as  ancient  as  any  in  England.  The  Sacmterers,  Sir, 
came  in  with  King  Stephen  the  conqueror.  And  a  man 
of  honour,  Sir,  always  values  a  good<  family  beyond 
fortune. 

Sir  SoL  Ay,  but  Tome  fools  don't,  Sir ;  and  I  mall 
not  blufh  to  tell  you,  I  am  one  of  thofe.  And  let  me 
tell  you,  Sir,  he  that  out-lives  his  fortune,  will  have 
much  ado  fometimes  to  make  his  family  own  him.  Po 
verty  at  court,  Sir,  is  like  wit  in  the  city,  always  coun 
ted  illegitimate. — Well, .gentlemen,.  Ihaveheardyou  all:. 
And  I  won't  marry  my  kinfwoman  to  this  gen-tlemsn,- 
becaufe,  his  prudent  confcience,  as  he  calls  it,  will  let 
him  fpend  but  a  penny  a  day  :  Nor  to  this  gentleman,  be- 
caufe,  as  far  as  I  find,  he  has  not  that  to  fpend:  Nor 
to  the  noble  captain  here,  becaufe  he  fpends  more  than 
he  has. 

Capt.  Why  then,  Sir,  I'll  flick  to  my  punk,  and  a 
jjipe  of  mundungus. 

Sir  Squab.  And  as  for  Sir Squablh  Splitbair, — know,. 
Sir,  that  now  I  won't  take  under  a  thoufand  pound 
more  with  your  niece  ;  and  fo  your  friend,  and  fer- 
vant. 

Saun.  And  forme,  Sir.- 

Sir  Sol.  O  fweet  Mr.  Nothing  to  do  ! 

Saun.  Know,  Sir,  that  the  noble  family  of  the  Saun- 
terers  ihall  never  be  ftain'd  with  the  bate  blood  of  a  put,, 
Sjr;  and  fo  your  fervant  again,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Sir  So/.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  Well,  I  fee  there  are  ether 
monflers  in  the  world  befide  cuckolds,  and  full  as  ri 
diculous.  But  now  to  my  own  affairs.  I'll  ftep  into  the 
Parky  and  fee  if  I  can  meet  with  my  hopeful  fpotffe  there  V. 
1  warrant,  engag'd  in  fome  innocent  freedom,  (as  ihe 
calls  it,)  as  walking  in  a  mafk,  to  laugh  at  the  imper 
tinence  of  fops  that  don't  know  her;  buftis  more  like 
ly,  I'm  afraid,  a  plot  to  intrigue  with  thofe  that  do. 
Oh  !  how  many  torments  lie  in  the  fmall  circle -of  a 
Wedding-Ring'!.  {Exit..  . 
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ACT    II.        SCENE     I. 

ClarindaV  Apartment. 

Enter   Clarinda    and   Sylvia. 

C  L  A  R  I  N  D  A. 


A  !  ha  !    poor  Sylvia  f 

.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  don't  laugh  at  me.  There's  n« 
accounting  for  inclination  :  For  if  there  were,  you  know, 
why  (hou'd  it  be  a  greater  folly  in  me,  to  fall  in  love 
with  a  man  I  never  faw  but  once  in  my  life,  than  it  is 
in  you  to  refift  an  honed  gentleman,  whofe  fidelity  has 
defer  v'd  your  heart  an  hundred  times  over. 

Clar.  Ah,  but  an  utter  ftranger,  coufin,  and  one  that 
for  aught  you  know,  may  be  no  gentleman. 

Syl.  That's  impoflible.;  his  converfation  could  not 
be  counterfeit.  An  elevated  wit,  and  good  breeding, 
have  a  natural  luftre  that's  inimitable.  Befide,  he  fav'd 
jny  life  at  the  hazard  of  his  own  ;  fo  that  part  of  what  I 
give  him,  is  but  gratitude. 

Clar.  Well,  you  are  the  firft  woman  that  ever  took 
fire  in  the  middle  of  the  Thames,  fure.  But  fuppofe  now 
he  is  marry'd,  and  has  three  or  four  children  ! 

SyJ.  Filial  pr'ythee  don't  teaze  me  with  fo  many  ifl- 
natur'd  objections  :  I  tell  you  he  is  not  marry'd,  I  am 
fure  he  is  not  :  for  I  never  faw  a  face  look  more  in  hu 
mour  in  rny  life. — Befide,.  he  told  me  himfelf,  he  was  a 
country  gentleman,  juft  come  to  town  upon  bufinefs  : 
And  I'm  refolv'd  to  believe  him. 

Clar.  Weil  !  well  !  I'll  fuppofe  you  both  as  fit  for 
.one  another  then  as  a  couple  of  Tallies.  But  flill,  my 
dear.,  you  know  there's  a  furly  old  father's  command 
againft  you  ;  he  is  in  articles  to  marry  you  to  another: 
And  tho'  I  know,  love  is  a  notable  contriver,  I  can't 
fee  how  you'll  get  over  that  difficulty. 
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Syl.  'Tis  a  terrible  one,  I  Oivn ;  but  with  a  little 
of  your  afliftance,  dear  Clannda>  I  am  (till  in  hopes  to 
bring  it  to  an  even  wager,  I  prove  as  wife  as  any 
father. 

Clar.  Nay,  you  may  be  fure  of  me:  You  may  fee  by 
the  management  of  my  own  amours,  I  have  fo  natural 
a  companion  for  difobedience,  I  ftiaVt  be  able  to  refufe 
you  any  thing  in  diftrefs.— There's  my  -hand  ;•— tell  me 
how  I  can  ferve  you. 

Syl.  Why  thus ; — becaufe  I  woa'd  not  wholly  difcover 
jtnyfelf  to  him  at  once,  I  have  fent  him  a  note  to  vifit  me 
here,  as  if  thefe  lodgings  were  my  own, 

Cla~.  Hither  j  to  my  lodgings  !  'Twas  well  I  f«nt 
Col.  Stand/aft  word  I  (hou'd  not  be  at  home.  [Afidc. 

Syl.  I  hope  you'll  pardon  my  freedom,  iince  one  end  of 
my  taking  it  too,  was  to  have  your  opinion  of  him  be 
fore  I  engage  any  farther. 

Clar.  O !  it  needs  no  apology ;  any  thing  of  mine  is 
at  your  fervice. — I  am  only  afraid,  my  troublefome 
lover  Mr.  Chrimont,  mould  happen  to  fee  him,  who  is 
of  late,  fo  impertinently  jealous  of  a  rival,  tho'  from 
what  caufe  I  know  not  not  but  I  lie  too.  {Afide. 

I  fay,   fhould  he  fee  him,  your  country  gentleman  wou'd 
be  in  danger,  I  can  tell  you. 

Syl.  O!  there'*  no  fear  of  that;  for  I  have  order'd 
him  to  be  brought  in  the  back  way :  When  I  have  talk'd 
with  him  a  little  alone,  Til  find  an  occafion  to  leave 
him  with  you ;  and  then  we'll  compare  our  opinions 
of  him. 

Enter  Servant  to  Clarinda. 

Ser.  Madam,  my  Lady  SaJhfe. 

Syl.  Pftiah  1  m«  here  I 

Clar.  Don't  be  uneafy;  me  fhan't  difturb  yon  j  I'll 
*ake  care  of  her. 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife. 

Lady  Sad.  O  my  dears,  you  have  loft  the  fweeteft 
morning  fure  that  ever  peep'd  out  of  the  firmament,  the 
park  never  was  in  fuch  perfection. 

Clar.  'Tis  always  fo  when  your  ladyfhip's  there. 

Lady  Sad.  'Tis  never  fo  without  my  dear  Glarinda, 
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Sjl.  Hew  civilly  we  women  hate  one  another.  \Apdt. 
Was  there  a  good  deal  of  company,  madam  ? 

Lady  Sad.  Abundance!  and  the  belt  I  have  feen  this 
feafon :  for  'twas  between  twelve  and  one,  the  very  hour 
you  know,  when  the  mob  are  violently  hungry.  O  i  the 
air  was  fo  inspiring  !  fo  amorous !  and  to  compleat  the 
pleafure,  I  was  attack'd  in  sonverfation,  by  the  moft 
charming,  modeft,  agreably  infinuating  young  fellow, 
fore,  that  ever  woman  play'd  the  fool  with. 

Clar.  Who  was  it  ? 

Lady  Sad.  Nay,  Heav'n  knows ;  his  face  is  as  entirely 
new,  as  his  converfation.  What  wretches  our  young 
fellows  are  to  him  ! 

Syl.  What  fort  of  a  perfon  ? 

Lady  Sad.  Tall,  (height,  well-limb'd,  walk'dfirm,and 
a  look  as  chearful  as  a  May-day  morning. 

Sy?.  The  picture's  very  like  :  pray  heav'n  it  is  not  my 
gentleman's.  [Afedc. 

Clar.  I  wifh  this  don't  prove  my  Colonel.          [Afide* 

Syl.  How  came  you  to  part  with  him  fo  foon  ? 

Lady  Sad.  O  name  it  not !  that  eternal  damper  of  all 
pleafure,  my  hu (band  Sir  Solomon^  came  into  the  MaHia 
the  very  crifis  of  our  converfation—- 1  faw  him  at  a 
diftance,  and  complain'd  that  the  air  grew  tainted,  that 
I  was  fick  o'th'  fudden,  ami  left  him  in  fuch  abruptness 
and  confufion,  as  if  he  had  been  himfelf  my  hufband. 

Clar.  A  melancholy  difappointment  indeed  ! 

Lady  Sad    Oh  !  'tis  a  hufband's  nature  to  give  'em. 
A  Servant  <wkifpers  Sylvia. 

Syl.  Defire  him  to  walk  in Coufin,  you'll  be  at 

hand, 

Clar.  In  the  next  room— come,  Madam,  fyfoi*  has 
a  little  bufinefs.  I'll  (hew  you  fome  of  the  fweeteft, 
prettieft-figur'd  china. 

Lady  Sad.  My  dear,  I  wait  on  you. 

[Exeunt  lady  Sad.  axdCl&r. 

Eater  A  tall,  at  Mr.  Freeman. 

Syt.  You  find,  Sir,  I  have  kept  my  word  in  feeingyou; 
'tis  all  you  yet  have  aflc'd  of  me  ;  and  when  I  know  'tis 
in  my  power  to  be  more  obliging,  there's  nothing  70* 
can  command  in  honour,  I  /hall  refufe  you, 
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At.  This  generous  offer,  madam,  is  fo  high  an  obli 
gation,  that  it  were  almoft  mean  in  me  to  aflc  a  farther 
favour.  [AfideJ\  Death!  what  a  neck  fhe  has  !  But 'tis  a 
lover's  merit  to  be  a  mifer  in  his  wifhes,  and  grafp  at  all 
occafions  to  enrich  'em — I  own  I  feel  your  charms  too 
fenfibly  prevail,  but  dare  not  give  a  loofe  to  my  ambi 
tious  thoughts,  'till  I  have  pafs'd  one  dreadful  doubt 
that  makes  'em, 

Syl.  If  'tis  in  my  power  to  clear  it,  afk  me  freely. 

At.  I  tremble  at  the  trial;  and  yet  me  thinks  my  fears 
are  vain  :  But  yet  to  kill  or  cure  'em  once  for  ever,  be 
juft  and  tell  me  ;  are  you  married  ? 

Syl.  If  that  can  make  you  eafy,  no. 

At.  '  fis  eafe  indeed nor  are  you  promia'd,  nor 

your  heart  engag'd  ? 

Syl.  That's  hard  to  tell  you  :  But  to  be  juft,  I  own  my 
father  has  engag'd  my  perfon  to  one  I  never  faw,  and 
my  heart  I  fear's  inclining  to  one  he  never  faw. 

At.  O  yet  be  merciful,  and  eafe  my  doubt ;  tell  me 
the  happy  man  that  has  deferv'd  fo  exquifitea  blefling. 

Syl.  That,  Sir,  requires  fome  paufe  ;  'tis  the  only  fe- 
cretyet  I  can  refufe  you  :  firft  tell  me  why  you're  fo  in- 
quifitive,  without  letting  me  know  the  condition  of  your 
own  heart. 

At.  In  every  circumftance  my  heart's  the  fame  witk 
yours  ;  'tis  promis'd  to  one  I  never  faw,  by  a  command 
ing  father,  who  by  my  firm  hopes  of  happinefs  I  am  re- 
folv'd  to  difobey,  unlefs  ycur  cruelty  prevents  it. 

Syl.  But  my  difobedience  would  beggar  me. 

At.  Banifh  that  fear,  I'm -heir  to  a  fortune  will  fup- 
port  you  like  yourfelf may  I  not  know  your  family  ? 

SyL  Yet  you  mult  not. 

At.  Why-that  nicety  ?  Is  not  it  in  my  power  to  en 
quire  whofe  houfe  this  is  when  I  am  gone  ? 

Syl.  And  be  never  the  wifer  :  Thefe  lodgings  are  a 
friend's,  and  are  only  borrowed  on  this  occafion  :  But 
to  faveyou  the  trouble  of  any  farther  needlefs  queftions, 
I  will  make  you  one  propofal.  I  have  a  young  lady  here 
within,  who  is  the  only  confident  of  my  engagements  to 
you  :  On  her  opinion  I  rely  ;  nor  can  you  take  it  ill,  if 
I  make  no  further  fleps  without  it :  'Twould  be  mife- 
rable  indeed  Ihou'd  we  both  meet  beggars.  I  own  your 
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aftions  and  appearance  merit  all  you  can  defire  ;  let  her 
be  as  well  fatisfied  of  your  pretenfions  and  condition,,, 
and  you  mall  find  it  fha'n't  be  a  little  fortune  fhall  mak« 
me  ungrateful. 

At.  So  generous  an  offer  exceeds  my  hopes. 

Sjl.  Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Defire  my  Coufin  Clarinda  to  walk  in. 

At*  Ha  !    Clarinda  !  if  it  ihou'd  be  my  Clarinda  now, 
I'm  in  a  fweet  condition — by  all  that's  terrible  the  very  ' 
fhe  ;  this  was  finely  contriv'd  of  fortune. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Clar.  Defend  me  !  Col.  Standfaft  !  me  has  certainly 
difcover'd  my  affairs  with  him,  and  has  a  mind  to  infult 
me  by  an  afFe&ed  refignation  of  her  pretenfions  to  him 
—I'll  difappoint  her,  I  won't  know  him. 

Syl.  Coufin,  pray,  come  forward  ;  this  is  the  gen  tie- 
man  I  am  fo  much  oblig'd  to — Sir,  this  lady  is  a  relation 
of  mine,  and  the  perfon  we  are  fpeaking  of. 

At.  I  ihall  be  proud  to  be  better  known  among  any 
of  your  friends.  [Salutes  be> . 

Clar.  So  !  he  takes  the  hint,  I  fee,  and  feems  not 
to  know  me  neither  :  I  know  not  what  to  think — per 
haps  (he's  only  jealous  of  him,  and  had  a  mind  that  my 
feeing  her  engagement  with  him,  mou'd  occafion  a 
breach  between  him  and  me—I  am  confounded  !  I  hate 
both  him  and  her.  How  unconcern'd  he  looks  !  con- 
fufion  !  he  addrefles  her  before  my  face.  \AJidt* 

Lady  Sadlifz  peeping  in. 

Lady  Sad.  ^What  do  I  fee  ?  thepleafant  young  fellow 
that  taik'd  with  me  in  the  Park  juft  now  f  This  is  the 
Juckieft  accident !  I  mult  know  a  little  more  of  him. 

[Retires. 

Syl.  Coufin,  and  Mr.  Freeman 1  think  I  need  not 

make  any  apology— you    both   know  the  occafion  of 

my  leaving  you  together in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  I'll 

wait  on  you  again.  [Exit  Syl. 
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At.  So,  Pin  in  a  hopeful  way  now,  faith;  but  buff's 
the  word  :  I'll  (land  it. 

Clar.  Mr.  Freeman  !    So,  my  gentleman  has  chang'd 

his  name  too  !  how  harmlefs  he  looks- 1  have  my 

fenfes  fure,  and  yet  the  demurenefs  of  that  face  looks  as 
if  he  had  a  mind  to  perfuade  me  out  of  'em.  I  cou'd 
find  in  my  heart  to  humour  his  afiurance,  and  fee  how 
far  he'll  carry  it"  -won't  you  pleafe  to  fit,  Sir  ? 

\Theyfet. 

At.  What  the  devil  can  this  mean  ?  fure  me  has  a 
mind  to  counterface  me,  and  not  know  me  too— with  all 
my  heart :  If  her  ladymip  won't  know  me,  I'm  fure  'tis 
not  my  bufinefs  at  this  time  to  know  her. 

Clar.    Certainly  that  face  is  cannon  proof.         [Afide. 

At.  Now  for  a  formal  fpeech,  as  if  I  had  never  feen 
her  in  my  life  before. — Madam— a  hem  !  Madam,  I — 
a  hem  ! 

Clar.  Curfe  of  that  fteady  face.  [Afide. 

At,  I  fay,  Madam,  iince  I  am  an  utter  ftranger  to  you, 
I  am  afraid  it  will  be  very  difficult  for  me  to  offer  you 
more  arguments  than  one  to  do  me  a  friendship  with 
ycur  coufin  ;  but  if  you  are,  as  fhe  feems  to  own  you, 
her  real  friend,  I  prefume  you  can't  give  her  a  better 
proof  of  your  being  fo,  than  pleading  the  caufe  of  a 
fincere  and  humble  lover,  whofe  tender  wilhes  never 
can  propofe  to  tafte  of  peace  in  life  without  her. 

Clar.  Umph  ! I'm  choak'd.  [Afide. 

At.  She  gave  me  hopes  that  when  I  had  fatisfied  you 
of  my  birth  and  fortune,  you  wou'd  do  me  the  honour 
to  let  me  know  her  name  and  family. 

Clar.  Sir,  I  mud  own  you  are  the  moft  perfect  mafter 
of  your  art  that  ever  enter'd  the  lifts  of  affurance. 

At.  Madarn  ! 

Clar.  And  I  don't  doubt  but  you'll  find  it  a  much 
cafier  tafk  to  impoferapon  my  coufin,  than  me. 

At.  Impofe,  Madani  !  I  fhould  be  forry  any  thing  I 
have  faid  could  difoblige  you  into  fuch  hard  thoughts  of 
me  :  Sure,  Madam,  you  are  under  fome  mifinformation. 

Clar.    I  was  indeed,  but  now  my  eyes  are  open 

for  'till  this  minute  1  never  knew  that  the  gay  Col. 
Standfajl  w&s  the  demure  Mr.  Freeman. 
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At.  Col.  Stand f aft!  This  is  extremely  dark,  Madam. 

Clar.  This  jeft  is  tedious,  Sir— Impudence  grows 
dull,  when 'tis  To  very  extravagant. 

At.  Madam,  I  am  a  gentleman — but  not  yet  wife 
enough,  I  find,  to  account  for  the  humours  of  a  fine 
Lady. 

Clar.  Troth,  Sir,,  on  fecond  thoughts  I  begin  to  be  a 
little  better  reconciled  to  your  afTurance ;  *tis  in  fome 
fort  modefty  to  deny  yourfelf ;  for  to  own  your  perjuries 
to  my  face,  had  been  an  infolence  tranfcendently  pro- 
Yoking. 

At.  Really,  Madam,  my  not  being  able  to  apprehend 
one  word  of  all  this  is  a  great  inconvenience  to  my  af 
fair  with  your  coufin  :  but  if  you  will  firfl  do  me  the 
honour  to  make  me  acquainted  with  her  name  and  fa 
mily,  I  don't  much  care  if  I  do  take  a  little  pains  after 
wards  to  come  to  aright  underftanding  with  you. 

Clar.  Come,  come,  lince  you  fee  this  afTurance  will 
do  you  no  good,  you  had  better  put  on  a  limple  honeft 
look,  and  generoufly  confefs  your  frailties :  The  fame 
flynefs  that  deceiv'd  me  firft,  will  flill  find  me  woman 
enough  to  pardon  you. 

At.  That  bite  won't  do.  \_Afide. "\  Sure,  Madam, 
you  miftake  me  for  fome  other  perfon. 

Clar.  Infoknt  audacious  villain  !  I  am  not  to  have 
my  fenfes  then  !  \Afide. 

4  %.T  -  I"      J 

At.  No. 

Clar.  And  you  are  refolved  to  Hand  it  to  the  laft  ? 

At.  The  laft  extremity.  [AJide* 

Clar.  Well,  Sir,  fmce  you  won't  know  yourfelf,  'tis 
poffible  at  leaft  you  may  have  fome  fmall  acquaintance 
with  the  perfon  I  take  you  for  :  it  can  do  you  no  harm,  I 
prefume,  to  own  you  know  Col.  StanJfaJt. 

At,  By  all  that's  binding,  I  know  no  more  of  him  than 
you  know  of  me. 

Clar.  If  you  know  as  much,  'tis  enough. 

At.  Never  faw  or  heard  of  any  fuch  perlon,  fmce  I 
was  born. 

Clar.  Nay  !  that's  hard  !  And  I  muft  tell  you  Sir,  fmce 
you  will  own  nothing  to  me,  I'll  own  fomething  to  my 
coulin  for  you  :  I'll  take  care  ihe  (hall  know  you  perfectly. 
B  2 
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At.  Be  not  fa  barbarous,  Madam,  without  a  caufe  to 
mifreprefent  me,  where  my  foul  moft  Unguifhes  to  be 
clearly  known  :  Upon  my  knees  I  beg  you  do  not  in  a 
raih  error  of  my  perfon  fo  apparent,  blindly  ruin  me 
with  the  only  creature  in  whom  my  humble  heart  has 
treafur'd  up  its  future  hopes  of  happinefs. 

Clar.  Poor  little  malice,  you  think  this  flings  me 
now  :  but  you  mall  find — I'm  not  fo  little  mifti  efs  of  my 
heart,  but  I  can  ftill  recall  it — and  fmce  you  are  fo 
much  a  ftranger  to  Colonel  Standfaft,  I'll  tell  you 
where  to  find  him,  and  tell  him  this  from  me  ;  I  hate 
him,  fcorn,  deleft,  and  loath  him :  I  never  meant 
him  but  at  beft  for  my  diverfion,  and  mould  he  ever 
renew  his  dull  addrefles  to  me,  I'll  have  him  ufed  as 
nis  vain  infolence  deferves.  Now,  Sir,  I  have  no 
more  to  fay,  and  I  defire  you  would  leave  the  houfe  im 
mediately. 

At.  I  would  not  willingly  difoblige  you,  Madam,  but 
'tis  impoffible  to  ftir  'till  1  have  feen  your  coufm,  and 
clear'd  myfelf of  thefe  ftrange  afperfions. 

Clar.  Don't  flatter  yourfelf,  Sir,  with  fo  vain  a  hope, 
for  I  muft  tell  you  once  for  all,  you've  feen  the  lait  of 
her:  And  if  you  won't  begone,  you'll  oblige  me  to 
have  you  forc'd  away. 

At.  I'll  be  even  with  you.  [A/Me.]  Weil,  Madam, 
fmce  I  find  nothing  can  prevail  upon  your- cruelty,  I'll, 
take  my  leave  :  But  as  you  hope  for  juftice  on  the  man 
that  wrongs  you,  at  leaft  be  faithful  to  your  lovely 
friend,  and  when  you  have  nam'd  to  her  my  utmoft 
guilt,  yet  paint  my  paiiion  as  it  is,  finccre.  Tell  her 
what  tortures  I  endur'd  in  this  fevere  exclufion  from  her 
fight,  that  'till  my  innocence  is  clear  to  her,  and  me 
again  receives  me  into  mercy, 

A  madman*  s  frenzy*  s  Heaven  to  ivbaf  I  feel  \ 

The  wounds  you  give,  tis  Jhe  alone  can  heal.  [Exit. 

Clar.  Moft  abandon'd  impudence  !  And  yet  I  know 
not  which  vexes  me  moft,  his  out-facing  my  fenfes,  or 
his  iniolent  owning  his  pafiion  for  my  coulin  to  my  face  : 
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'Tis  impoffible  me  could  put  him  upon  this,  it  muft  be 
all  his  own  ;  but  be  it  as  it  will,  by  all  that's  woman 
I'll  have  revenge.  {Exit* 

Re-enter  Atall  and  Lady  Sadlife  at  the  other  fide* 

At.  Hey-dey !  is  there  no  way  down  ftairs  here? 
Death  !  I  can't  find  my  way  out  !  This  is  the  cddeil 
houfe. 

Lady  Sad.  Here  he  is — I'll  venture  to  pafs  by  him. 

At.  Pray,  Madam,  which  is  the  neareft  way  ©ut  ? 

Lady  Sad.   Si  r  !    out a 

At.  O  my  ftars !  is't  you,  Madam,  this  is  fortunate 
indeed — I  beg  you  tell  me,  do  you  live  here,  Madam? 

Lady  Sad.  Not  very  far  off,  Sir  :  But  this  is  no 
place  to  talk  with  you  alone-— indeed  I  muft  beg  your 
pardon . 

At.  By  all  thofe  kindling  charms  that  fire  my  foul, 
no  confequence  on  earth  mall  make  me  quit  my  hold, 
'till  you  have  given  me  fome  kind  afTurance  that  I  mail 
fee  you  again,  and  fpeedily  :  I'gad  I'll  have  one  out  of 
the  family  at  lead. 

Lady  Sad.  O  good,  here's  company  ! 

At.  O  do  not  rack  me  with  delays,  but  quick,  before 
this  dear  fliort-liv'd  opportunity 's  loft,  in  form  me  where 
you  live,  or  kill  me  :  To  part  with  this  foft  white  hand 
is  ten  thoufand  daggers  to  my  heart.  [Ktjfing  it  eagerly. 

Lady  Sad.  O  lud  !  I  am  going  home  this  minute  : 
And  if  you  fhou'd  offer  to  dog  my  chair,  I  proteft  I— 
was  ever  fuch  ufage— Lord fure  !  oh  Follow 

me  down  then.  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Clarinda,  and  Sylvia. 

Sjl.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Clar.  Nay,  you  may  laugh,  Madam,  but  what  I  tell 
you  is  true. 

Syl.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Clar.  You  don't  believe  me  then  ? 

Syl.  I  do  believe,  that  when  fome  women  are  inclin'd 
to  like  a  man,  nothing  more  palpably  difcovers  it,  thaa 
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their   railing   at   him  ;    ha  !   ha  !>  Your  pardon, 

coufin;  you  know  you  laugh'd  at  me  juft  now  upon  th* 
frme  occasion. 

Clar.  The  occasion's  quite  different,  Madam  ;  I  hate 
him.  And,  once  more  I  tell  you,  he's  a  villain  ;  you're 
impos'don.  He's  a  colonel  of  foot,  his  regiment's  now 
in  Spain ',  and  his  name's  6 tandfaft. 

SyL  But  pray,  good  coufin,  whence  had  you  this  in 
telligence  of  him  ? 

Clar.  From  the  fame  place  that  you  had  your  fatfe 
account,  Madam,  his  own  mouth. 

8yl<  Ay,  pray  when  ? 

Clar.  This  day  feven-night. 

Sjl.  Where? 

Clar.  In  the  next  room. 

£jl.  Hew  came  you  to  fee  him  there? 

Liar.  Becaufe  there  was  company  in  this. 

£>>/.  What  was  his  bufmefs  with  your 

Clar.  Much  about  the  fame  as  his  bufinefs  witk 
you love. 

SyL  Love  \  to  you  ! 

Clar.  Me,  Madam!  Lord!  what  am  I?  Old!  or 
a  monftejr !  is  it  fo  prodigious  that  a  man  fhould  like 
jne? 

Sjl.  No ;  but  Pm  amaz'd  to  think,  if  he  had  lik'd 
you,  he  mould  leave  you  fo  foon  for  me  ! 

Clar.  For  you  !  leave  me  for  you  !  No,  Madam,  I 
did  not  tell  you  that  neither  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Sy/.  No  !  what  made  you  fo  violently  angry  with 
him  then  ?  Indeed,  couiin,  you  had  better  take  fom'e 
other  fairer  way  ;  this  artifice  is  much  too  weak  to  make 
me  break  with-hirn.  Butr  however,  to  let  you  fee  I 
can  be  Hill  a  friend  ;  prove  him  to  be  what  you  fay  he 
is,  and  my  engagements  with  him  fhall  fcoif  be  over. 

Clar.  Look  you,  Madam,  not  but  I  flight  the  ten- 
dereit  of  his  addreftes;  but  to  convince  you  that  my 
vanity  iivas  not  miitaken  in  him,  I'll  write  to  him  by 
the  name  of  Col.  Standfaft,  and  do  you  the  fame  by 
that  of  Freeman;  and  let's  each  appoint  him  to  meet  us 
Lady  SattHfe's  at  the  fame  time:  If  thefe  appear 
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two  different  men,  I  think  our  difpute's  eafily  at  an 
end  ;  if  but  one,  and  he  does  not  own  all  I've  faid  of 
him  to  your  face,  I'll  make  you  a  very  humble  curt'fy, 
and  beg  your  pardon. 

Syl.  And  if  he  does  own  it,  I'll  make  your  Ladyfhip 
the  fame  reverence,  and  beg  your's. 

Enter  Clcrimont. 

Clar.  Pftia  !  he  here  ! 

Cler.  I  am  glad  to  find  you  in  fuch  good  company. 
Madam. 

Clar,  One's  feldom  long  in  good  company,  Sir. 
Cler.  I  am  forry  mine  has    been  fo  troubleibme  of 
late ;  but  1  value  your  eafe  at  too  high  a  rate,  to  difturb 
it.  [Going. 

Syt.  Nay,  Mr.  Clerinuxt,  upon  my  word,  you  fhan't 
ftir.  Hark  you — [Wbifpers.]  Your  pardon,  coufin. 

Clar.  I  muft  not  loofe  him  neither. — Mr.  Clerimont's 
wky  is  to  be  fevere  in  his  conftruc~Uon  of  people's 
^meaning. 

Sj>/.  I'll  write  my  letter,  and  be  with  you,  coufin.  [Ex. 
Cler.  It  was  always  my  principle,    Madam,  to  have 
an  humble  opinion    of  my  merit ;  when  a  woman  of 
fenfe  frowns  upon  me,  I  ought  to  think  I  deferve  it. 

Clar.  But  to  expedt  to  be  always  receiv'd  with  a 
fmile,  I  think,  is  having  a  very  extraordinary  opinion  of 
one's  merit. 

Cler.  We  differ  a  little  as  to  faa,  Madam  :  For  thefe 
ten  days  paft,  I  have  had  no  diftinftion,  but  a  fevere 
refervednefs.  You  did  not  ufe  to  be  fo  fparing  of  your 
good-humour  ;  and  while  I  fee  you  gay  to  all  the  world 
but  me,  I  can't  but  be  a  little  concern'd  at  the  change. 

Clar.  If  he  has  difcover'd  the  Colonel  now,  I'm  un 
done  !  he  cou'd  not  meet  him,  fare. 1  muft  humour 

him  a  little,  [dfide.]  Men  of  your  fincere  temper, 
Mr.  C/erimont,  I  own,  don't  always  meet  with  the  ufage 
they  deferve  :  but  women  are  giddy  things,  and  had  we 
no  errors  to  anfwer  for,  the  ufe  of  good-nature  in  a  lover 
wou'd  be  loft.  Vanity  is  our  inherent  weaknefs;  You 
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muft  not  chide,  if  we  are  fometimes  fonder  of  your  paf- 
fions.than  your  prudence. 

Cler.  This  friendly  condefcenfion  makes  me  more 
your  Have  than  ever.  O  !  yet  be  kind,  and  tell  me,  have 
I  been  to.tur'd  with  a  groundlefs  jealoufy  ? 

Clar.  Let  ycur  own  heart  be  judge— —  But  don't 
take  it  ill  if  I  leave  you  now : — I  have  fome  earnelt 
bufinefs  withmy  coufm  Sylvia, — But  to-night  at  my  Lady 
Dainty's  I'll  make  you  amends ;  you'll  be  there. 

Cler.  I  need  not  promife  you. 

Clar.  Yonrfervant. — Ah  !  how  eafily  is  poor  fincerity 
imposed  OR  !  Now  for  the  Colonel.  \Afide. 

[Exit. 

Cler.  This  unexpected  change  of  humour  more  ftirs 
my  jealoufy  than  all  her  late  feveritjr.-Nl  watch  her 
cloie. 


For  Jke  that  from  ajuft  rtproacb  is  kind,  "J 

Gives  more  jujpicivn  of  a  guilty  mindt  > 

And  throw  kerf  miles,  like  Juft,  toftrifatke  lover  Hind.  \ 


• 
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ACT    III,        SCENE    I. 

Lady  Dainty'j  apartment : __A  table ^  witbphials^ 
gallipots^ 


S 


Lady  Dainty,  and  Situp,  her  woman. 
Lady  DAINTY. 


Itup  !    Situp  ! 

Sit.  Madam! 

Lady  D.  Thou  art  ftrangely  flow ;  I  told  thee  the 
hart/horn  /  I  have* the  vapours  to  that  degree- 

Sit.  If  your  Ladyfliip  would  take  my  advice,  you 
Ihould  e'en  fling  your  phyfic  out  of  the  window  ;  if  you 
were  not  in  perfect  health  in  three  days,  I'd  be  bound 
to  be  lick  for  you. 

Lady  D.  Peace,  Goody  Impertinence !  I  tell  thee, 
no  woman  of  quality  is,  or  fhould  be  in  perfeft  health— 
Huh  !  huh  !  [Coughs  faintly.]  To  be  always  in  health, 
is  as  vulgar  as  to  be  always  in  humour,  and  would 
equally  betray  one's  want  of  wit  and  breeding ;  'tis  only 
fit  for  the  clumfy  ftate  of  a  citizen. — I  am  ready  to  faint 
under  the  very  idea  of  fuch  a  barbarous  life.— Where 
are  the  fellows  ? 

Sit.  Here,  Madam. 

Lady  D.  Cafar  ! run  to  my  Lady  Round/ides ;  de- 
fire  to  know  how  fhe  retted  ;  and  tell  her  the  violence 
of  my  cold  is  abated:  Huh!  huh!  Pompey,  ftep  you 
to  my  Lady  Killcbairman's  ;  give  my  fervice ;  fay,  I 
have  been  fo  embarrafs'd  with  the  fpleen  all  this  morn* 
ing,  that  I  am  under  the  gieateft  uncertainty  in  the 
world,  whether  I  ihall  be  able  to  ftir  out,  or  no — And 
d'ye  hear !  deiire  to  know  how  my  Lord  does,  and  the 

new  monkey [Exeunt  Footmen. 
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Sif.  In  my  confcience,  thefe  great  Ladies  make  them- 
felves  fick  to  make  themfelves  bufmefs ;  and  are  well  or 
ill,  only  in  ceremony  to  one  another.  \Afide. 

Lady  D.  Where's  t'other  fellow  ? 
Sit.  He  is  not  return'd  yet,  Madam. 
JLady  D.  JTis  indeed  a  ftrange  lump,  not  fit  to  carry 
a  difeafe  to  any  body :  I  lent  him  t'other  day  to  the 
Duchsfs  of  Diet-Drink  with  the  cbolit,  and  the  brute 
put  it  into  his  own  tramontane  language,  and  call'd 
it  the  btlly-acb : — Never  was  creature  under  fuch 
confufion  fure  !  At  my  next  vifit,  half  the  com 
pany  faluted  me  upon  it.— I  was  forc'd  to  explain1  the 
booby's  meaning,  left  they  mould  have  fuppofed  the  de 
licacy  of  my  ccnftitution  capable  of  fo  vulgar  a  difeafe: 
A  huh !  huh  ! 

Sit.  I  with  your  Ladyfliip  had  not  occafion  to  fend  for 

any,  for  my  part 

Lady  Z).  Thy  part?—- Pr'ythee,  thou  wert  made  of 
the  rough  mafculine  kind  ; — 'tis  betraying  our  fex  not 
to  be  fickly,  and  tender. — All  the  families  I  vifit,  have 
fomething  deriv'd  to  'em  from  the  elegant  nice  ftate 
cf  indifjpofition  j  you  fee,  even  in  the  men,  a  genteel 
(as  it  were)  ilagger,  or  twine  of  the  bodies ;  as  if 
they  were  not  yet  confirm'd  enough  for  the  rough 
laborious  exercife  of  walking,  a  lazy  faunter  in  their 
motion,  fomething  of  quality  !  and  their  voices  fo  foft 
and  low,  you'd  think  they  were  falling  afleep,  they 
are  fo  very  delicate. 

Sit.  But  methinks,  Madam,  it  would  be  better  if  the 
men  were  not  altogether  fo  tender. 

Lady  £>.  Indeed,  I  have  fometimes  wffh'd  the  crea 
tures  were  not,  but  that  the  nicenefs  of  their  frame  fo 
much  diflinguimes  'em  from  the  herd  of  common  peo 
ple  :  Nay,  ev'n  moll  of  their  difeafes,  you  fee,  are  not 
prophan'd  by  the  crowd  :  The  apoplexy,  the  gout,  and 
vapours,  are  all  peculiar  to  the  nobility. — Huh  !  huh  ! 
and  I  could  almoic  wifli,  that  colds  were  only  ours; — 
there's  fomething  in  'em  fo  genteel,— —fo  agreeably 

difordering Huh  !  huh  ! 

Sit.  That,  I  hope,  I  mail  never  be  fit  for  'em— Your 
Ladyihip  forgot  the^/ft*. 


.. 
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Lady  D.  Oh! my  dear  fpheny 1  grudge  that 

€v'n  to  fome  of  us, 

Sit.  I  knew  an  ironmonger's  wife  in  this  city  that 
was  mightily  troubled  with  it. 

Lady  D.  Foh  !  what  a  creature  haft  thou  nam'd  ! 
An  ironmonger's  wife  have  the  fpleen  !  Thou  might'fl 
as  well  have  faid  her  hufband  was  a  fine  gentleman  ; 
not  but  thofe  wretches  give  themfelves  the  air  of  fol 
lowing  us  in  every  thing;  they  drefs,  game,  vifit,  hate 
their  hufbands,  keep  chaplains,  and  go  on  as  far  as 
iimple  nature  can  :  But  then  the  creatures  are  ib  fond 
of  noiie,  and  merry-making,  that  the  delicacy  of  the 
Jplsen  can't  bear  their  barbarity ;  and,  therefore,  never 
does  'em  the  honour  to  vifit  'em.  I  profefs — I  feel  it, 
while  I  commend  it — Give  me  fomething. 

Sit.   Will  your  Ladyfhip   pleafe    to  take  any  of  the 
-drops  ?  or  the  tolas  ?  or  the  cltQuary  ?  or — 

Lady  /).  This  wench  will  fmother  me  with  queftions, 
•—huh !  huh  !  Bring  any  of  'em — Thefe  healthy 
fluts  are  fo  boifterous,  they  fplit  one's  brains :  I  fancy 

myfelf  in  an  inn,  while  me  talks  to  me 1  muft  have 

ibme  decay'd  perfon  of  quality  about  me :  For  the 
commons  of  England  are  the  ftrangeft  creatures— 
huh  !  huh! 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Mrs.  Sylvia,  Madam,  is  come  to  wait  upon  your 
Ladymip. 

Lady  D.  Defire  her  to  walk  in  ; — let  the  phyfic  alone: 
—I'll  take  a  little  of  her  company ;  fhe's  mighty  good 
for  the/fleen. 

Enter  Sylvia. 

Syl.  Dear  Lady  Dainty  ! 

Lady  D.  My  good  creature,  I'm  over-joy'd  to  fee 
yau huh  !  huh  ! 

SyL  I  am  forry  to  fee  your  Ladyfhip  wrapt  up  thus ; 
I  was  in  hopes  to  have  had  your  company  to  the  Indian 
hjoufe. 

Lady  D.  If  any  thing  could  tempt  me  abroad,  'twou'd 
be    that  place,  and  fuch  agreeable  company :    but  how 
came  you,  dear  Sylvia,  to  be  recon^il'd  to  anything 
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in  an  Indian  houfe  ?     You  us'd  to  have  a  moft  barbarous 
inclination  for  our  own  odious  manufactures. 

Syl.  Nay,  Madam,  I  am  only  going  to  recruit  my 
tea-table:  As  to  the  reft  of  their  trumpery,  I  am  as  much 
out  of  humour  with  it  as  ever. 

Lady  />.  How  can  a  woman  of  tafle,  as  you  are,  be 
pleas'd  with  any  thing  that's  common  ?  There  is  a  pe 
culiar  air  in  every  thing  that's  foreign. 

Syl.  I  fancy  your  Ladyfhip  hates  your  own  country, 
as  fome  women  do  their  hufbands,  only  for  being  too 
near  'em. 

Lady  D.  And  is  not  that  a  very  good  reafon  ?  Fdr 
don't  you  find,  ic  holds  from  moil  hufbands  to  their 
wives  too :  I  hate  any  thing  that's  to  be  had  like  a 
pound  of  fugar  at  every  grocer's :  I  am  ready  to  fwooh 
at  the  fulfome  ihops  upon  LuJgate-hill;  and  wou'd  no 
more  have  my  equipage  in  an  Englijh  drefs,  than  of  an 
JLngliJh  birth  or  education. 

SyL  Now,  I  think,  our  own  habits  and  fervants  are 
as  proper  and  ufeful  as  any. 

LadyD.  Ufeful!  O  deplorable!  What  a  trades 
man's  reafon,  my  dear,  do  you  give  ?  How  infipid 
would  life  be,  if  we  had  nothing  about  us  but  what  was 
necefTary  ?  can  you  fuppofe  fo  many  women  of  quality 
v/ou'd  run  mad  after  monkeys,  fquirrels,  parroquets, 
Dutch  dogs,  and  eunuchs,  but  that  they  are  of  no  man- 
jier  of  «fe  in  the  world  ! 

Syl.  Now  for  that  reafon,  I  like  none  of 'em  all. 

Lady/?.  How!  Why,  are  not  you  ftruck  with  the 
magnificence  of  a  foreign  equipage  ?  as  S<wifs  porters, 
French  cooks  and  footmen,  Italian  fingers,  Turkijk  coach 
men,  and  Indian  pages  ? 

Syl.  Very  geographical  indeed  ! 

Lady  D.  Doss  not  my  Lord  Qutfides  touch  you  ? 

Syl.  It  did  furprize  me  at  firft,  I  own :  For  his 
frightful  Blackmoor  coach-man,  with  his  flat  nofe,  and 
great  lilver  collar,  made  me  fancy  they  had  drefs'd  up  a 
Dutch  mafliff,  and  I  expected  every  minute  to  hear  him 
bark  at  his  horfes. 

Lady  D.  Well,  thou  art  a  pleafant  creature,  thy  dif- 
tafte  is  fo  diverting* 
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Syl.  And  your  Ladyfhip  is  fo  expenfive,  that  really 
I  am  not  able  to  come  into  it. 

Lady  D.  Now  it  is  to  me  prodigious !  how  fome  wo 
men  can  muddle  away  their  money  upon  houfewifry, 
children,  books,  and  charities,  when  there  are  fo  many 
well- bred  ways,  and  foreign  curiofities,  that  more  ele 
gantly  require  it — I  have  every  morning  the  rarities  of 
all  countries  brought  to  me,  and  am  in  love  with  every 
new  thing  1  fee — Are  the  people  come  yet.  Situp  ? 

Bit.  They  have  been  below,  Madam,  this  half  hour. 

Lady  D.  Difpofe  'em  in  the  parlour,  and  we'll  be 
there  prefently.  [Exit  Sit. 

Syl.  How  can  your  Ladyfhip  take  fuch  pleafure  in. 
being  cheated  with  the  baubles  of  other  countries  ? 

Lady  D.  Thou  art  a  very  infidel  to  all  finery. 

Syl.  And  you  are  a  very  bigot— 

Lady  D.  A  perfon  of  all  reafon,  and  no  compiaifance. 

Syl.  And  your  Ladyfhip  all  compiaifance,  and  no 
reafon. 

Lady  D.  Follow  me,  and  be  converted  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Situp,    a  Woman  'with  china-ware;  an  Indian- 
man  with  fcreens,  tea,  &c.  a  Birdman  with  a  paro 
quet,  monkey,  &c. 
Sit.  Come  !  come  into  this  room. 
Chin.  W.  I  hope  your  Ladyfhip's  Lady  won't  be  long 
coming. 

Sit  1  don't  care  if  me  never. comes  to  you.— It  feems 
you  trade  with  the  Ladies  for  old  clothes,  and  give  'em 
china  for  their  gowns  and  petticoats — I'm  like  to  have  a 
fine  time  on't  with  fuch  creatures  as  you  indeed.. 

Chi.  Alas  !  Madam,  I'm  but  a  poor  woman,  and  am 
forc'd  to  do  any  thing  to  live  :  Will  your  Ladyfhip  be 
pleas'd  to  accept  of  a  piece  of  china? 

Sit.  Poh  !  no  ; — I  don't  care. — Tho'  I  muft  needs 
fay,  you  look  like  an  honeft  woman.  [Looks  on  it. 

Chi.  Thank  you,  good  Madam. 
Sit.  Our  places   are  like  to  come  to   a  fine  pafs  in 
deed,   if  our  Ladies  mufl  buy  their  china  with  our  per- 
quifites :  At  this  rate,  my  Lady  flia'n't  have  ao  old  fan, 
or  a  glove ;  but— « 
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Chi.  Pray,  Madam,  take  it. 

Sit.  No,  not  I  ;  I  won't  have  it,  efpecially  without  a 
faucer  to't.  Here,  take  it  agsin. 

Chi.  Indeed  you  fhall  accept  of  it. 

Sit.  Not  I,  truly—  Come,  give  it  me,  give  it  me  ; 
here's  my  Lady. 

Enter  Lady  Dainty  and  Sylvia. 

Lady  D.  Well,  my  dear,  is  not  this  a  pretty  fight 
now  ? 

Sjl,  It's  better  than  fo  many  doctors  and  apothecaries, 
indeed. 

Lady  D.  All  trades  muft  live  you  know;  and  thofe 
no  more  than  thefe  could  fubh'ft,  if  the  world  were  all 
wife,  or  healthy. 

Syl.  I'm  afraid  our  real  difeafes  are  but  few  to  our 
imaginary,  and  doctors  get  more  by  the  found  than  the 
fickly. 

Lady  D.  My  dear,  you're  allow'd  to  fay  any  thing— 
but  now  I  muft  talk  with  the  people.  -  Have  you  got 
any  thing  new  there  ? 

Chi. 

'          Yes,  an't  pleafe  your  Ladymip. 


Lady  D.  One  at  once.  - 

Bird.  I  have  brought  your  Ladymip  the  fineft  mon 
key  - 

SyL  What  a  filthy  thing  it  is  ! 

Lady  D.  I  now  think  he  looks  very  humorous  and 
agreeable  —  I  vow  in  a  white  periwig  he  might  do  mif- 
chief  ;  cou'd  he  but  talk,  and  take  fnuff,  there's  ne'er  a 
fop  in  town  would  go  beyond  him. 

Syl.  Moft  fops  would  go  farther  if  they  did  not  fpeak  ; 
but  talking,  indeed,  makes  'em  very  often  worfe  com 
pany  than  monkeys. 

Lady  D.  Thou  pretty  little  pidure  of  man  how 
very  Indian  he  looks  !  I  ccu'd  kifs  the  dear  creature. 

£yl.  Ah  !  don't  touch  him,  he'll  bite. 

!?<></.  'No,  Madam,  he  is  Uie  tamed  you  ever  fa  w, 
and  the  leaft  mifchierous. 
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Lady  D.  Then  take  him  away,  I  won't  have  him,  for 
mifchief  is  the  wit  of  a  monkey,  and  I  would  not  give 
a  farthing  for  one  that  wou'd  not  break  me  th/ee  or  four 
pounds  worth  of  china  in  a  morning.  O  !  I  am  in 
love  with  thefe  Indian  figures — do  but  obferve  what  an 
innocent  natural  fimplicity  there  is  in  all  the  actions 
of 'em. 

Chi.  Thefe  are  pagods,  Madam,  that  the  Indians 
worlhip. 

Lady  D.  So  far  I  am  an  Indian, 

Syl.   Now  to  me  they  are  all  monfters. 

Lady  D.    Prophane  creature 1   wou'd    fain    buy 

fomething  of  the    Armenians;  but  amber  necklaces  are 
fuch  odd  things ;  they  are   the   only   people  that  come 

fo  far,  and  bring  no  rarieties  with  'cm Oh  !   here 

Situp  mail  wear  one. 

Sit.  Lord !  dear  Madam,  I  mall  make  fuch  a  figure, 
people  will  think  I  am  going  to  dine  with  my  Lady 
Mayorefs. 

Chi.  Is  your  Ladyftrip  for  a  piece  of  right  Flanders 
lace  ? 

Lady  D.  Um— no,  I  don't  care  for  it  now  it  is  not 
prohibited 

Ind.  Will  your  Ladyftiip  be  pleafed  to  have  a  pound 
of  fine  tea? 

Lady  D.  What  filthy  odious  Bohea,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Ind.  No,  Madam,  right  Kappakawawa. 

Lady  D.  Well,  there's  fomething  in  the  very  found 

of  that  name,  that  makes  it  irrefutable What  is't 

a  pound  ? 

Ind.  But  fix  guineas,  Madam. 

Lady/).  How  infinitely  cheap  !  I'll  buy  it  all.  Sitttf, 
take  the  man  in  and  pay  him,  and  let  the  reft  call 
again  to-morrow. 

Omnes.  Blefs  your  Ladylhip. 

Exeunt  Chi.  Ind.  Arm.  and  Bird, 
Lady  Z>.  Lord  !  how  feverilh  I  am — the  leaft  motion 

does  fo  diforder  me do  but  feel  me. 

Syl.  No  really,  1  think  you  are  in  very  good  temper* 
Lady  D.  Burning  indeed,  child. 
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Enter  Servant,  Do&or  and  Apothecary. 

Sen/.  Madam,  here's  Doflor  Bolus  and  the  Apothecary. 

Lady  D.  'Oh  !  Dodlor,  I'm  glad  you're  come,  one  is 
not  fure  of  a  moment's  life  without  you. 

Dr.  How  did  your  ladyfhip  reft,  madam  ? 

[Feels  her  pulfe. 

LadyD.  Never  worfe,  indeed  doctor :  I  once  fell  into 
a  little  flumber  indeed,  -but  then  was  difturb'd  by  the  moll 
odious  frightful  dream:  I  dreamt  there  was  an  impudent 
fellow  that  came  into  my  chamber  with  his  fword  drawn, 
andfwore  he  would  marry  me  whether  I  wou'd  or  no  ; 
and  fo  methought  I  flew  out  of  the  room,  and  the  horrid 
creature  purfu'd  me  to  a  vaft  great  thorny  wood,  and  the 
briars  did  fo  ftick  in  mycloaths,  and  I  pull'd  and  was  fo 
out  of  breath  ;  and  then  methought  upon  a  fudden  he 
chang'd  into  a  great  roaring  mad  bull,  and  then  me 
thought  I  ran,  and  ran,  and  ran,  and  my  legs  didfo  ach, 
that  if  the  fright  had  not  vvaken'd  me,  I  had  certainly 
periuYd  in  my  deep  with  the  apprehenfion. 

Dr.  A  certain  fign  of  a  diforder'd  brain,  madam,  but 
I'll  order  fomething  that  mail  compofe  your  ladyfhip. 

Lady  D.  Mr.  Rheubarb,  I  muft  quarrel  with  you 

you  don't  difguife  your  medicines  enough,  they  tafle  all 
phyfic  ;  in  a  liitle  time  you'll  bring  me  to  take  plain 
jallap.  huh  !  huh  ! 

Rbeub.  To  alter  it  more  might  offend  the  operation, 
madam. 

Lady  D.  I  don't  care  what  is  offended,  fo  my  tafle  is 
not. 

Dr.  Hark  you,  Mr.  Rbeubarb,  withdraw  the  medicine 
rather  than  not  make  it  pleafant ;  I'll  find  a  reafon  for  the 
want  of  its  operation. 

Rbeub.  But,  Sir,  if  we  don't  look  about  us  fhe'll  grow 
well  upon  our  hands. 

Dr.  Never  fear  that,  fhe's  too  much  a  woman  of  qua 
lity  to  dare  to  be  well  without  her  doctor's  opinion. 

Rbeub.  Sir,  we  have  drain'd  the  whole  catalogue  of 
difeafes  already,  there  is  not  another  left  to  put  in  her 
head. 

Dr.  Then  I'll  make  her  go 'em  over  again. 
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Enter  Carelefs. 

Care.  So!  here's  the  old  levee  !  Doftoy  m&  Apothecary 
in  dole  confutation  :  Now  will  I  demolifli  the  quack  and 
his  medicines  before  her  face — Mr.  Rkeubarb,  your  fer- 
vant,  pray  what  have  you  got  in  your  hand  there  ? 

Rheub.  Only  a  julep  and  a  composing  draught  for  my 
lady,  Sir. 

Care.  Have  you  fo,  Sir—pray  let  me  fee — I'll  pre- 
fcribe  to  day — Doctor  you  may  go— the  lady  mall  take 
jio  phyfic  at  prefent  but  me. 

Dr.   Sir — 

Care.  Nay>  if  you  won't  believe  me — 

[Breaks  the  phials. 

LadyD.   Ah!——      [Frighted  and  leaning  upon  Syl. 

Dr.  Come  away,  Mr.  Rbeukarb — he'll  certainly  put 
her  out  of  order,  and  then  {he'll  fend  for  us  again. 

[Ex.  Doctor  tfWApoth. 

Care.  You  fee,  madam,  what  pains  I  take  to  come  intb 
your  favour. 

Lady  D.  You  take  a  very  prepofterous  way  I  can  tell 
you,  Sir. 

.  Care.  I  can't  tell  how  I  fucceed,  but  I  am  fure  I  en 
deavour  right,  for  I  fludy  every  morning  new  imperti 
nence  to  entertain  you ;  for  fmce  I  find  nothing  but 
dogs,  doctors  and  monkeys  are  your  favourites,  it's 
very  hard  if  your  ladyfhip  won't  admit  me  as  one  of  the 
number. 

Lady  D.  When  I  find  you  of  an  equal  merit  with  my 
monkey,  you  fliall  be  in  the  fame  ftate  of  favour ;  I 
confefs,  as  a  proof  of  your  wit,  you  have  done  me  as 
much  mifchief  here:  But  you  have  nqt  half  pug's  judg 
ment,  nor  his  fpirit ;  for  that  creature  will  do  a  world  of 
pleafant  things,  without  caring  whether  one  likes  'em 
or  not. 

Care.  Why  truly,  madam,  the  little  gentleman,  my 
rival,  I  believe  is  much  in  the  right  on't ;  and  if  you- 
obferve,  I  have  taken  as  much  pains  of  late  to  difoblige, 
as  to  pleafe  you. 

Lady  D.  You  fucceed  better  in  one  than  t'other,  I 
can  tell  you,  Sir. 
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Care*  I  am  glad  on't— for  if  you  had  not  me  now  and 
then  to  plague  you,  what  wou'd  you  do  for  a  pretence 
to  be  chagrine,  to  faint,  have  the  fpleen,  the  vapours, 
and  all  thofe  modifh  diforders  that  fo  nicely  diftinguifli 
a  woman  of  quality  ? 

Lady  D.  I  am  perfe&ly  confounded  !  certainly  there 
are  fome  people  too  impudent  for  our  refentment. 

Care.  Modefty's  a  itarving  virtue,  madam,  an  old 
threadbare  fafliion  of  the  laft  age,  and  wou'd  fit  as  oddly 
upon  a  lover  now  as  a  picked  beard  and  muftachoes. 

Lady  Z>.  Moft  aftonifhing  ! 

Care.  I  have  try'd  fighing  and  looking  filly  a  great 
while,  but  'twou'd  not  do — nay,  had  you  had  as  little  wit 
as  good -nature,  ihou'd  have  proceeded  to  dance  and 
fmg— tell  me  but  how,  what  face  or  form  can  wormipyou> 
and  behold  your  votary. 

Lady  D.  Not,  Sir,  as  the  Perjians  do  the  fun,  with 
your  face  towards  me :  the  beft  proof  you  can  give  me 
of  your  horrid  devotion,  is  never  to  fee  me  more.  Come, 
J?iy  dear.  [Ex.  'with  Sylvia. 

Sjl.  I'm  amaz'd  fo  much  aflurance  fhou'd  not  fuc- 
ceed.  [Exit. 

_  Care.  All  this  fhan't  make  me  out  of  love  with  my 
virtue — impudence  has  ever  been  a  fuccefsful  quality— < 
and  'twou'd  be  hard  indeed  if  I  fhou'd  be  the  firft  that 
did  not  thrive  by  it.  [Exif. 

SCENE,    ClerimontV   Lodgings. 
Enter   Atall,   and  Finder   Us  Man. 

At.  You  are  fure  you  know  the  houfe  again  ? 

Fin.  Ah  !  as  well  as  I  do  the  upper  gallery,  Sir :  'Tis 
Sir  Solomon  Sadlife's,  at  the  two  glafs  lanthorns,  within 
three  doors  of  my  Lord  Duke's. 

At.  Very  well,  Sir,  then  take  this  letter,  enquire  for 
my  Lady  Sadlife's  woman,  and  Hay  for  an  anfwer. 

Fin.  Yes,  Sir.  [Exit. 

At.  Well,  I  find  'tis  as  ridiculous  to  propofe  pleafure 
in  love  without  variety  of  miftreiTes,  as  to  pretend  to  be 
a  keen  fportiman  without  a  good  ftable  of  horfes :  We 
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may  talk  what  we  will,  but  I  fay  we  love  as  we  hunt, 
for  pleafure  ;  and  he's  likelieft  to  fee  moft  of  the  fport 
I'm  fure  that  has  a  good  led  nag  in  the  field  :  How  this 
lady  may  prove  I  can't  tell,  but  if  fhe  is  not  a  deedy  tit  at 
the  bottom,  I'm  no  jockey. 

Re-enter  Finder. 

Fin.  Sir,  here  are  two  letters  for  you. 

At.  Who  brought  'em  ? 

Fin.  A  couple  of  footmen,  and  they  both  delire  an 
anfwer. 

Jt.  Bid  'em  ftay,  and  do  you  make  hafte  where  I  or- 
der'd  you. 

Fin.  Yes,  Sir.  [Exit. 

At.  To  Col.  Standfajl— that's  Clarinda's  hand  • 
to  Mr.  Freeman  that  muft  be  my  Incognita.  Ah  !  I 
have  moft  mind  to  open  this  firft :  But  if  t'other  mali 
cious  creature  fhou'd  have  perverted  her  growing  inclina 
tions  to  me,  'twou'd  put  my  whole  frame  in  a  trembling. 
Hold,  I'll  guefs  my  fate  by  degrees — this  may  give  me  a 
glimpfe  of  it.  [Reads  Clar.  Letter.]  Um — um — um — ha  I 
to  meet  her  at  my  Lady  Sadlife'/  at  fe<ven  o'clock  to- night, 
and  takes  no  manner  of  notice  of  my  late  difowning  my- 
felf  to  her — fomething's  at  the  bottom  of  all  this — now  to 
folve  the  riddle.  [Reads  t'other  Letter.]  My  coujin  Cla- 
rinda  has  toldfome  things  of  you  that  very  much  alarm  me  ; 
but  lam  'willing  tofufpend  my  belief  of  them  ''till  I  fee  you, 
which  I  defire  may  be  at  my  Lady  Sadlife's  at  few  en  this 
evening. 

1  he  devil !  the  fame  place ! 
As  you  value  the  realfriendjhip  of  your  Incognita. 

£o  now  the  riddle's  out,  the  rival  queens  are  fairly 
come  to  a  reference,  and  one  or  both  of  'em  I  muft  lofe, 
that's  pofitive  ! Hard  ! 

Enter  Clerimont. 

Hard  fortune  !  now  poor  impudence,  what  will  become 
of  thee  !  O  Clerimont !  fuch  a  complication  ofadventures 
fince  I  fawthee,  fuch  fweet  hopes,  fears,  and  unaccoun 
table  difficulties,  fure  never  poor  dog  was  furrounded 
with. 
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Cler.  O,  you  are  an  induftrious  perfon,  you'll  get 
over  'em.  But  pray  Jet's  hear. 

At.  To  begin  then  in  the  climax  of  my  misfortunes  : 
in  the  firft  place,  the  private  lodgings  that  my  Intcgnita 
appointed  to  receive  me  in,  prove  to  be  the  very  indivi 
dual  habitation  of  my  other  miftrefs,  whom  (tocompleat 
the  blunder  of  my  ill-luck)  me  civilly  introduced  in  per 
fon  to  recommend  me  to  her  better  acquaintance. 

Cler.  Ha!  ha!  Death!  how  cou'd  you  (land 'em  both 
together  ? 

At.  The  old  way Buff 1  ftuck  like  a  burr  to 

my  name  of  Freeman,  addrefs'd  my  Incognita  before  the 
other's  face,  and  with  a  moil  unmov'd  good  breeding, 
harmlefly  faced  her  down  I  had  never  feen  her  in  my 
life  before. 

Cler.  The  piettieft  rnodefty  I  ever  heard  of.  Well, 
but  how  did  they  discover  you  at  laft.? 

At.  Why  faith,  the  matter's  yet  in  fufpenfe,  and  Ifind 
by  both  their  letters  they  don't  yet  well  know  what  to 
think  ;  (but  to  go  on  with  my  luck)  you  muft  know  they 
have  fince  both  appointed  me,  by  feveral  names,  to 
meet  'em  at  one  and  the  fame  place  at  feven  o'clock 
this  evening. 

Cler.  Ah! 

At.  And  laftly  to  crown  my  fortune,  (as  if  the  devil 
himfelf  moil  triumphantly  rode  a  flraddle  upon  my  ruin) 
the  fatal  place  of  their  appointment  happens  to  be  the 
very  houfe  of  a  third  lady,  with  whom  I  made  an  ac 
quaintance  fince  morning,  and  had juft  before  fent  word 
I  wou'd  vifitnear  the  fame  hour  this  evening. 

Cler.  O!  murder!  poor  At  all  \  thou  art  really  fallen 
under  the  laft  degree  of  compaffion. 

At.  And  yet,  with  a  little  of  thy  afliftance,  in  the 
middle  of  their  fmall  mot,  Idon'tflill  defpair  of  holding 
my  head  above  water. 

Cler.  You  muft  think  me  barbarous  indeed,  if  in  fuch 

diftrefs  I  fiiou'd  not  throw  out  a  rope  to  faveyou not 

that  I  can  imagine  what  you  propofe;  for  I  dare  fwear 
thou  doft  not  defign  to  marry  any  one  of 'em. 

At.  Shou'd  my  Incognita's  birth  prove  equal  to  her 
beauty,  I  tremble  to  tell  thee  whatmight  become  of  me. 
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Why  then  you  had  as  good  quit  her  friend,  now. 

At.  No,  no,  that  is  not  fafe  neither — and  if  I  don't 
keep  in  with  her,  intimacy  will  certainly  give  her  oppor 
tunities  of  fpoiling  my  market  with  her  rival. 

C/er.  Death  !  but  you  can't  meet  'em  both,  you  muft 
lofe  one  of  'em,  unlefs  you  can  fplit  yourfelf. 

At.  IVythee  don't  fufpect  my  courage  or  my  modefty, 
for  I'm  refolv'd  to  go  on,  if  you  will  iland  by  me. 

Cler.  Faith,  my  very  curiofity  would  make  me  do  that 
but  what  can  I  co? 

At.  You  muft  appear  for  me  upon  occafion  in  perfon* 

Cler.   With  all  my  heart What  elfe? 

At.  I  ftiall  want  a  queen's  meflengerin  my  intereft,  or? 
rather  one  that  can  perfonate  one. 

Clsr.  That's  eafily  found but  what  to  do  ? 

At.  Come  along,  and  I'll  tell  you for  firfl  I  muft 

anfwer  their  letters, 

Cler.  Thou  art  an  original,  faith.  [Exeunt. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Sir  Solomon V. 

Enter  Sir  Solomon  hading  Lady  Sadlife,   and  Wifliwell 

her  injoman. 

Sir  Sol.  There,  Madam,  letmehave  no  more  of  thefe 

airings no  good  I'm  fare,  can  keep  a  woman  five 

or  fix-hours  abroad  in  a  morning. 

Lady  Sad.  You  deny  me  all  the  innocent  freedoms  of 
life. 

Sir  Sol.  Hah  !  you  have  the  modifh  cant  of  this  end 
of  the  town,  I  fee  :  Intriguing,  gaming,  gadding,  and 
party-quarries  with  a  pox  to  'em,  are  innocent  freedoms, 
foriboth. 

Lady  Sad.  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  I'm  fure 
I  have  not  one  acquaintance  in  the  world  that  does  an 
ill  thing. 

l.  They  muft  be  better  look'd  after  than  your 
Lad)  fhip  then  $  but  I'll  mend  my  hand  as  faft  as  I  can  : 
Do  you  look  to  your  reputation  henceforward,  and  I'll 
take  care  of  your  perfon. 

Lady  Sad.  You  wrong  my  virtue  with  thefe  unjuft 
fufpicions. 
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Sir  Sol.  Ay,  it's  no  matter  for  that ;  better  I  wrong  it 
than  you.  I'll  fecure  my  doors  for  this  day  at  leaft.  [£*„ 

Lady  Sad.  O,  Wijh<wel\!  what  mall  I  do  ? 

Wijb.   What's  the  matter,  Madam  ? 

Lady  Sad.  I  expeft  a  letter  from  a  gentleman,  every 
minute,  and  if  it  mould  fall  into  Sir  Solomon1  &  hands, 
I'm  ruin'd  pail  redemption. 

Wijh.  He  won't  fufpeft  it,  Madam,  fure,  if  they  are 
directed  to  me,  as  they  us'd  to  be. 

Lady  Sad.  But  his  jealoufy's  grown  fo  violent  of  late, 
there's  no  trufting  to  it  now  ;  if  he  meets  it  I  fliall  be 
lock'd  up  for  ever. 

Wijh.  O  dear  Madam  !  I  vow  your  Lady/hip  frights 
me Why,  he'll  kill  me  for  keeping  counfel. 

Lady  Sad.  Run  to  the  window,  quick,  and  watch  the 

meffenger.     [Exit  Wifh.]     Ah  !    there's  my  ruin  near. 

I   feel  it—  [A  knocking  at  the  door.]    What  mall  I 

do  ? Be  very  infolcnt,  or  very  humble,  and  cry.  I 

have  known  fome  women,  upon  thefe  occaiions,  out- 
flrut  their  hufband'sjealoufy,  and  make  'em  afk  pardon 
for  finding  'em  out  O  Lud  !  here  he  comes  I 
can't  do't,  my  courage  fails  me  I  muft  ev'n  flick  to 
my  handkerchief,  and  truft  to  nature. 

"Re-enter  Sir  Solomon,  taking  a  letter  from  Finder. 
Sir  So/.  Sir,  I  mail  make  bold  to  read  this  letter ;  and 
if  you  have  a  mind  to  fave  your  bones,  there's  your  way 
out. 

Find.  O  terrible  !    I   fhan't  have  a  whole  one  in  my 

fkin  when  I  come  home  to  my  matter.— —— [Exit  Finder. 

Lady  Sad.  [Afide]  I'm  loft  for  ever. 

Sir  So/.    [Reads.]  "  Pardon,    moft     divine   creature, 

"  the   impatience    of  my   heart ; 

Very   well !     thefe    are   her   innocent   freedoms  !    ah, 

•Cockatrice  !  "  which   languilhes   for  an  oppor- 

"  tunity  to  convince  you  of  its  fm- 

"  cerity 

O  the  tender— fon  of  a  whore ! 

'*  which  nothing  cou'd  relieve  but 
*<  the  fweet  hope  of  feeing  you  this 
"  evening. 
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Poor  Lady  !    whofe  virtue  I  have  wrong'd  with  unjuft 
fufpicions ! 

Lady  Sad.  I'm  ready  to  fink  with  apprehenfion ! 

Sir  Sol,  •     t.      — ««  To  night  at  feven   cxpecT:  your 

'*  dying  Strepkon. 
Die,    and  be  damn'd ;  for  I'll  remove  your  comforter, 

by  cutting  her  throat 1  cou'd  find  in  my  heart  to 

ram  his   impudent   letter  into  her  windpipe  -Ha  1 

what's  this !  ««  To     Mrs.   Wift>wellt    ray   Lady 

«'  SaJ/ife's  woman," 

Ad,  I'm  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart What  a 

happy  thing   'tis  to  have  one's  jealouiy  difappointed ! 

Now   have   I  been   curiing  my  poor  wife   for  the 

miftaken  wickednefs  of  that  trollop — 'Tis  well  I  kept  my 

thoughts  to   myfelf :    for  the  virtue   of  a  wife,    when 

wrongfully  accus'd,  is  moft  unmercifully  infolent— come, 

'11  do  a  great  thing— I'll  kifs  her,  and  make  her  amends 

what's  the  matter,  my  dear?   has  any -thing  fright- 

;d  you  ? 

Lady  SaJ.  Nothing  but  your  hard  ufage. 
Sir  Sol.  Come  !  come  !  dry  thy  tears,    it  mall  be  fo 
no  more— but,  hatk  ye  !  I    have   made  a  difcovery 
icre — your  J^rijbfwelll>m  afraid  is  a  Hut— me  has   an 
ntrigue. 

Lady  Sad.  An  intrigue  !  heavens,  in  our  family  ! 
Sir  Sol.  Read  there — I  wifli  me  be  honeft — 
Lady  Sad.  How  ! — if  there    be  the  leaft  ground   to 
fhink  it,  Sir  Solomon^  pofitively  /he  fhan't  flay  a  minute 
in  the  hoafe — impudent  creature— have  an  affair  with  a 
man  ! 

Sir  Sol.  But  hold  my  dear — don't  let  your  virtue  ccn- 
iiirc  too  feverely  neither. 
Lady  Sad.  I  fhudder  at  the  thoughts  of  her. 
Sir  .Sol.  Patience,  I  fay,    how  do  we  know  but  his 
courtfhip  may  be  honourable  ? 

Lady  Sad.  That,  indeed,  requires  fome  paufe. 

Wijb. {Peeping  in.]  So  !   all's  fafe  I  fee 

He  thinks  the  letter's  to  me O  good  madam — that 

letter  was  to  me  the  fellow  fays 1  wonder.  Sir,  how 

you  cou'd  ferve  one  fo  3  if  my  fweetheartlhou'd  hear  you 
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had   open'd  it,  I  know  he  wou'd   not  have  me ;  fo  he 
wou'd  not. 

Sir/SW.  Never  fear  that,  for  if  he  is  in  love  with  you, 
he's  too  much  a  fool  to  value  being  laugh  d  at. 

Lady  Sad.  If  it -be  your's,  here  take  your  Huff;  and 
next  time  bid  him  take  better  care,  than  to  fend  his 
letters  fo  publicly. 

Wijh.  Yes,  Madam  ;  but  now  your  Ladyfhip  has  read 
it,  I'd  feign  beg  the  honour  of  Sir  Solomon  to  anfwer  it 
for  me ;  for  I  can't  Write. 

Lady  Sad.  Not  write! 

Sir  Sol.  Nay,  he  thinks  fhe's  above  that  Ifuppofe; 
for  he  calls  her  divine  creature— a  pretty  piece  of  divinity 

truly But  come,   my  Dear £gad,  we'll  anfwer  it 

for  her.     Here's  paper — you  mall  do  it. 

Lady  Sad.    I,    Sir  Solomon  !    Lard,    I  won't  write  to 

fellows,    not   I 1  hope  he  won't   take   me   at   my 

word.  [dfide. 

Sir  Sol.  Nay,  you  mail  do  it — come,  'twill  get  her  a 
good  hufband. 

Wijh.  Ay,  pray  good  Madam,  do— 
Sir  Sol.  Ah  !  how  eager  the  jade  is  !•  • 

Lady  Sad.  I  can't  tell  how  to  write  to  any  body  but 
you,  my  dear. 

Sir  Sol.    Well!    well!      I'll    diftate   then Come 

begin 

Lady  Sad.  Lard  !    this  is  the  oddeft  fancy  ! 

[Sits  to  ivrite* 

Sir  Sol.  Come!  come!  Dear  Sir;  (for  we'll  be  as 
loving  as  he  for  his  ears.) 

Wijh.  No,  pray,  Madam,  begin  dear  honey,  or  my 
deareil  angel. 

Lady  Sad.  Out !  you  fool !  you  mull  not  be  fo  fond- 
Dear  Sir  is  very  well.  [Writes. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  ay,  fo  'tis !  but  thefe  young  fillies  are 
for  fetting  out  at  the  top  of  their  fpeed-— But  pr'ythee, 
Wijhwell)  what  is  thy  lover?  for  the  ftyle  of  his  letter 
may  ferve  for  acountefs. 

Wijh.  Sir,  he's  but  a  butler  at  prefent ;  but  he's  a 
good  fchollard,  as  you  may  fee  by  his  hand-writing  5 
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and  in  time  may  come  to  ba   a  ileward  j  and  then  we 
lhan't  be  long  without  a  coach,  Sir. 

Lady  Sad.  Dear  Sir  -  what  mutt  I  write  next  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Why  -  W*f*g* 

Wijb.  Hoping  you  are  in  good  health,  as  I  am  at  this 
prefent  writing. 

Sir  Sol.  You  puppy,  he'll  laugh  at  you. 

Wijh.  Pm  fure  my  mother  us'd  to  begin  all  her  let 
ters  fo. 

Sir  Sol.  And  thou  art  every  inch  of  thce  her  own 
daughter,  that  I'll  fay  for  thee. 

Lady  Sad.  Come,  I  have  done't.  [Reads.]  "Dear 
'*  Sir,  me  muft  have  very  little  merit  that  is  infenfible 
**  ofyour's. 

Sir  Sol.  Very  well,  'faith  !  write  all  yourfelf. 

Wijh.  Ay,  good  Madam,  do  ;  that's  better  than  mine.' 
But  pray,  dear  Madam,  let  it  end  with,  So  Irejl 
your  dear  eft  loving  friend,  '////  death  us  do  part. 

Lady  Sad.  [Afide.]  This  abfurd  flut  will  make  m« 
laugh  out. 

Sir  Sol.  But  hark  you,  huffy  ;  fuppofe  now  you 
fliou'd  be  a  little  fcornful  and  infolent  to  (hew  yoar 
breeding,  and  a  little  ill-naturM  in  it  to  {hew  your 
wit. 

Wi/h.   Ay,  Sir,  that  is  if  I  defign'd  him  for  my  gal 
lant  i  But  fmce   he  is  to  be  but  my   hufband,  I  muft  be 
.  very  good-natur'd  and  civil  before  I  have  him  ;  and  huff 
him  and  fhew  my  wit  after. 

Sir  Sol.  Here's  a  jade  for  you  !  [d/ide.]  But  why  muft 
you  huff  your  hufband,  huffy  ? 

Wijh.  O,  Sir,  that's  to  give  him  a  good  opinion  of 
my  virtue;  for  you  know,  Sir,  a  hufband  can't  think 
one  cou'd  be  fo  very  domineering,  if  one  were  not  very 
honeft. 

Sir  Sol.  'Sbud  !  this  fool  on  my  confcience,  fpeaks 
the  fenfe  of  the  whole  fex.  [Afide. 

Wijh.  Then,  Sir,  I  have  been  told,  that  a  hufband 
loves  one  the  better,  the  more  one  hectors  him,  as  a  Spa 
niel  does  the  more  one  beats  him. 

Sir  So/.  Hah  !  thy  hufband  will  have  a  blefTed  time 
on't. 
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Lady  Sad.  So!    I  have  done. 
Wijb.  O  pray,  Madam,  read  it. 

Lady  Sad    [Reads.]    "  Dear  Sir fhe  muft  have 

"  very  little  merit  that  is  infenfible  ofyour's;  and 
"  while  you  continue  to  love,  and  tell  me  fo, 
"  expeft  whatever  you  can  hope  from  fo  much  wit, 
"  and  fuch  unfeign'd  (incerity — At  the  hour  you 
"  mention,  you  will  be  truly  welcome  to  your 
*'  paffionate— 

Wijb.  Oh,  Madam!  it  is  not  half  kind  enough  ;  pray 
put  in  feme  more  dears. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  ay,  fweeten  it  well— let  it  be  all  fyrup— 
with  a  pox  to  her. 

Wifh.  Every  line  mould  have  a  dearfweet  Sir  in  it ; 

fo  it  mould He'll  think  I  don't  love  him  elfe. 

Sir  So/.  Poor  Moppet ! 

Lady  Sad.  No,  no,  'tis  better  BOW Well,  what 

muft  be  at  the  bottom  to  anfwer  Strephon  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Pray  let  her  divine  ladyfhip  fign         Abigail. 
Wijh.  No;   pray  Madam,  put  down  Lifpamintha. 
Sir  SoL  Lifpamintba  ! 

Lady  Sad.  No,  come I'll  write  Ctelia.     Here,  go 

in  and  feal  it. 

Sir  SoL  Ay,  come — I'll  lend  you  a  wafer,  that  he 
mayn't  wait  for  your  divinityihip. 

Wijh*  Pfliah  !  you  always  flout  one  fo. 

[Exit  Sir  Sol.  and  With. 

Lady  Sad.  So  !  this  is  luckily  over— Well !  I  fee  a 
woman  mould  never  be  difcourag'd  from  coming  off  at 
the  greateit  plunge :  For  tbo*  I  was  half  dead  with  the 
fright,  yet  now  I'm  a  little  recovered,  I  find 

That  apprehenfion  does  the  blifs  endear ; 

fbt  real  dangers  nothing  to  the  fear. .  [Exit, 
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ACT   IV.    S  C  E  N  E   L 

' 

Sir  Solomon V. 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife,  Atall,  and  Wifhwell,  with  lights! 
Lady  SADLIFE. 

JL  HIS  room,  I  think  is  pleafanter;  if  you  pleafe, 

we'll  fit  here,  Sir Wijbnuell!  Shut  the  door,  and  take 

the  key  o'th'  infide,  and  fet  chairs. 

Wijh.  Yes,  Madam. 

Lady  Sad.  Lard  !  Sir,  what  a  ftrange  opinion  you  mufl 
have  of  me,  for  receiving  your  vifits  upon  fo  {lender  an 
acquaintance. 

At.  I  have  a  much  Granger  opinion,  Madam,  of  your 
ordering  your  fervant  to  lock  herfelf  in  with  us. 

Lady  Sad.  O  !  you  would  not  have  us  wait  upon  our- 
felves. 

At.  Really,  Madam,  I  can't  conceive  that  two  lovers 
alone  have  much  occafion  for  attendance.  [They  fit* 

Lady  Sad.  Lovers !  Lard  !  how  you  talk  !  Can't  peo 
ple  converfe  without  that  iluff? 

At.  Urn  ! — yes,  Madam,  people  may ;  but  without  a 
little  of  that  fluff,  converfation  is  generally  very  apt  to 
be  infipid. 

Lady  Sad.  Pooh  !  why  we  can  fay  any  thing  without 
her  hearing,  you  fee. 

At.  Ay,  but  if  we  mould  talk  ourfelves  up  to  an 
occafion  of  being  without  her,  it  would  look  worfe  to 
fend  her  out,  than  to  have  let  her  wait  without  when  me 
was  out. 

Lady  Sad.  You  are  pretty  hard  to  pleafe,  I  find},  Sir: 
fome  men,  I  believe,  would  think  themfelves  well  us'd, 
in  fo  free  a  reception  as  your's, 

At.  Hah !  I  fee,  this  is  like  to  come  to  nothing  this 
time ;  fo  I'll  e'en  put  her  out  of  humour,  that  1  may 

C    2 
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getoffin  time  to  my  Incognita.  [AJide.]  Really,  Ma 
dam,  I  can  never  think  myfelf  free,  where  my  hand  and 
my  tongue  are  ty'd.  [Pointing  to  Wifhwell. 

Lady  Sad.  Your  converfation,  I  find,  is  very  different 
from  what  it  was,  Sir. 

At.  With  fubmiflion,  Madam,  I  think  it  very  pro 
per  for  the  place  we  are  in.  If  you  had  fent  for  me, 
only  to  ftp  tea,  to  fit  ftill,  and  be  civil,  with  my  hat 
tinder  my  arm,  like  a  ftrange  relation  from  Ireland,  or 
fo,  why  was  I  brought  hither  with  fo  much  caution  and 
privacy  ? 

Lady  Sad.  Suppofe  I  had  a  favourable  thought  of  you ; 
does  that  give  you  a  title  to  treat  me  as  if  it  was  not  in 
my  power  to  refufe  you  any  thing? 

At.  Come,  Madam,  I'll  be  plain  with  you — I  wou'd 
not  have  you  to  think  ir.e  ignorant  of  all  the  tendereft 
forms  that  ought  to  approach  a  lady's  favours ;  but  whea 
a  woman  breaks  the  feeming  promife  of  her  eyes,  with 
me  me  lofes  all  pretence  to  'em.  (Your  woman's  being 
with  us  is  ridiculous ;)  I  had  a  lover's  honeft  reafon, 
to  expeft  you  here  alone  ;  but  fhe  that  thinks  to  make 
me  dance  attendance  to  her  pride,  to  fit  at  a  diftance, 
and  tamely  talk  myfelf  to  a  fubmifiive  flame  for  her  ; 
while  me  with  eyes  infenfible  receives  it,  and  e'en 
fwells  her  fated  vanity,  to  a  defpifmg  ©f  her  eafy  con- 
queft,  before  me  enjoys  it;  let  rne  tell  you,  Madam, 
in  very  concife  terms,  that  woman — is  moft  confumedly 
miftaken. 

Lady  Sad.  You  have  a  very  odd  way  of  treating  peo 
ple;  you  men  are  the  ftrangeft  -creatures !  Is  there  no 
fuch  thing  as  patience  in  your  compofition  ? 

At.  O  yes,  Madam,  abundance  ;  for  if  you  pleafe 
but  to  order  Madamoifelle  to  get  the  tea  ready,  to  boil 
it  a  great  while,  and  (lay  'till  it's  dene,  you  mall  find  I 
can  yet  change  the  air  of  my  approaches. 

Lady  Sad.  I  don't  know  how  to  make  her  do  any 
fuch  thing,  not  I ;  Lard !  file  knows  I  have  had  tea 
juft  now. 

At.    I    have    not ;    and    fo    your    humble    fervant,- 
Madam. 
Lady  Sad.  Hold  ! 
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At.  Really,  Madam,  my  (lomach  won't  Hay;  and  if 
your  Ladyfhip's  tea  is  not  ready,  I  muft  beg  leave  to 
take  a  difh  at  the  coffee-houfe. 

[As  he  is  going,  Sir  Solomon  knocks  at  the  door. 

Wijh.  O  heav'ns !  my  mafler,  Madam. 

Sir  Sol.  Open  the  door,  there,  (within.) 

Lady  Sad.  What  ftiall  we  do  ? 

At.  Nothing  now,  I'm  fare. 

Lady  Sad.  Open  the  door,  and  fay,  the  gentleman 
came  to  you. 

Wijh.  O  lud !  Madam,  I  mail  never  be  able  to 
manage  it  at  fo  fliort  a  warning— We  had  better  fhut 
the  gentleman  into  the  clofet,  and  fay,  he  came  to  no 
body  at  all. 

Lady  Sad.  In  !  in  then,  for  mercy's  fake,  quickly, 
Sir! 

At.  Soh  ;  this  is  like  to  be  a  very  pretty  bufinefs  ! 
Oh,  fuccefs!  and  impudence  !  thou  haft  quite  forfaken 
me.  [Enters  the  chjet. 

Wijh.  Do  you  ftep  into  your  bed-chamber,  Madam, 
and  leave  my  mafter  Co  me.  [Exit  Lady  Sadlife. 

[Wifhwell  opens  the  dear,  &c. 

Enter  Sir  Solomon. 

Sir  Sol.  What's  the  reafon,  miftrefs,  I  am  to  belock'd 
out  of  my  wife's  apartment. 

Wijh.  Sir,  my  Lady  was  warning  her her— 

Neck,  Sir,  and  I  could  not  come  any  fooner. 

Sir  S.ol.  I'm  fure  I  heard  a  man's  voice.  [AJtde* 
Bid  your  Lady  come  hither.  He  mult  be  here 
abouts  ;  'tis  fo !  all's  out,  all's  over  now '.  The  devil 
has  done  his  worft,  and  I  am  a  cuckold  in  fpight  of  my 
wifdom.  'Sbud  now  an  Italian  would  poifon  his  wife 
forjhis,  a  Spaniard  would  flab  her,  and  a  Turk  would 
cut  oft"  her  head  with  a  fcimitar  ;  but  a  poor  dog  of  an 
Engli/h  cuckold  now,  can  only  fquabble  and  call 

names. Hold  !  here  (he  comes. 1  muft  fmother 

my  jealoufy  that  her  guilt  mayn't  be  upon  its  guard. 

C  3 
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Enter  Lady  Sadlife,  &nd  Wiihwell. 

Sir  Sol.  My  dear  !    how  do  you  do  ?     Come  hither, 
and  kifs  me. 

Lady  Sad.    I  did  not  expec"l  you  home   fo  foon,  my 
dear. 

Sir  SoL    Poor  rogue  I   don't   believe  you  di  d 

with  a  pox  to  you.     [AfedeJ\     Wijhwdl,  go  down, 

I  have  bufinefs  with  your  Lady. 

Wijb.  Yes,  Sir but   I'll  watch  you  :  For  I'm 

afraid  this  good  humour  has  mifchief  at  the  bottom  of 

it [Retires. 

Lady  Sad.  1  fcarce  know  whether  he's  jealous  or  not. 

Sir  Sol.  Now   dare  not  I  go  near  that  clofet  door, 

leaft  the  murderous  dog  mould  poke  a  hole  in   my  guts 

thro'  the  key-hole. Urn — 1  have   an  old  thought  in 

my  head — ay  !  and  that  will  difcover  the  whole  bottom 

of  her    affair 'Tis  better  to  feem  not  to  know  one's 

difhonour,  when  one  has   not   courage   enough  to  re 
venge  it. 

Lady  Sad.  I  don't  like  his  looks,  methinks. 
Sir  Sol.  Odfo  !  what  have  I  forgot  now — Pr'ythee, 
my  dear,  ftep  into  my  ftudy,  (for  I  am  fo  weary  !)  and 
in  the  upermoft  parcel  of  letters,  you'll  find  one  that 
I  receiv'd  from  York/hire  to-day,  in  the  fcrutore  ;  bring 
it  down,  and  fome  paper ;  I  will  anfwcr  it  while  I 
think  on't. 

L'idy  Sad.  If  you  pleafe  to  lend  me  your  key— but 
bad  not  you  better  write  in  your  ftudy,  my  dear  ? 

Sir  S&l.  No  !   no  !  I  tell  you,  I'm  fo  tir'd,  I  am  not 

able  to  walk. There  !   make  hafte. 

Lady  Sad.  Wou'd  all  were  well  over.  [Exit  Lady  Sad. 
Sir  SoL  'Tis  fo  by  her  eagernefs  to  be  rid  of  me. 
Well,  iince  I  find  I  dare  not  behave  myfelf  like  a  man 
of  honour  in  this  bufinefs,  I'll  at  leaft  ac~l  like  a  perfon 
of  prudence,  and  penetration  :  For  fay,  I  mould  clap 
a  brace  of  flugs  now  in  the  very  bowels  of  this  rafcal, 
it  may  hang  me ;  but  if  it  does  not,  it  can't  divorce 
me: — -—No,  I'll  e'en  put  out  the  candles,  and  in  a 
foft,  gentle  whore's  voice,  4-efire  the  gentleman  to 
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walk  about  his  bufinefs ;  and  if  I  can  get  him  out 
before  my  wife  returns,  I'll  fairly  poft  myfelf  in  his 
room ;  and  fo,  when  (he  comes  to  fet  him  at  liberty, 
in  the  dark,  I'll  humour  the  cheat,  'till  I  draw  her 
into  fome  cafual  confeffion  of  the  fadl ;  and  then  this  in- 
jur'd  front  (hall  bounce  upon  her,  like  a  thunderbolt. 

[Puts  out  the  candle. 

Wijb.  [Behind.']  Say  you  fo,  Sir?  I'll  take  care  my 
Lady  mall  be  provided  for  you,  [ZsxV/, 

Sir  Sol.  Hift!  hift!  Sir'!  Sir! 

Enter  Atall  from  the  clofet. 

At.  Is  all  clear  ?  may  I  venture,   Madam  ? 

Sir  So/.  Ay  !  ay  !  quick  !  quick  !  make  haite  before 
Sir  Solomon  returns.  A  ftrait-back'd  dog,  I  warrant  him. 
[Afide.~\  But  when  (hall  I  fee  you  again  ? 

At ,  Whenever  you'll  promife  me  to  make  a  better  ufe 
of  an  opportunity. 

Sir  Sol.  Ha  !  then  'tis  poffible  he  mayn't  yet  have  put 
the  finifhing  ftroke  to  me. 

At.  Is  this  the  door  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Ay!  ay!  away!  [Exit  Atall.]  Soh  !  now 
the  danger  of  being  murder'd  is  over  ;  I  find,  my  cou 
rage  returns  :  And  if  I  catch  my  wife  but  inclining  to 
be  no  better  than  (he  fh0uld  be,  I'm  not  fure  that  blood 
\vo'n't  be  the  confequence. 

[He  goes  into  the  clofet ,  and  Wifhwell  enters* 

Wijb.  Soh  !  my  Lady  has  her  cue  ;  and,  if  rny  wife 
matter  can  give  her  no  better  proofs  of  his  penetration 
than  this,  (he'd  be  a  greater  fool  than  he,  if  (he  (hou'd 
not  do  what  (he  has  a  mind  to.  Sir  !  Sir  !  Come  !  you 
may  come  out  now.  Sir  Solomon's  gone. 

Enter  Sir  Solomon  from  the  clofet. 

Sir  Sol.  So  !  now  for  a  foft  fpeech,  to  fet  her  impu 
dent  blood  in  a  ferment,  and  then  let  it  out  with  my 
penknife.  [AJtde.]  Come,  dear  creature,  now  let's 
make  the  kindeft  Hie  of  our  opportunity. 
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Wijh.  Not  for  the  world  !  if  Sir  Solomon  fhou'd  come 
again,  I  mould  be  ruin'd  Pray  be  gone— I'll  fend 
to  you  to-morrow. 

Sir  Sol.  Nay,  now  you  love  me  not- You  would 

not  let  me  part  elfe  thus  unfatisfied. 

Wijh.  Now  you're  unkind.  You  know  I  love  you, 
or  I  fhould  not  run  fuch  hazards  for  you. 

Sir  Sol.  Fond  whore  !  [AJide.~\  But  I'm  afraid  you 
love  Sir  Solomon,  and  lay  up  all  your  tendernefs  for  him. 

Wijh.  O  ridiculous !  how  can  fo  fad  a  wretch  give 
you  the  leaft  uneafy  thought  ?  I  loach  ihe  very  fight 
of  him. 

Sir  Sol.  Damn'd  infernal  ilrumpet— I  can  bear  no- 
longer — Lights  !  lights  !  within  there.  [Seizes  her. 

mjh.  Ah!   [Shrieks.]  Who's  this,  help!  murder! 

Sir  Sol.  No,  traitrefs,  don't  think  to  Tcape  me  ;  for 
now  I've  trapp'd  thee  in  thy  guilt,  I  could  find  in  my 
heart  to  have  thee  flea'd  alive,  thy  fkin  fluff'd,  and 
hung  up  in  the  middle  of  Guild- Hall,  as  a  terrible  con- 
fequence  of  cuckoldom  to  the  whole  city— Lights  there  ! 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife  with  a  light. 

Lady  Sad.  O  heav'ns !  what's  the  matter  ! 

[Sir  Solomon  looks  ajlonijhed* 

Ha !  what  do  I  fee  !  my  fervant  on  the  floor,  and  Sir 
Solomon  offering  rudenefs  to  her  i  O !  I  can't  bear 
it  !  oh  !  [Falls  into  a  chair* 

Sir  Sol.  What  has  the  devil  been  doing  here  ? 

Lady  Sad.  This  the  reward  of  all  my  virtue  !  O  re 
venge  !  revenge! 

Sir  Sol.  My  dear !  my  good  virtuous  injur'd  dear,  be 
patient ;  for  here  has  been  fuch  wicked  doings.—— 

Lady  Sad.  O  torture !   do  you  own   it  too  !   'tis  well 

my  love    protects   you r-but  for   this   wretch  !    this 

monfter  !  this  fword  iliall  do  me  juftice  on  her. 

[Runs  at  Wifhwell  ivith  •S'/V'Solomon'.; fiuord* 

Sir  Sol.  O  hold  !  my  poor  miftaken  dear ! — This 
horrid  jade,  the  gods  can  tell,  is  innocent  for  me;  but 
ihe  has  had,  it  feenis,  a  ilrong  dog  in  the  clofet  here  : 
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•which  I  fufpe&ing,  put  myfelf  into  his  place,  and 
had  almoft  trap'd  her  in  the  very  impudence  of  her 
iniquity. 

Lady  Sad.  How  ! — Pm  glad  to  find  he  dares  not  own 
'twas  his  jealoufy  of  me [A/ide, 

Wijh.  [Kneeling}  Dear  Madam,  I  hope  your  Ladyfliip 
will  pardon  the  liberty  I  took  in  yourabfence,  in  bring 
ing  my  lover  into  your  Ladyfliip's  chamber  ;  but  I  did  not 
think  you  wou'd  come  home  from  prayers  fo  foon,  and  fo  J 
was  forc'd  to  hide  him  in  that  clofet:  but  my  mailer  fufi 
peeling  the  buiinefs,  it  feems,  turn'd  him  out  unknown  to 
me,  and  then  put  himfelf  there,  and  fo  had  a  mind  todif- 
cover  whether  there  was  any  'harm  between  us ;  and  fo 
becaufe  he  fancy'd  I  had  been  naught  with  him.— 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  my. dear j  and  the  jade  was  fo  confound 
edly  fond  of  me,  thatl  gre*v  outof  all  patience^  and  fell 
upon  her  like  a  fury. 

Lady  Sad.  Horrid  creature,  and  does  me  think  to  flay 
a  minute  in  the  family,  after  fuch impudence  ! 

Sir  Sdl.  Hold,  my  dear — for  if  this  mould  be  the  man 
that  is  to  marry  her — you  know  there  may  be  no  harm 
done  yet. 

Wifh.  Yes,  it  was  he  indeed,  Madam. 

Sir  Sol.  [A/ide.]  I  muflnot  let  the  jade  be  turn'd  away, 
for  fear  me  fkou'd  put  it  in  my  wife's  head,  that  I  hid 
myfelf  to  difcoverher  ladymip,  and  then  the  devil  wou'd 
not  be  able  to  live  in  the  houfe  with  her. 

Wijh.  Now,  Sir,  you  know  what  I  can  tell  of  you. 

[AJide  to  Sir  Solomon. 

Sir  Sol.  Mum  !  that's  a  good  girl !  there's  a  guinea 
•for  you. 

Lady  Sad.  Well  upon  your  interceflion,  my  dear,  I'll 
pardon  her  this  fault;  but  pray,  miftrefs,  let  me  hear 
-of  no  more  fuch  doings,  I  am  fo  diforder'd  with  this 

fright fetch  my  prayer-book,  I'll  endeavour  to  com- 

pofe  myfelf.  [Exit  Lady  Sadlife. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  do  fo  !   that's  my  good  dear — what  two 
feleiTed  efcapes  I  have  had!  to  find  myfelf  no  cuckold  at l 
lail,  and,  which  had  been  equally  terrible,  my  wife  not 
I  wrongfully  fufpefted  her,— WelJ !  at  length  I  am 
C  5 
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fully  convinc'd  of  her  virtue — and  now  if  I  can  but  cut  ofF 
the  abominable  expence,  that  attends  feme  of  her  imper 
tinent  acquaintance,  I  fhall  fhew  myfelf  a  Macbiwd. 

Re-enter  Wiihwell. 

Wijh.  Sir,  here's  my  Lady  Dainty  come  to  wait  upon 
my  lady. 

Sir  Sol.  I'm  forry  for't  with  all  my  heart — why  did  you 
fay  fhe  was  within  ? 

Wijb.  Sir,  fhe  did  not  aflc  if  fhe  was ;  but  fhe's  never 
ideny'd  to  her. 

Sir  Sol.  Gad  fo  !  why  then  if  you  pleafe  to  leave  her 
ladyihip  to  me,  I'll  begin  with  her  now. 

Wimwell  brings  in  Lady  Dainty. 
Lady  D,  Sir  Solomon,  your  very  humble  fervant. 
Sir  Sol.  Your's,  yaur's,  madam. 
Lady  D,  Where's  my  lady  ! 

Sir  Sol.  Where  your  ladylhip  very  feldom  is — at 
prayers. 

Lady  D.  Huh  !  huh  !  you  keep  your  old  humour  ftill 
I  fee  of  endeavouring  to  fpeak  home  truths ;  but  I  think 
you  commonly  guefs  wrong :  For  you  mtift  know  that 
I  have  bought  me  the  prettieft  atlas  culhions  with  gold 
taffels  on  purpofe  to  kneel  upon. 

Sir  Sol.  Not  unlikely  madam  :  you  fine  ladies  have 
a  great  many  fine  things,  that  you  never  ufe — for  I  don't 
remember  I  have  feen  you,  or  your  culhions,  at  church 
thefe  three  weeks. 

Lady  D.  Never  mifs,  never  mifs,  if  I  am  in  any  fort  of 
condition  to,  huh,  huh,  endure  the  air:  Tho'  indeed 
a  Sunday  is  very  apt  to  give  one  the  fpleen,  or  the  va 
pours—but  if  I  am  not  there  myfelf,  I  conltantly  fend 
my  woman  to  fee  how  the  fafhions  alter. 

Sir  Sol.  I  cry  your  mercy,  Madam,  I  did  not  know 
that  was  your  mode-market  day  before. 

Lady  D.  Sir,  the  greateli  diitlnclion  of  people  of  qua 
lity  is,  that  they  make  everything  eafy  to  'em. 

Sir  Sol.  Yes,  yes,  being  in  the  mode,  I  fee,  will  let 
one  into  notable  priviledges. 
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Enter  Lady  Sadlife. 

Lady  Sad.  My  dear  Lady  Dainty. 

Lady  D.  Dear  Madam,  I  am  the  happieft  perfon  alive 
in  finding  your  Ladyfhip  at  home. 

Sir  So/.  So  !  now  for  a  torrent  of  impertinence. 

Lady  Sad.  Your  Lady  (hip  does  me  a  great  deal  of 
honour. 

Lady  D.  Pm  fure  I  do  myfelf  a  great  deal  of  plea- 
fare  :  I  have  made  at  leaft  twenty  vifits  to-day,  and  not 
above  five  of  them  were  at  home  :  and  meeting  with  a 
reafonable  creature  at  laft,  is  like  the  pleafure  of  unla 
cing,  after  being  fqueez'd  up  in  a  (trait  pair  of  ftays  at 
a  birth-day. 

Lady  Sad.  Some  vifits  are  indeed  ftrangely  fatiguing. 

Lady  D.  O  !  I'm  quite  dead !  not  but  my  coach  is 
very  eafy yet  fo  much  perpetual  motion — you  know. 

Sir  Sol.  Ah,  pox  of  your  diforder  if  I  had  the 

providing  your  equipage,  ods-zpeks  you  mould  rumble 
to  your  vifits  in  a  wheel-barrow. 

Lady  Sad.  Was  you  at  my  Lady  Dutcnefs's  ? 

Lady  D.  A  little  while. 

Lady  Sad.  Had  (he  a  great  circle  ? 

Lady  D.  Extream— •!  was  not  able  to  bear  the  breath 
of  fo  much  company. 

Lady  Sad.  Pray  who  had  you  ? 

Lady  D.  Every  body — my  Lady  Toilet,  Lady  Patckit, 
Mrs.  Peepers,  Lady  Wbitewajb,  Mrs.  Layiton,  Lady 
Steinkirk,  both  the  Miilrefs  Favourites,  Lady  Jumps^  and 
the  Dutchefs  of  Falbala. 

Lady  Sad.  You  did  not  dine  there  ? 

Lady  D.  Oh !  I  can't  touch  any  body's  dinner  buC 
my  own — and  I  have  almoft  kili'd  myfelf  this  week  for 
want  of  my  ufual  glafs  of  Tokay  after  my  Qrtalans,  and 
Mufcovy  duck  egg-. 

Sir  Sol.  'Sbud  if  I  had  the  feeding  of  you,  I'd  bring' 
you  in   a  fortnight  to  neck-beef,    and  a  pot  of  plain 
bub.  \Afidt. 

Lady  D.  Then    I   have   been   fo  furfeited  with  the 
fight   of  a  hideous  city  entertainment   to-day  at    my 
C  6 
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Lady  Cormorant's,  who  knows  no  other  happinefs,  or 
way  of  making  one  welcome,  than  eating,  or  drinking  ; 
I  was  ready  to  fwoon  at  the  fight  of  her  table,  being  juft 
come  out  of  the  frefh  air. 

Lady  Sad.  Pray  how  was  it  fill'd,  Madam  ? 

Lady  D.  At  the  upper  end  fat  her  Ladyfhip,  and  at 
«ach  elbow  a  daughter,  with  arms  like  ploughmen, 
freckled  like  Turkey-eggs,  and  cheeks  like  Catherine 
pears— they  were  enough  to  beat  one  down  with  the 
coarfe  pores  of  their  {kin  !  Huh  !  huh  ! 

Lady  Sad.  O,  frightful  ! — but  pray  go  on. 

Sir  Sol.  On  my  confcience,  their  daily  converfation  is 
•made  up  of  nothing  but  impudent  fleering  at  honeft  peo 
ple,  that  don't  know  as  many  ways  of  being  foppiihly 
vicious  as  themfelwes.  [Afide. 

Lady  D.  At  the  lower  end  was  an  unlick'd  thing,  me 
tall'd  fon — I  fuppofe  by  her  firft  venter;  that  fat 
all  the  while  with  his  mouth  gaping  wide,  not  having 
from  nature  wit  enough  to  fetch  his  breath  through  his 
nofe. 

Lady  forf.  Ha,  ha! 

X.ady  D.  The  table,  or  rather  larder,  was  fill'd  with 
hams,  roafled  pullets,  and  Turkey-pyes,  with  a  great 
Ghejbire  cheefe  in  the  middle,  that  rivall'd  every  one  in 
bulk  but  her  Ladyfhip  ;  and  a  large  tankard  of  flrong 
beer,  nutmeg  and  fugar,  enough  to  fuddle  a  grand  jury, 
.or  carry  an  intereft  at  a  election. 

Lady  Sad.  A  true  Englijh  home-bred  family. 

LadyD.  In  every  circuroftance:  for  tho*  me  faw  I 
was  juft  fainting  at  her  vaft  limbs  of  butchers  meat — yet 
the  civil  favage  forc'd  me  to  fit  down,  and  heap'd 
enough  upon  my  plate  to  victual  a  fleet  for  an  Eajl-India 
voyage. 

JLady  Sad.  How  could  you  bear  it  ?  ha!  ha  ! 

-Sir  Sol.  'Sbud  !  I  han't  patience — pray,  Madam,  Is 
it  among  the  rules  of  your  thia  end  of  the  town  breeding, 
*c  laugh  at  your  friends  for  making  you  heartily  welcome  ? 

Lady  D,  Sir  Solomon  !  'tis  impoflible  to  fee  the  titles 
of  quality  join'd  with  fuch  mob  difpofitions,  without 
eafing  one's  fpleen  a  little ;  And  nothing  diftinguilhts 
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the  commons  fo  much   as  their  grofs   feeding  :  I  never 
knew  a  true  plebeian,  *hat  had   not  an  odious   vaft  fto- 

•mach huh  !  huh  ! 

Sir  Sol.  Your  Ladyfhip  knows  the  elegance  of  life. 

Lady  Sad.  Does  your  Ladyfhip  never  go  to  the  play  ? 

Lady  D.  Never   but  when  I  befpeak  it  myfelf,    and 

then  not  to  mind  the  aftors ;  for  it's  common   to   love 

fights :  My  great  diverfion  is  in  a  repos'd  poiture  to  turn 

my  eyes  upon  the  galleries,  and  blefs  myfelf  to  hear  the 

happy   favages  laugh or  when   an   aukward  citizen 

•crouds  herfelf  in  among  us,  \is  an  unfpeakable  pleafure  to 

contemplate   her   airs     and  drefs And    they    never 

'fcape  me — for  1  am  as  apprehenHve  of  fuch  a  creature's 
coming    near    me,  as    feme    people  are   when  a  cat 

is  in  the  -room but  the  play  is  begun,    I   believe, 

and  if  your  Ladyfhip   has    an   inclination,    I'll    wait 
upon  you. 

Lady  Sad.    I   think,  Madam,    we  can't  do  better-; 
and  here    comes    Mr.    Carelefs,    mod  opportunely   ta 
fquire  us— 
Sir  Sol.  CarelefsJ    I  don't  know  him,  but   my  wife 
does,  and  that's  as  well.! 

Enter  Carelefs. 

Care.  Ladies,  your  fervant — feeing  your  coach  at  the 
door,  Madam,  made  me  not  able  to  refift  this  oppor 
tunity  to to— — *-you  know,  Madam,  there's  no  time 

to  be  loft  in  love.  Sir  Solomon,  your  fervant—— 

Sir  SoJ.  O  yours  !  yours,  Sir !  A  very  impudent  fel 
low,  and  I'm  in  hopes  will  marry  her.  [Afide* 

Lady  D.  The  affurance  of  this  creature  almoft  grows 
diverting  ;  all  one  can  do,  can't  make  him  the  leaft  fen. 
fible  of  a  difcouragement. 

Lady  Sad.  Try  what  compliance  will  do;  perhaps  that 
may  fright  him. 

Lady  D.  If  it  were  not  too  dear  a  remedy — one  would 
almoft  do  any  thing  to  get  rid  of  his  company. 

Care.  Which  you  never  will,  Madam,  till  you  marry 
me,  depend  upon't :  Do  that,  and  I'll  trouble  you  m> 
-moro. 
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Sir  Sol.  This  fellow's  abominable !  He'll  certainly 
have  her.  [AJide. 

Lady  D.  There's  no  depending  upon  your  word,  or 
elfe  I  might  :  for  the  laft  time  I  faw  you,  you  told  me 
then  you  would  trouble  me  no  more. 

Care.  Ay,  that's  true,  Madam  ;  but  to  keep  one's 
word,  you  know,  looks  like  a  tradefman. 

Sir  Sol.  Impudent  rogue  !    but  he'll  have  her — {AJide. 

Care.  And  is  as  much  below  a  gentleman,  as  paying 
one's  debts. 

SirSof.  If  he  is  not  hang'd  firft. [AfiJe. 

Ca>e.  Befide?,  Madam;  I  confider'd  that  my  abfence 
might  endanger  your  conilitution,  which  is  fo  very  ten 
der,  that  nothing  but  love  can  fave  it,  and  fo  I  would 
e'en  advife  you  to  throw  away  your  juleps,  your  cor 
dials,  and  flops,  and  take  me  all  at  once.  : 

Lady  D.  No,  Sir,  bitter  portions  are  not  to  be  taken 
fo  fuddenly. 

Care.  Oh!  to  chufe,  Madam;  for  if  you  (land  making 
of  faces,  and  kecking  againftit,  you'll  but  encreafe  your 
averfion,  and  delay  the  cure.  Come,  come,  you  muft 
be  ad  vis 'd.  \PreJfing  her* 

Lady  D.  What  mean  you,  Sir  r* 

Care.  To  banifh  all  your  ails,  and  be  myfelf  your 
univerfal  medicine. 

Sir  Sel.  Well  faid  !  he'll  have  her. 

Lady  D.  Impudent  robirft  man  ;  I  proteft  did  not  I 
know  his  family,  I  Ihou'd  think  his  parents  had  not  liv'd 
in  chairs  and  coaches,  but  had  us'd  their  limbs  all  their 
jives — Huh  !  huh  !  but  I  begin  to  be  perfuaded  healtji 
is  a  great  blefling.  [AJide. 

Care.  My  limbs,  Madam,  were  convey'd  to  me  from 
before  the  ufe  of  chairs  and  coaches,  and  it  might 
leffen  the  dignity  of  my  anceftors,  not  to  ufe  them  as 
they  did. 

Lady  D.  Was  ever  fuch  a  rude  underftanding  ?  to  va 
lue  himfelf  upon  the  barbarifm  of  his  fore -fathers 

Indeed  I  have"  heard  of  kings  that  were  bred  to  the 
plough,  and  I  fancy  you  might  deicend  from  fuch  a 
race;  for  you  court  as  if  you  were  behind  one— 
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Huh!  huh!  huh!  To  treat  a  woman  of  quality  like 
an  exchange-wench,  and  exprefs  your  pafllon  with  your 
arms ;  unpolifh'd  man  ! 

Care.  I  was  willing,  Madam,  to  take  from  the  vulgar 
the  only  defirable  thing  among  'em,  and  mew  you — 

how   they  live  fo  healthy for  they  have  no  other 

remedy. 

Lady  D.  A  very  rough  medicine  !  huh  !   huh  ! 

Care.  To  thofe  that  never  took  it,   it  may  feem  fo— 

Lady  D.  Abandon'd  ravifher  !   Oh  !  [Struggling. 

Sir  Sol.  He  has  her,  he  has  her.  [AJide. 

Lady  D.  Leave  the  room,  and  fee  my  face  no  more. 

Care.    [Bows  and  is  going  ] 

Lady  D.  And,  hark  ye,  Sir,  no  bribe,  no  mediations 
to  my  woman. 

Care.   [B civs  and Jighs.~\ 

Lady  D.  Thou  profligate  !  to  hug  !  to  clafp  !  to  em 
brace  and  throw  your  robuft  arms  about  me  like  a  vulgar, 
and  indelicate  !  Oh !  I  faint  with  apprehension  of  fo 
grofs  an  addrefs.  [She  faints,  and  Care,  catches  her. 

Care.  O  my  offended  fair. 

Lady  D.  Inhuman  !    ravifher  !  Oh  ! 

[  Care,  carries  ber  of, 

Sir  Sol.  He  has  her  !  fhe's  undone!  he  has  her  ! 

[Exit  after  them. 

Lady  Sad.  This  is  one  of  the  moft  extraordinary  love- 
fcenes  I  ever  faw  :  I  never  could  find  a  woman's  fan- 
taflc  would  run  high  enough  to  oppofe  her  fecret  incli 
nation  before  :  But  I  fancy  by  this  time  her  Ladyfhip's 
delicacy  would  be  glad  to  compound  for  a  little  of  the 
vulgar.  [Exit. 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Sylvia. 

Clar.  Well,  coufm,  what  do  you  think  of  your  gentle* 
man  now  ? 

SyL  I  fancy,  Madam,  that  would  be  as  proper  a  quef- 
tion  to  afk  you  :  for  really  I  don't  fee  any  great  reafon  to 
alter  my  opinion  of  him  yet 

Clar.  Now  I  could  dam  her  at  once,  and  mew  it  her 
under  his  own  hand  that  his  name's  Stand/aft,  and  he'll 
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be  here  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour'  but  let  her  go  oa 
a  little.  [A/Me. 

Syl.  Pray,  coufin,  have  you  any  particular  reafon  to 
•be  fo  chearful  ? 

Clar.  You'll  pardon  me  if  I  own  a  little  of  my  fex's 
•malice,  my  dear.:  for  a  woman  that  won't  be 
convinc'd  of  the  infidelity  of  her  lover,  when  her 
friend  allures  her  of  it  from  her  own  knowledge,  is 
temethemoft  unfortunate  figure  in  nature  J  Ha!  ha!  ha* 

Syl.  I  have  two  or  three  lines  in  my  pocket  that 
wou'd  ftrangely  damp  this  pertnefs ;  but  I  rather  think 

it  affeded,  and  won't  fhew  it  'till  I'm  fare {Afide] 

Methinks,  coufin,  we  need  not  either  of  us  give  our- 
felves  any  of-thefe  violent  airs ;  for  I  fancy  the  gentle 
man's  next  appearance  will  extremely  take  down  the 
vanity  of  one  of  us. 

Clar.-  Ha  !   ha  !  Ay !  ay  !  that  it  will,  I'm  pofitive. 

Sj/.  You  muft  certainly  be  deceiv'd  into  fome  fecret 
jeafon  for  your  being  fo  very  pofitive. 

Cl&r.  Deceiv'd,  Madam  !  If  I  had  no  reafon  but 
what's  writ  in  my  face,  I  fancy,  with  fubmiffion  to 
your  Ladyihip's  beauty,  that  alone  might  juftify  my 
confidence. 

Syl.  Your  face  •  <  And  have  you  really  no  better 
fecurityJ? 

Clar.  BeUer  !  ha !    ha!    Yes,  yes :    I  have  a   better, 

Madam,  1  have  your  face Look  but  in  the  ho- 

neft  glafs,  and  tell  me  what  I  ihonld  be  afraid  on  ? 
Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Syl.  No,  Madam,  I  need  not  do  that;  I  remember 
.enough  of  my  face  to  know  it  is  not  in  any  one  charm 
like  yours — Thanks  to  indulgent  nature. 

\Lifting  up  her  bands  and  eyes. 

Clar.  Really,  coufin,  you  have  one  quality  I  envy  you 
•for  :  For  to  be  extravagantly  vain,  is  certainly  the  firft 
flate  of  happinefs. 

SyL  Really  I  think  fo  too,  and  therefore  won't  unde 
ceive  your  vanity,  becaufe  'twou'd  be  giving  my  friend 
?too  barbarous  a  mortification. 

Clar.  Well!  >wc  are  ftrangely  good-natur'd :    for  let 
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me  die,  child,  if  I  have  not  juil  the   fame   tendernefs 
for  you. 

Syl.  Lard  !  how  mall  we  do  to  requite  one  another  ? 

Clar.  I  vow  I  don't  think  I  ought  to  refufe  you 
any  fervice  in  my  power;  therefore  if  you  think  it 
worth  your  while  not  to  be  out  of  countenance  when  the 
Colonel  comes,  I  would  advife  you  to  withdraw  now  ; 
for  if  you  dare  take  his  own  word  for  it,  he  will  be  here 
in  three  minutes,  as  this  may  convince  you. 

[tjrfitti  a  letter, 

SyL  What's  here?  a  letter  from  Colonel  Standfaft ? 
—Really,  coufin,  I  have  nothing  to  fay  to  him — Mr. 
Freeman's  the  perfon  I'm  concern' d  for,  and  I  expect  to 
fee  him  here  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Clar.  Then  you  don't  believe  them  both  the  fame 
perfon  ? 

Syl.  Not  by  their  hands  or  ftyle,  I  can  afTure  you,  as 
this  may  convince  you.  [  Gives  a  letter. 

Clar.'Ha.  \  The  hand  is  different  indeed 1  fcarce 

know  what  to  think,  and  yet  I'm  fure  my  eyes  were  not 
deceiv'd. 

SyL  Come,  coufin,  let's  be  a  little  cooler ;  'tis 
not  impoflible  but  we  may  have  both  laught  at  one 
another  to  no  purpofe — for  I  am  confident  they  are  two 
perfon-s. 

Clar.  I  can't  tell  that,  but  I'm  fur«  here  comes  one 
of  'em. 

Enter  A  tall,  as  Colonel  Standfaft. 

Syl.  Ha  ! 

At.  Hey!  bombard,  (there  they  are,  fakh  !)  bid  the 
•chariot  fet  up,  and  call  again  about  one  or  two  in  the 
morning — You  fee,  Madam,  what  'tis  to  give  an  impu 
dent  fellow  the  lead  encouragement:  I'm  refolv'd  now 
to  make  a  night  on't  with  you. 

Clar.  I  am  afraid,  Colonel,  we  fhall  have  much  ado 
to  be  good  company,  for  we  are  two  women  to  one 
maTi,  you  fee ;  and  if  we  mould  both  have  a  fancy  to 
have  you  particular,  I  doubt  you'd  make  but  bungling 
woik  on't. 
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At.  I  warrant  you  we  will  pafs  our  time  like  Gods : 
two  ladies  and  one  man  ;  the  prettieft  fet  for  ombre  in 
the  univerfe— Come  !  come  !  cards !  cards !  cards ! 
and  tea,  that  I  infill  upon. 

Clar.  Well,  Sir,  ifmycoufm  will  make  one,  I  won't 
balk  your  good-humour.  [Turning  Syl .  to  face  him. 

At,  Is  the  lady  your  relation,  Madam?— I  beg  the 
honour  to  be  known  to  her. 

Clar.  O,  Sir !  that  I'm  fure  me  can't  refufe  you— 
coufm,  this  is  Colonel  btandfaft.  [Laughs  afide.]  I  hope 
now  fhe'sconvinc'd. 

At.  Your  pardon,  Madam,  if  I  am  a  little  particular 
In  my  defire  to  be  known  to  any  of  this  lady's  rela 
tions.  [Salutes. 

Syl.  You'll  certainly  deferve  mine,  Sir,  by  being  al 
ways  particular  to  that  lady 

At.  Oh,  Madam!  Tall,  lall.     [Turns  away,  and fings. 

Syl.  This  afluranc6  is  beyond  example.  [Afide. 

Clar.  How  do  you  do,  ccufin  ? 

Syl.  Beyond  bearing — but  not  incurable.  [AJiJet 

Clar.  [A/Me."]  Now  can't  I  find  in  my  heart  to  give 
him  one  angry  word  for  his  impudence  to  me  this  xnorn- 
ing ;  the  pleafure  of  feeing  my  rival  mortified  makes  me 
flrangely  good-natur'd. 

At.  [Turning  familiarly  'to  Clar.]  Upon  my  foul 
you  are  provokingly  handfome  to-day.  Ay  gad  !  why 
is  not  it  high  treafon  for  any  beautiful  woman  to 
marry. 

Clar.  What,  would  you  have  us  lead  apes  ? 

At.  Not  one  of  you,  by  all  that's  lovely Do 

you  think  we  could  not  find  you  better  employment  ? 

Death  !  what  a  hand  is  here  ! Gad  !  I  mall  grow 

foolifti ! 

Clar.  Stick  to  your  aflurance,  and  you  are  in  no 
danger. 

At.  Why  then,  in  obedience  to  your  commands, 
pry'thee  anfwer  me  fincerely  one  queilion — How  long  do 
you  really  defign  to  make  me  dangle  thus  ? 

Clar.  Why  really  I  can't  juft  fet  you  a  time; 
but  when  you  are  weary  of  your  fervice,  come  to  me 
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with  a  fix-pence  and  modefty,  and  I'll  give  you  a 
difcharge. 

At.  Thou  infolent,  provoking  handfome  tyrant. 

Clar.  Come !  let  me  go— — this  is  not  a  very  civil 
way  of  entertaining  my  coufin,  methinks. 

At.  I  beg  her  pardon  indeed.  [Bowing  to  Sylv.]  But 
lovers  you  know,  Madam,  may  plead  a  fort  of  excufe 
for  being  fmgular  when  the  favourite  fair's  in  company, 
—but  we  were  talking  of  cards.  Ladies. 

Clar.    Coufin,  what  fay  you  ? 

SyL  I  had  rather  you  would  excufe  me,  I  am  a  little 
unfit  for  play  at  this  time. 

At.  What  a  valuable  virtue  is  afTurance  !  Now  am  I 
as  intrepid  as  a  lawyer  at  the  bar.  [  Afidt* 

Clar.  Blefs  me  !  you  are  not  well  ? 

Syl.  I  mall  be  prefently— —  Pray,  Sir,  give  me 
leave  to  afk  you  a  queftion. 

At.  So!  now  it's  a  coming.  [AJidtJ\  Freely,  Madam. 

SyL  Look  on  me  well :  Have  you  never  feen  my  face 
before  ? 

At.  Upon  my  word,  Madam,  I  can't  recoiled  that  I 
have. 

£>/.  I  am  fatisfied. 

At.  But  pray,  Madam,  why  may  you  afk  ? 

•Sy/.  I'm  too  much  diforder'd  now  to  tell  you  But 
if  I'm  not  deceiv'd,  I'm  miferable.  \VPeeps* 

At.  This  is  ftrange— How  her  concern  tranf- 
ports  me ! 

Clar.  Her  fears  have  touch'd  me,  and  halfperfuade 

me  to  revenge  'em- Come,  coufin,  be  eafy  ;  I  fee 

you  are  convinc'd  he  is  the  fame,  and  now  I'll  prove 
myfelf  a  friend. 

Syl.  I  know  not  what  to  think  my  fenfes  are 
confounded :  Their  features  are  indeed  the  fame  ; 
and  yet  there's  fomething  in  the  air,  their  dreft 
and  manner,  ftrangely  different :  But  be  it  as  it  will, 
all  right  to  him  in  prefence  I  difclaim,  and  yield  to 
you  for  ever. 

At.  O  charming  !  joyful  grief !  [AJtde. 

Clar.  No,  coufin,  believe  it,  both  our  fenfes  cannot 
be  deceiv'd,  he's  individually  the  fame;  and  fince  he 
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dares  be  bafe  to  you,  he's  miferable  indeed,  if  flatterM 
\vith  a  diftant  hope  of  me ;  1  know  his  perfon  and  his 
falftiood  both  too  well ;  and  you  flaall  fee  will,  as  be- 
comes  your  friend,  refent  it. 

At.  What  means  this  ftrangenefs,  Madam? 

Clar.  I'll  tell  you,  Sir ;  and  to  ufe  few  words,  know 
then,  this  Lady  and  myfelf  have  borne  your  faithlefs 
infolence  and  artifice  too  long  :  But  that  you  may  not 
think  to  impofe  on  me,  at  leaft,  I  defire  you  would 
leave  the  houfe,  and  from  this  moment  never  fee  me 
more. 

At.  Madam  !  what !  what  is  all  this  ?  Riddle  me 
riddJe  me  re, 

For  the  devil  take  me, 

For  ever  from  tbee, 

If  1  can  divine  "what  this  riddle  can  be  ! 

Syl.  Not  mov'd  !  I'm  more  amaz'd. 

At.  Pray,  Madam,  in  the  name  of  common  fenfe, 
let  me  know  in  two  words  what  the  real  meaning  of 
your  laft  terrible  fpeech  was ;  and  if  I  don't  make  you  a 
plain,  honeft,  reasonable  anfwer  to  it,  be  pleas'd  the 
next  minute  to  blot  my  name  out  of  your  table-book, 
never  more  to  be  enroll'd  in  the  fenfelefs  catalogue  of 
thofe  vain  coxcombs,  that  impudently  hope  to  come  into 
your  favour. 

Clar.  This  infolence  grows  tedious :  What  end  can 
you  propofe  by  this  aflurance  ? 

At.  Hey-dey ! 

Syl.  Hold,  coufin— one  moment's  patience  :  I'll 

fend  this  minute  again  to  Mr.  Freeman,  and  if  he  does 
not  immediately  appear,  the  difpute  will  need  no  farther 
argument. 

At.  Mr,  Freeman!  Who  the  devil's  he!  what  have  I 
to  do  with  him  ? 

SyL  I'll  foon  inform  you,  Sir, 

[Going,  meets  Wifliwell  entering. 

Wijh.  Madam,  here's  a  footman  mightily  out  of 
fereath,  fays  he  belongs  to  Mr.  Freeman,  and  defires 
very  earneflly  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Syl.  Mr.  Freeman  /  Pray  bid  him  come  in 
can  this  mean  I 
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At.  You'll  fee  prefently.  \-AJtde. 

Re-enter  Wi(h\vell  with  Finder. 
Oar.  Ha! 

Syl.  Come  hither,  Friend  ;  do  you  belong  to  Mr. 
Freeman  ? 

Find.  Yes,  Madam,  and  my  poor  matter  gives  his 
humble  fervice  to  your  ladyfhip,  and  begs  your  pardon 
for  not  waiting  on  you  according  to  his  promife;  which 
he  would  certainly  have  done,  but  for  an  unfortunate 
accident. 

Syl.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Find,  As  he  was  coming  out  of  his  lodgings  to  pay 
his  duty  to  you,  madam,  a  parcel  of  fellows  fet  upon 
him,  andfaid  they  had  a  warrant  againft  him;  and  fo, 
becaufe  the  rafcals  began  to  befaucy  with  him,  and  my 
matter  knowing  he  did  not  owe  a  Shilling  in  the  world, 
he  drew  to  defend  himfelf,  and  in  the  fcuffle  the  bloody 
%rillains  run  one  of  their  fwords  quite  through  his  arm  ; 
but  the  beft  of  thejeft  was,  madam,  that  asfoon  as  they 
got  him  into  a  houfe,  and  fent  for  a  furgeon,  he  prov'd 
to  be  the  wrong  perfon  ;  for  their  warrant  it  feems  was 
againft  a  poor  fcoundrel,  that  happens  they  fay  to  be 
very  like  him,  one  Colonel  Standfaft. 

At.  Say  you  fo,  Mr.  Dog— if  your  matter  had  been 
here  I  wou'd  have  given  him  as  much. 

[Gives  him  a  box  on  the  Ear-. 

Find.  OLord!  pray,  madam,  fave  me—I  did  not 
fpeak  a  word  to  the  gentleman — O  the  devil !  this  muft 
be  the  devil  in  the  likenefs  of  my  matter. 

Clar.  lamftartledl 

SyL  Is  this  gentleman  fo  very  like  him,  fay  you  ? 

Find.  Like,  madam  !  ay,  as  one  box  of  the  ear  is  to 
another  ;  only  I  think,  madam,  my  matter's  nofe  is  a 
little,  little  higher. 

Syl.  Now,  ladies,  I  prefume  the  riddle's  folv'd. 

At.  Hark  you,  where  is  your  matter,  rafcal  ? 

Find.  Matter,  rafcal !  lir,  my  matter's  name's  Free 
man,  and  I'm  a  free-born  Englijkman ;  and  I  muft  tell 
you,  Sir,  that  I  don't  ufe  to  take  fuch  arbitrary  focks 
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of  the  face  from  any  man  that  does  not  pay  me  wages ; 
and  fo  my  matter  will  tell  you  too  when  he  comes,  Sir. 

Syl.  Will  he  be  here  then  ? 

Find.  This  minute,  madam  ;  he  only  flays  to  have 
his  wound  drefs'd. 

At.  I'm  refolv'd  I'll  flay  that  minute  out,  if  he  does 
not  come  'till  midnight. 

Find.  A  pox  of  his  mettle when  his  hand's  in  he 

makes  no  difference  between  jeft   and  earneft,    I   find 

if  he  does  not  pay  me  well  for  this,  'egad  he  fhall 

tell  the  next  for  himfelf  [AJide. 

Find.  Has  your  ladyfhipany  commands  to  my  mailer, 
madam  ?  .,''^ 

Syl.  Yes,  pray  give  him  my  humble  fervice,  fay  I'm 
forry  for  his  misfortune  ;  and  if  he  thinks  'twill  do  his 
wound  no  harm,  I  beg  by  all  means  he  may  be  brought 
hither  immediately. 

Find.  'Shah !  his  wound,  madam,  I  know  he  does 
not  value  it  of  a  rufh;  for  he'll  have  the  devil  and  all 
of  actions  againft  the  rogues  for  falfe  imprifonment,  and 
fmart-money — ladies,  I  kifs  your  hands— -Sir  I — no 
thing  at  all [Exit. 

At.  \_AJide.~\  The  dog  has  done  it  rarely  ;  for  a  lye 
Upon  the  llretch  I  don't  know  a  better  rafcal  in  Europe. 

Enter  an  Officer. 

Of.  Ay !  now  I'm  fure  I'm  right- Is  not  your  name 

Colonel  Standfaft,  Sir? 

At.  Yes,  Sir ;  what  then  ? 

Off.  Then  you  are  my  prifoner,  Sir 

At.  Your  prifoner  !  who  the  devil  are  you?  a  bailiff? 
I  don't  owe  a  milling. 

Off.  I  don't  care  if  you  don't,  Sir;  I  have  a  warrant 
againft  you  for  high  treafon,  and  I  muft  have  you  away 
this  minute. 

At.  Look  you,  Sir,  depend  upon't,  this  is  but  fome 
impertinent  malicious  profecution:  You  may  venture 
to  flay  a  quarter  of  an  hour  I'm  fure;  I  have  fome 
bufmefs  here  till  then  that  concerns  me  nearer  than  my 
life— 

Clar.  Have  but  fo  much  patience,  and  I'll  fatisfy  you 
for  your  civility. 
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Of.  I  cou'd  not  flay  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  madam, 
if  you'd  give  me  five  hundred  pound. 

Syl.  Can't  you  take  bail,  Sir  ? 

Of.  Bail !  no  !  no ! 

C/ar.  Whither  mull  he  be  carried  ? 

Off.  To  my  houfe,  'till  he's  examin'd  before  the 
council. 

C/ar.  Where  is  your  houfe  ? 

Off.  Juftby  the  Secretary's  office;  everybody  knows 
Mr.  Lockum  the  meflenger — come,  Sir. 

At.  I  can't  ftir  yet,  indeed,  Sir. 

[Lays  his  hand  on  his  faoordt 

Off.  Nay,  look  you,  if  you  are  for  that  play — come 
in  gentlemen,  away  with  him, 

[Enter  Mufqueteers,  and  force  him  off. 

Syl.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  accident ;  I  am  extremely 
forry  for  the  Colonel's  misfortune*,  but  I  am  as  heartily 
glad  he  is  not  Mr.  Freeman. 

C/ar.  I'm  afraid  you'll  find  him  fo — I  mail  never 
change  my  opinion  of  him  'till  I  fee  'em  face  to  face. 

SyJ.  Well,  coufin,  let  'em  be  two,  or  one,  I'm  refolv'd 
to  flick  to  Mr.  Freeman',  for  to  tell  you  the  truth,  this 
laft  fpark  has  too  much  of  the  confident  rake  in  him  to 
pleafe  me,  but  there  is  a  modeft  fincerity  in  t'other's 
converfation  that's  irrefiftible. 

Clar.  For  my  part  I'm  almoft  tir'd  with  his  imperti 
nence  either  way,  and  cou'd  find  in  my  heart  to  trouble 
myfelf  no  more  about  him ;  and  yet  methinks  it  pro 
vokes  me  to  have  a  fellow  out  face  my  fenfes. 

SyL  Nay,  they  are  ftrangely  alike  I  own ;  but  yet  if 
you  obferve  nicely,  Mr.  Freeman's  features  are  more 
pale  and  penfive  than  the  Colonel's. 

Clar.  When  Mr.  Freeman  comes,  I'll  be  clofer  in  my 

oblervation  of  him in  the  mean  time,  let  me  confider 

what  I  really  propofe  by  all  this  buftle  I  make  about  him: 
fuppofe,  (which  I  can  never  believe)  they  mould  prove 
two  feveral  men  at  laft,  I  don't  find  that  I'm  fool 
enough  ;to  think  of  marrying  either  of  'em  ;  nor 
(whatever  airs  I  give  myfelf)  am  I  yet  mad  enough 

to  do  worfe  with  'em Well !  fince  I  don't  deiign   to 

come  to  a  clofe  engagement  myfelf,  then,  why  fhou'd  I 
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not  generoufly  (land  out  of  the  way,  and  make  room  for  i 
one  that  wou'd  ?  no,  I  can't  do  that  neither — I  want,  j 
methinks  to  convict  him  firft  of  being  one  and  the  fame 
perfon,  and  then  to  have  him  convince  my  coulin,  that 

he  likes  me  better  than  her Ay,  that  wou'd  do  !  and 

to  confefs  my  infirmity,  I  flill  find  (tho'  I  don't  care  this 
for  the  fellow)  while  fhe  has  ihe  affurance  to  nourifh  the 
leaft  hope  of  getting  him  from  me,  I  mall  never  be  hear 
tily  eafy,  'till  fhe's  heartily  mortified.  [A/Me. 

Sjl.  You  feem  very  much  concern'd  for  the  Colonel's 
misfortune,  coufin. 

Clar.  His  misfortunes  feldom  hold  him  long,  as  you 
may  fee ;  for  he  comes. 

Enter  Atall,  as  Mr.  Freeman. 

Syt.  Blefs  me ! 

At*  I  am  forry,  madam,  I  cou'd  not  be  more  pundlual 
to  your  obliging  commands :  But  the  accident  that  pre 
vented  my  coming  fooner,  will,  I  hope,  now  give  me 
a  pretence  to  a  better  welcome  than  my  laft ;  for  now, 
Madam,  \to  Clar.]  your  miitake's  fet  right,  Iprefume, 
and  I  hope  you  won't  expedl  Mr.  Freeman  to  anTwer  for 
all  the  mifcarriages  of  Colonel  Standfaft. 

Clar.  Not  in  the  leaft,  Sir :  The  Colonel's  able  to 
anfwer  for  himfelf,  I  find  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

At*  Was  not  my  fervant  with  you,  madam  ? 


[To  Sylvia. 
I.     I'll 


SyZ.  Yes,  yes,  Sir,  he  has  told  us  all.  I'll  feem  to 
believe  any  thing  rather  than  not  engage  him  from 
her.  [AJtde.]  And  I  am  forry  you  have  paid  fo  dear 
for  a  proof  of  your  innocence  :  Had  you  come  two  mi 
nutes  fooner,  you  would  have  been  as  much  furpriz'd  as 
we;  for  the  Colonel,  that  ilrange  image  of  you,  was 
here. 

At.  O  dear  madam,  why  would  you  part  with  him, 
when  I  had  fent  you  word  before,  I  wou'd  be  with  you 
as  foon  as  my  wound  was  dreft. 

Syl._  'Twas  not  in  our  power  to  keep  him,  Sir;  for 
it  feems  the  fame  officer  that  miftook  you  for  him,  pur- 
fu'd  him  hither,  and  hurried  him  away  to  prifon. 

At.  I'd  give  the  world  methinks  to  fee  him !    What 
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fay  you,  Madam,  have   you  curiofity   enough   to  take 
coach  immediately,  and  carry  me  to  him  ? 

Syl.  You'll  excufe  me  if  I  don't  deiire  to  bring  you  to 
gether  ;  efpecially  while  the  fmart  of  the  wound  you 
receiv'd  upon  his  account  is  fo  frefli  upon  you;  I  wouM 
Hot  hazard  you  in  a  new  quarrel. 

Clar.  Lard  !  how  happy  the  creature  is.  \_AJide. 

At.  O  f y  !  Madam,  upon  my  faith,  I  have  not  the 
leaft  malice  in  the  world  to  the  gentleman. 

Clar.  Nor  the  gentleman  to  you,  I  dare  fwear,  Sir ! 
ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  for  aflurance  and  credulity — I  thank  my 
jtars  I  never  faw  a  couple  better  matched  in  my  life  be 
fore!  ha!  ha!  Whywon't  yougo  to  the  meffenger's,  cou- 
fin,  and  prove  me  in  the  wrong  ?  you'll  fee  no  danger  of 
a  new  quarrel,  take  my  word  for't ;  for  I'm  ftrangely 
afraid  that  the  only  way  in  nature  to  bring  this  gentleman 
and  the  Colonel  face  to  face,  is  to  hold  him  a  looking 
glafs !  ha  !  ha  ! 

At.  I  hope,  madam,  you  won't  take  it  ill,  if  the  fury 
of  this  accufation  fhou'd  not  raife  me  to  a  defire  of  con 
vincing  you  of  my  innocence  ;  while  this  lady's  fatisfy'4- 
of  it,  you'll  pardon  me,  if  I  am  not  under  the  leaft  degree 
of  concern  about  it.  . 

Syl.  And  for  me,  coufin,  I  fliall  make  but  few  words 
with  you ;  you  may  endeavour  as  much  as  you  pleafe,  to 
amufe  and  confound  me  with  fears,  doubts,  and  jea- 
loufies  of  perfons,  but  neither  all  the  truth,  or  artifice 
under  heaven,  will  be  able  to  convince  me,  that  this 
gentleman  is  not  this  gentleman — and  therefore  unlefs 
you  can  prove  him  to  be  nobody  at  all,  I'd  advife  you  to 
fet  your  heart  at  reft ;  for  v  hat  I  defign,  you'll  find,  I 
lhall  come  to  a  fpeedy  refolution  in. 

At.  O  generous  refolution  ! 

Clar.  Well,  madam,  fince  you  are  fo  tenacious  of 
your  conqueft,  I  hope  you'll  give  me  the  fame  liberty  ; 
and  not  expedl  the  next  time  you  fall  a  crying,  at  the 
Colonel's  gallantry  to  me,  that  my  good-nature  Ihou'd 
give  you  up  my  pretenfions  to  him.  'And  for  you,  Sir, 
I  mail  only  tell  you,  this  laft  plot  was  not  fo  clofely 
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•laid,  but  that  a  woman  of  a  very  {lender  capacity,  you'll 
Jind,  has  wit  enough  to  difcover  it.  [Exit  Clar. 

At*  So  !  fhe's  gone  to  the  meflenger's,  I  fuppofe — 
but,  poor  foul,  her  intelligence  there  will  be  extreamly 
fmall.  \_Afide.~\  Well,  madam,  I  hope  at  laftyour  icruples 
are  over. 

Syl.  You  can't  blame  me,  Sir,  if  now  we  are  alone, 
I  own  myfelf  a  little  more  furpris'd  at  her  pofidvenefs, 
than  my  woman's  pride  wou'd  let  me  confefs  before  her 
face;  and  yet  methinks  there  is  a  native  honefty  in  your 
look,  that  tells  me  I  am  not  miftaken,  and  may  truft  you 
with  my  heart. 

At.  O  !  for  pity  flill  preferve  that  tender  thought,  and 
fave  me  from  defpair. 

Enter  Clerimont. 

Cler.  Ha  !  Freeman  again  !  is  it  poffible  ? 

At.  How  now,  Clerimont,  what  are  you  furpriz'd  at  ? 

Cler.  Why  to  fee  thee  almoft  in  two  places  at  one 
time  ;  'tis  but  this  minute,  I  met  the  very  image  of  thee 
with  the  mob  about  a  coach,  in  the  hands  of  a  meflen- 
ger,  whom  I  had  the  curiofity  to  flop  and  call  to  ;  and 
had  no  other  proof  of  his  not  being  thee,  but  that  the 
fpark  wou'd  not  know  me  ! 

Sy/.  Strange  !  I  almoft  think  I'm  really  not  deceiv'd, 

Cler.  'Twas  certainly  Clarinda  I  faw  go  out  in  a  chair 

juft  now it  muft  be  me the  circumftances  are 

too  flrong  for  a  miftake.  [Afide* 

Syl.  Well,  Sir,  to  cafe  you  of  your  fears,  now  I  dare 
own  to  you,  that  mine  are  over.  [To  Atall. 

'  Cler.  What  a  Coxcomb  have  I  made  myfelf,  10  ferve 
my  Rival  e'en  with  my  own  Miitrefs  ?  but  'tis  at  lead 
fome  eafe  to  know  him  :  All  I  have  to  hope  is,  that  he 
does  not  know  the  afs  he  has  made  of  me — that  might 
indeed  be  fatal  to  him.  \Afide. 

Enter  Sylvia's  Aunt. 

Aunt.  O,  my  dear  Niece,  I'm  glad  I've  found  you  : 
your  father  and  I  have  been  hunting  you  all  the  tcnvn 
over. 

Sjl,  My  father  in  town  ? 
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Aunt.  He  waits  below  in  the  coach  for  you  :  He  muft 
needs  have  you  come  away  this  minute;  and  talks  of  ha 
ving  you  married  this  very  night  to  the  fine  Gentleman  he 
fpoke  to  you  of. 

Syl.  What  do  I  hear? 

At.  If  ever  foft  companion  touch'd  your  foul,  give  me 
a  word  of  comfort  in  this  laft  diftrefs,  tofave  me  from  the 
horrors  that  furround  me. 

Syl.  You  fee  we  are  obferved — but  yet  depend  upon 
my  faith,  as  on  my  life — in  the  mean  time,  I'll  ufe  my  ut- 
moft  power  to  avoid  my  father's  hafty  will :  In  two  hours 
you  (hall  know  my  fortune  and  my  family— Now  don't 
follow  me,  as  you'd  prefervemy  friendfhip.  Come — ma 
dam.  [Exit  •with  Aunt. 

At.  Death  !  how  this  news  alarms  me  !  I  never  felt 
the  pains  of  love  before. 

Cler.  Now  then  to  eafe,  or  to  revenge  my  fears— this 
fudden  change  of  your  countenance,  Mr.  Atall,  looks  as 
if  you  had  a  mind  to  banter  your  friend  into  a  belief  of 
your  being  really  in  love  with  the  lady  that  juft  now  left 
you. 

At.  Faith,  Clerimont,  I  have  too  much  concern  upon 
me  at  this  time,  to  be  capable  of  a  banter ;  or  if  J  were, 
I  don't  fee  any  ufe  it  would  be 'of  in  this  affair:  but  to 
deal  at  once  iincerely  with  you,  there's  fomething  in  this 
creature's  beauty  and  foft  temper,  that  ftirs  my  veryrea- 
fon  into  a  tendernefsj  that  all  her  glittering  fex  could 
never  raife  me  to. 

Cler.  Ha  !  he  feems  really  touch'd,  and  I  begin  now 
only  to  fear  Clarindcts  conduct — Well,  Sir,  if  it  be  fo,  I'm 
glad  to  fee  a  convert  of  you  ;  and  now  in  return  to  the 
Ettle  fervices  I  have  done  you,  in  helping  you  to  carry  on 
your  affair  with  both  thefe  ladies  at  one  time,  give  me 
Jeave  to  afk  a  favour  of  you — Be  ftill  fmcere,  and  we  may 
fiiil  be  friends. 

At.   YOQ  furprife  me — but  ufe  me  as  you  find  me. 

Cler.  Have  you  no  acquaintunce  with  a  certain  lady, 
whom  you  have  lately  heard  me  own  I  was  unfortunate 
ly  in  love  with  ? 

At.  Not  that  I  know  of,  I'm  fure  not  as  the  lady  you 
are  in  love  with:  but  pray  why  do  you  a(k  ? 
D    2 
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Chr.  Come,  I'll  be  fincere  with  you  too :  Becatjfe  I 
have  ftrong  circumftances,  that  convince  me  'tis  one  of 
thofe  two  you  have  been  fo  bufy  about. 

At.  Not  (he  you  faw  with  me,  I  hope. 

Cler.  No,  I  mean  the  other Bat,  to  clear  the 

doubt  at  once,    is  her  name  Clarinda  ? 

At.  I  own  it  is :  But  had  I  the  leaft  been  warn'd  of 
your  pretences — 

Cler.  Sir,  I  dare  believe  you,  and  tho*  you  may  have 
prevailed  even  againft  her  honour,  your  ignorance  of 
my  paffion  for  her  makes  you  Hand  at  leaft  excus'd  to 
me. 

At.  No,  by  all  the  folemn  proteftations  tongue  can 
utter,  her  honour  is  untainted  yet  for  me ;  nay,  even 
unattempted  :  Nor  had  I  ever  an  opportunity,  that 
cou'd  encourage  the  moft  diftant  thought  againft  it. 

Cler.  You  own  me  has  received  your  gallantries  at 
leaft! 

At.  Faith,  not  to  be  vain,  fhe  has  indeed  taken  fome 
pains  to  pique  her  coufin  about  me  ;  and  if  her  beautiful 
coufm  had  not  fallen  in  my  way  at  the  fame  time,  I 
muft  own  'tis  very  poffible,  I  might  have  endeavour'd 
to  pufh  my  Fortune  with  her  :  But  fince  I  now  know 
your  heart,  put  my  friend fhip  to  a  trial. 

Cler.  Only  this If  I  fhou'd    be  reduc'd  to  afk 

it  of  you,  promife  to  confefs  your  impofture,  and  your 
paffion   to  her   coufin,   before  her  face. 

At.  There's  my  hand, — I'll  do't,  to  right  my  friend 
and  miftrefs.  But,  dear  Clerimont,  you'll  pardon  me, 
if  I  leave  you  here  :  For  my  poor  Incognita's  Affairs  at 
this  time  are  in  a  very  critical  condition. 

Cler.   No  ceremony 1  releafe  you.— 

At.  Adieu. 

Cler.  Women  !  What  crazy  vefTels  do  we  trufl  our 
fortunes  in  ? 

Now  will  I  reproach  her,  humble  her  into  fhame ; 

Defpife  and  leave  her  to  her  vanities  for  ever. 

Ha !  fhe's  here. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Clar.  I  am  more  confounded  now  than  evrer.  •  I 
fcarce  know  what  to  think— The  meflenger  confefies 
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the  colonel  is  ftill  his  prifoner,    but  that  his  orders   are 

to  give  no  foul   admittance  to  him Ha!    Clerimont ! 

pray  Heav'n  he  has  not  difcovered  me  ! 

Cler.  You  feem  difordcr'd,  Madam  fame  cruel 

difappointment  has,  I  fear,    befallen  you. 

Clar.  'Tisfo!  I  fee  by  his  aflurance — O  guilt!  what 
cowards  doft  thou  make,  of  us— —But  let  him  not 
infult  too  far.  [Afide. 

Cler.  What!  not  a  word?  Are  you  confcious  of  any 
wrong  you  have  done  me,  Madam,  that  you  fland  thus 
confounded  at  the  fight  of  me  ? 

Clar.  You  have  a  very  familiar  vv.ay  of  exprefling 
yourfelf,  Sir  ! 

Cler.  'Twas  my  opinion  of  your  virtue,  Madam, 
that  kept  me  humble :  But  now  that's  loft,  methinks, 
you  fhou'd  expect  to  be  treated  as  you  are —  • 

Clar.  What  do  you  mean  ! 

Cler.  That  two  lovers  and  reputation  are  incon- 
fiftent. 

Clar.  What !  has  your  vanity  then  flatter'd  you,  to 
fuppofe  I  receiv'd  you  for  one? 

Cler.  Oh !  Why  truly,  Madam,  coniidering  the  con- 
verfation  that  has  pafs'd  between  us,  I  do  ftill  infifr, 
that  I  might  pretend  to  the  poll :  But  in  love,  as  in 
war,  a  man  of  honour  can't  fee  another  put  over  his 
head,  without  laying  down  his  commiffion  at  leaft : 
For,  'twere  as  infamous  to  ferve  you  now,  as  'twould 
have  once  been  glorious. 

Clar*  'Tis  falfe !    you  never  thought  fo The  man. 

that  really  loves,  wou'd  not  dare  to  fee  the  faults  you 
tax  me  with  ;  much  lefs  with  fuch  malicious  infolence 
to  tell  me  of  'em. 

Cler.  Come  !  Come  !  you  know  I  lov'd  you  to  a  fol 
ly,  or  you  had  never  dar'd  to  ufe  me  thus. 

Clar.  The  man  that  fcerns  to  Hand  a  woman's  idle 
trial  of  his  temper,  gives  better  proofs  of  difcerning 
malice,  than  his  paffion. 

Cler.  He  that  fears  to  upbraid  a  woman  for  aban- 
don'd  liberties,    like  yours,  may  by  his  filence  (what- 
'  ever  her  pretence  is)  encourage  her  to  makff  a  real  ufe 
of  'era.  D 
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C/er.  A  Good-nature  would  at  leaft  impute  the  fault 
rather  to  want  of  judgment,  than  of  virtue  :  But  I  am 
glad  I  am  fo  early  warn'd  againft  your  temper;  had  I 
never  try'd  it,  my  trufting  it  too  far,  as  once  my  folly 
thought  t">  do,  might  have  made  me  miferable  for  ever. 

Cler.  How  fubtilly  that  foft  thought  melts  down  my 
anger  !  1  dare  not  look  on  her. 


Enter  Wiftiwell. 

Wijh.  Madam,  Sir  Solomon  defires  to  fpeak  with  you, 
he  has  juft  received  a  letter  out  of  Yorkjhir*  from  the 
gentleman's  father,  that  is  proposed  to  marry  you. 

Clar.  Coming.  [£W/Wi(h. 

Cler.  You  muft  not,  mail  not  cannot  ftir  on 

this  occafion. 

Clar  I'll  go,  by  all  the  injuries  I  have  borne  from 
you  —  I'll  do  at  leaft  a  juftice  to  my  fame,  and  wed  the 
gr^fTeft  fool  alive,  rather  than  not  revenge  me  on  the 
fancy  jealoufy  that  durft  attaint  it. 

Cler.  Hear  me  but  one  word, 

Clar.  Never,  but  for  your  greater  torment  know  — 
You've  loft  a  heart  that  wounds  itfelf  for  you.  [Exit. 

Cler.  O  cruel  kindnefs-!  why  fo  late  confefs'd  ?  What 
wou'd  not  this  fecret  told  in  gentler  terms  have  wrought 
me  to  !  But  'tis  the  fex's  nature  to  be  vainly  cruel. 

^T/jf/e  kind  Thoughts  onvrfd  infpite,  too  plainly  prove  ', 
'with  them  hasfweeter  charms  than  love. 

[Exit. 
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A  C  T    V.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

F£*       SCENE      continues. 

Enter  Clerimont  and  Carelefs. 

Cler.      A    N  D    fo  you  took  the  opportunity  of  her 
J~\.  fainting,    to  carry    her  off:    Pray  how  long 
did  her  fit  laft  ? 

Care.  Why,  faith,  I  fo  humour'd  her  affectation,  that  'tis 
hardly  over  yet ;  for  I  told  her,  her  life  was  in  danger, 
and  fwore,  if  (he  wou'd.not  let  me  fend  for  a  Parfon  to 
marry  her,  before  (he  died,  I'd  that  minute  fend  for  a 
fhroud,  and  be  buried  alive  with  her  in  the  fame  coffin : 
But,  at  the  apprehenfion  of  fo  terrible  a  thought,  (he 
pretended  to  be  frightened  into  her  right  fenfes  again  ; 

and  forbid  me  her  fight  forever fo  that  in  mort,  my 

impudence  is  almoft  exhaufted,  her  affectation  is  as  un- 
furmountable  as  another's  real  virtue,  and  I  mull  e'en 
catch  her  that  way,  or  die  without  her  at  laft. 

Cltr.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Care.  Why,  if  I  find  I  can't  impofe  upon  her  by 
humility,  which  I'll  try,  I'll  e'en  turn  rival  to  myfelf 
in  a  very  fantafticai  figure,  that  I'm  fure  me  won't  be 
able  to  refift,  &c.  You  rnuft  know  (he  has  of  late  been 
flatter'd  that  Lhe  Mufto<vite  Prince  Alexander  is  dying  for 
her,  though  he  never  fpoke  to  her  in  his  life. 

Cler.  I  underfland  you  :  fo  you'd  firft  venture  to  pique 
her  againft  you,  and  then  let  her  marry  you  in  another 
perfon,  to  be  reveng'd  of  you. 

Care.  On*  of  the  two  ways,  I  am  pretty  fure  to  fuc- 
ceed. 

Cler.  Extravagant  enough  !     Pr'ythee,    is  Sir  Solomon' 
in  the  next  room  ? 

Care.  What,   you  want  his  afliflance ?   Clarinde£&  iri: 
her  airs  again  ! 

D  4 
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Cler.  Faith,  Carelefs,  I  am  almofl  afhamed  to  tell  yoa, 
but  I  muft  needs  fpeak  with  him. 

Care.  Come  along  then.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Supple,  and  Captain  Strutt. 
Sup.  If  you  pleafe  to  walk  in,  Sir,   my  Mailer  will 
wait  upon  you  prefently Here  he  " 


Enter  Sir  Solomon. 

Caff.  Your  fervant,   Sir. 

Sir  So/.  Oh  !  yours,  Sir.  Have  you  any  commands 
for  me  ? 

Capt.  Sir,  I  hear  you  are  a  man  of  honour,  and  un- 
derftand  a  fword. 

Sir  Sot.  Sir,  I  know  a  little  of  the  law,  and  I  believe 
that's  as  well. 

C-apt*  But  men  of  honour  are  above  law,  Sir,  and  I 
have  been  once  with  you  before,  Sir;  and  I  come  now 
to  tell  you,  once  for  all,  that  if  I  don't  marry  your 
niece,  you  muft  meet  me  behind  Montagu  Houfe. 

Sir  Sol.  Meet  you  !    for  what,  Sir  ? 

Capt.  With  your  fword  in  hand,    Sir. 

Sir  Sol.  By  gingo,  captain,  but  I  won't  — I  don't 
like  your  company  fo  well. 

Capt.  Then,    Sir,   I'll  poft  you  for  a  coward. 

Sir  Sol.  Then,  Sir,  you'll  poft  yourfelf  for  a  mad 
man *For  I'm  a  citizen  of  London,  have  fined  for 

alderman,  ami  will  fight  with  ne'er  a  beggarly  rake  of 
you  all. 

Capt.  Then,  I  muft  tell  you,  Sir,  you  are  a  pitiful 
putt,  and  have  neither  honour  nor  courage. 

Sir  Sol.  And  I  muft  tell  you,  Sir,  I  have  both  ;  for 
I  pay  my  debts,    and  fear  no  bailiff  alive,  Sir 
which  I  believe,  is  more  than  you  can  fay,  moft  terrible 
csptain . 

Capt.  Look  you,  Sir,  I'll  fpoil  her  fortune,  I'll  fol- 
lew  her  to  the  church,  and  the  play-houfe;  I'll  knock 
every  man  down  that  looks  at  her,  and  cut  every  cox 
comb's  throaC*lhat  pretends  to  her. 

Sir  So/.  Sir,  if  you  talk  at  this  rate  to  me,  I'll  fwear 
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the  peace  againft  you,  and  bind  you  to  a  ftrange  com 
panion,  your  good  behaviour. 

Enter  Clerimont. 

Cler.  What's  the  matter,   Sir  Solomon  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Why,  here's  an  impertinent  beggarly  fellow, 
fwears  he'll  have  my  niece,  or  cut  my  throat. 

Cler.  How,  Sir  ! 

Capt.  Sir,  I'm  in  love  \vit1i  his  niece,  among  the  reft 
ef  the  great  fortunes  of  the  town:  Sir,  I  have  followed 
her  at  a  diitance  thefe  twelve  months,  and  have  fpentan 
hundred  pounds  after  her  in  fair  perriwigs,  red  ftockings, 
and  {word  knots. 

Cler.  Did  you  ever  {peak  to  her,  Sir  ? 

Capt.  No,  Sir,  but  I  have  done  all  that's  neceffary, 
or  ufual  with  foldiers.  I  have  toafted  her,  bow'dtoher, 
walk'd  wkh  my  arms  acrofs,  and  ogled  her. 

Cler.  [Looking  nearly  on  him}  Hum  !  is  not  your  name 
Strutt  ? 

Capt.  Ay,  Sir,  Capt.  Strutt,  and  as  good  a  family— 

Cler.  As  ever  was  kick'd,  Sirrah  !  Was  not  you  my 
father's  footman  at  the  revolution  ?  I'll  cool  your  love, 
Mr.  Dog.  [Kicks  him, 

Sir  Sol.  By  Gingo,  Captain,  I  did  not  know  you 
would  take  a  beating -There now,  ha'n't  1  cou 
rage,  Captain  ? 

Capt.  Sir,  as  I  was  your  father's  footman,  I  take 
thefe  blov»s ;  but  as  a  I  am  a  Captain  of  the  militia 

Cler.  You'll  take  'em  better,  I  know — [Kicks  him  again. 

Capt.  Blood  !   Sir don't  think,   Sir, damme, 

Sir,  I'fhall  expect  fatisfa&ion.  [Exit. 

Sir  Sol.  O  dear  Mr.  Clerimont,  I'm  perfuaded  he'll 
fight  yet. 

Cler.  Never  apprehend  it,  Sir.  I  vow  I  did  not  know 
the  rogue,  he  was  fo  alter'd. 

Sir  Sol.  Really,  Sir,  my  niece  and  I  are  extreamly 
eblig'd  to  you  for  this :  and  to  (hew  you  I'm  in  earneft, 
if  you  like  the  conditions  I  told  you  of,  me's  your's. 

Cler.  That  indeed  was  my  bufmefs  to  you  now,  Sir, 
and  if  you  pleafe— - 

D  S 
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Sir  Sol.  Here's  company,  come  into  the  next  room. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Lady  Dainty,  Lady  Sadlife  and  Carelefs. 

Lady  D.  This  rude  boifterous  man  has  given  me  a 
thoufarid  diforders ;  the  cholick,  the  fpleen,  the  palpi 
tation  of  the  heart,  and  convulfions  all  over— huh  !  huh  ! 
—I  muft  fend  for  the  doclor. 

Lady  Sad.  Come,  come,  madam,  e'en  pardon  him,  and 
let  him  be  your  phyiician — do  but  obferve  his  penitence 
fo  humble  he  dares  not  fpeak  to  you. 

Care.  [Folds  bis  arms  and  fight.]  Oh  ! 

Lady  Sad.  How  can  you  hear  him  figh  fo  ? 

Lady  D.  Nay  let  him  groan — for  nothing  but  his 
pangs  can  eafe  me. 

Care.  [Kneels  and  prefents  her  his  drawn  Sword;  opening 
lisbreajl.]  Be  then  at  once  moft  barbaroufly  juft,  and 
take  your  vengeance  here. 

Lady  D.  No,  I  give  thee  life  to  makethee  miferable; 
live,  that  my  refenting  eyes  may  kill  thee  every  hour. 

Care.  Nay  then,  there's  no  relief  but — this — 

[Offering  at  his  fiver  d,   Lady  Sadlife  holds  him. 

Lady  Sad.  Ah  !  for  mercy'sjfake — barbarous  creature, 
how  can  you  fee  him  thus  ? 

Lady  D.  Why,  I  did  not  bid  him  kill  himfelf :  but  do 
you  really  think  he  wou'd  ha'  don't  ? 

Lady  Sad.  Certainly,  if  I  had  not  prevented  it. 

Lady  D.  Strange  paflion  !  but  'tis  its  nature  to  be  vio 
lent,  when  one  makes  it  defpair. 

Lady  Sad.  Won't  you  fpeak  to  him  ? 

LadyZ).  No,  but  if  your— is  enough  concern'd  to  be 
his  friend,  you  may  tell  him — not  that  it  really  is  fo— 
but  you  may  fay — you  believe  I  pity  him. 

Lady  Sad.  Sure  love  was  never  more  ridiculous  on 
both  fides. 

Enter  Wifhwell. 

Wijh.  Madam,  here's  a  page  from  Prince  Alexander, 
defires  to  give  a  letter  into  your  ladyfhip's  own  hands. 

Lady  D.  Prince  Alexander  !  what  means  my  heart  ?  I 
come  to  him. 

iady  Sad.  By  no  means,  madam,  pray  let  him  come  in 
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.  Ha  !  Prince  Alexander!  nay,  then  I  have  found 
out  ihe  fecret  of  this  coldnefs,  madam. 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  Madam,  his  Royal  Highnefs  Prince  Alexander^ 
my  matter,  has  commanded  me  on  pain  of  death,  thus 
{kneeling}  to  deliver  this,  the  burning  fecret  of  his  heart. 

LadyZ).  O  grace  of  grandeur!  happy,  happy,  climate  ! 
where  fuch  reipeft,  and  high  diitinclions  are  familiar. 

Reads. 

tf  Moft  Divine  Lady, 

"  THE  fery  fate  that's  darted  from  the  Cannon's 
ttmouth,isnotfo.fureorfudden,*as  the  fubtile  lightning 
tl  of  your  refulgent  eyes  :  (Enchanting)  like  death,  you  level 
"  Princes  with  the  peafant  :  (frrettilible)  /  beg  the  imme- 
*'  diateeafe,  and  honour  of  kij/tng  your  fair  hands  in  p  erf  on  t 
* (  that  I  may  felence  at  once  all  faucy  rivals  hopes,  and  onun 
' '  the  paffion  of  a  Prince,  rwhofe  wounds  are  only  worthy  the 
4t  relief  of  fuch  immortal  beauty. 

Tranfcendent  glory  !  this  is  indeed  a  conqueft,  worthy 
xny  fex's  highefl  pride  i 

Care.  So  !  me  bites  rarely. 

Lady  Sad.  She'll  fwallow  all,  ne'er  doubt  it.     \Afide* 

Lady  D.  Where  is  the  Prince  1 

Page.  Repos'd  in  private  on  a  mourning  pallat,  'till 
your  commands  vouch fafe  to  raife  him. 

Lady  Sad-.  By  all  means  receive  him  here  immediately, 
I  have  the  honour  to  be  a  little  known  to  his  Highnefs,, 

Lady  D.  The  favour,  Madam,  is  too  great  to  be  re- 
frfted  :  Pray  tell  his  Highnefs  then,  the  honour  of  the 
vifit  he  defjgns  me,  makes  me  thankful,  and  impatient! 
huh  !  huh  !  [Exit  Page. 

Care.  Are  my  fufferings,  madam,  fo  foon  forgot  then ! 
was  I  but  flatter'd  with  the  hope  of  pity  ? 

Lady  D.  The  happy  have  whole  days,  and  thofe  they 
choofe.  [refenting.]  The  unhappy  have  but  hours,  and 
thofe  they  lofe.  [Exit  relating. 

Lady  Sadt  Don't  you  lofe  a  minute  then. 
D  6 
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Care*  I'll  warrant  you  —  ten  thoufand  thanks,  dear  ma 
dam,  I'll  be  transform'd  in  a  fecond— 

[  Exeunt  federally, 

Enter  Clarinda  in  Man's  Habit. 

Clar.  So  !  I'm  in  for't  now  !  how  I  mail  come  off,  I 
Can't  tell  :  'twas  but  a  bare  faving  game  I  made  with 
Clerimont  ;  his  refentment  had  brought  my  pride  to  its 
laft  legs,  difTembling  :  And  if  the  poor  man  had  not 
lov'd  me  too  well,  I  had  made  but  a  difmal  humble 
figure  I  have  us'd  him  ill,  that's  certain,  ^nd  he  may 
e'en  thank  himfelf  for't  —  he  would  be  fmcere,  and  I  faw 
I  was  fure  of  him—  which  was  more  than  I  cou'd  fay  by 
my  double-fac'd  Colonel,  whom  confequently  1  was  in 
fear  of  lofing:  Befide,  I  cou'd  not  bear  to  let  another 
drefs  up  her  vanity  in  any  lover  of  mine,  tho'  I  did  not 
defign  to  wear  him  myfelf  —  Well,  (begging  >my  fex's 
pardon)  we  do  make  the  fillieft  tyrants  —  we  had  better 
be  reafonable  ;  for  to  do  'em  right)  we  don't  run  half 
the  hazard  in  obeying  the  good  fenfe  of  a  lover  ;  at 
leaft,  I'm  reduc'd  now  to  make  the  experiment—  Here 
they  come. 


Sir  Solomon  and  Clerimont. 

Sir  SoL  What  have  we  here  !  another  captain?  if  I 
were  fure  he  were  a  coward  now,  I'd  kick  him  before  he 
•fpeaks  —  Is  your  bufmefswith  me,  Sir? 

Clar.  If  your  name  be  Sir  Solomon  Sadlife. 

Sir  SoL  Yes,  Sir,  it  is,  and  I'll  maintain  it,  as  antient 
as  any,  and  related  to  moft  of  the  families  in  England. 

Clar.  My  bufmefs  will  convince  you,  Sir,  that  1  think 
well  of  it. 

Sir  Sol.  And  what  is  your  bufmefs,  Sir  ? 

Clar.  Why,  Sir—  you  have  a  pretty  kinfwoman  call'd 
Clarinda  . 

Cler.  Ha! 

Sir  Sol.  And  what  then,  Sir  —  >—  fuch  a  Rogue  as 
t'other.  [;4/ide> 

'Clar,  Now,  Sir,  I  have  feen  her,  and  am  iu  love  with 
her. 
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Cler.  Say  you  fo,  Sir ! — I  may  chance  to  cure  you  of 
it.  [Afide. 

Clar.  And  to  back  mypretenfions,  Sir,  I  have  a  good 
fifteen  hundred  poamds  a  year  eftate,  and  am,  as  you  fee, 
a  pretty  fellow  into  the  bargain. 

Sii  Sol.  She  that  marries  you,  Sir,  will  have  a  choice 
bargain  indeed. 

C/ar,  In  fhort,  Sir,  I'll  give  you  a  theufand  guineas 
to  make  up  the  match. 

Sir  Set.  Hum — [AfideC\  But,  Sir,  my  niece  is  provi 
ded  for. 

Cler.  That's  well.  [A/Me. 

Sir  So!.  But  if  (he  were  not,  Sir,  I  muft  tell  you,  me 
is  not  to  be  caught  with  a  fmock  face  and  a  feather,  Sir 
— — and and -let  me  fee  you  an  hour  hence.  [AJtde. 

Clar.  Well  faid,  Uncle.  [Apde.]*- But,  Sir,  I'm  in 
love  with  her,  and  pofitively  will  have  her. 

Sir  Sol.  Whether  me  likes  you  or  no.  Sir  ? 

C/ar,  Like  me  !  ha  !  ha  !  I'd  feign  fee  a  woman  that 
diflikes  a  pretty  fellow  with  fifteen  hundred  poundba  year, 
a  white  wig,  and  black  eye-brows* 

Cler.  Hark  you,  young  gentleman,  there  muft  go 
more  than  all  this,  to  the  gaining  of  that  lady. 

[Takes  Clarinda  afide. 

Sir  ScL  [AJlde\.  A  thoufand  guineas!  that's  five  hun 
dred  more  than  1  propos'd  to  get  of  Mr.  Clerimont — but 
my  honour  is  engag'd — ay,  but  then  here's  a  thoufand 
pounds  to  releafe  it — now  mail  I  take  the  money,  it 
muil  be  fo — coin  will  carry  it. 

Clar.  Oh,  Sir,  if  that  be  all,  I'll  foon  remove  your  doubts 
and  pretenfions Come,  Sir,  I'll  try  your  courage. 

Cler.  I  am  afraid  you  won't,  young  gentleman. 

Clar.  As  young  as  I  am,  Sir,  you  mall  find  1  fcorn  to 
turn  my  back  to  any  man— -  [Exeunt  Clar.  and  Cler. 

Sir  Sol.  Ha  !  they  are  gone  to  fight — with  all  my 
heart — a  fair  chance  at  leaft  for  a  better  bargain  :  For 
if  the  young  fpark  fhou'd  let  the  air  into  my  friend 
C/erimoKf's  midriff  now,  it  may  poflibly  cool  his  love 
too,  and  then  there's  my  honour  fafe,  and  a  thoufand 
,  guineas  [Exit* 
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Enter  Lad}  Dainty,  and  Lady  Sadlife. 

Lady  Z).  Don't  you  think  the  Prince  long  ?  But  great 
perfons  are  diflinguifh'd  by  a  peculiar  flownefs  in,  their 
motion. 

Lady  Sad.  Now  am  I  furpris'd  atyourcuriofity  :  For 
I'm  confident  you  won't  like  him  when  you  fee  him. 

Lady  D.  I  have  feen  him  enpajfant  from  my  window, 
and  if  the  diilance  did  not  deceive  me,  I  thought  there 
was  fomething  fo  agreeably  bizarre  in  his  appearance. 

Lady  Sad.  Extremely  bizarre  indeed,  for  he  has  a  fierce 
tawny  face,  and  odious  whifkers. 

Lady  D.  Which  in  fome  countries  are  allow'd  the  moft 
diftinguiming  marks  of  beauty. 

Lady  Sad.  But  your  ladyfhip,  I  know,  allows  no 
beauty,  without  a  certain  delicacy  and  tendernefs  of 
perfon. 

Lady  D.  Urn — that's  partly  true  ;  but  the  idea  I 
have  conceiv'd  of  the  Prince's  figure,  has  in  fome  mea- 
fure — remov'd  that  fickly  weaknefs  of  my  talle. 

Lady  Sad.  I  am  glad  to  find  your  ladyfhip  a  little  re- 
concil'd  to  the  ufeful  beauties  of  a  lover — but  here  com-es 
the  Prince. 

Enter  Carelefs  as  Prince  Alexander. 

Lady  D.  Your  highnefs,  Sir,  has  done  me  honour  in 
this  vifit 

Care,  Madam —  \Salutes  her*, 

Lady  />.  A  captivating  perfon  ! 

Cart.  May  the  days  be  taken  from  my  life,  and  added 
to  yours ! — moft  incomparable  beauty  !  whiter  than  the 
fnow,  that  lies  the  year  about  unmeited  on  our  Rujfian 
mountains. 

Lady  D.  How  manly  his  expreflions  are — we  are  ex 
tremely  oblig'd  to  the  Czar  for  not  taking  your  highnefs 
home  with  him. 

Care.  He  left  me,  madam,  to  learn  to  be  a  Ship-Car 
penter. 

Lady  Sad.  A  very  politic  accomplishment ! 

Lady  Z).  And  in  a  prince  entirely  new. 
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Care.  All  his  nobles,  Madam,  are  matters  of  fome 
ufeful  fcience,  and  mod  of  our  arms  are  quarter'd  with 
mechanical  inftruments,  as  hatchets,  hammers,  pickaxes, 
and  hand-faws. 

Lady  D.  I  admire  the  manly  manners  of  your  court. 

Lady  Sad.  Oh  !  fo  infinitely  beyond  the  foft  idlenefs 
of  ours. 

Care.  'Tis  the  fafhion,  ladies,  for  the  eaftern  princes 
to  profefs  fome  trade  or  other — The  laft  Grand  Seignior 
was  a  lockfmith— 

Lady  D.  How  new  his  converfation  is  ? 

Care.  Too  rude  I  fear,  madam,  for  fo  tender  a  com- 
pofition  as  your  divine  ladyfhip's 

Lady  D.  Courtly  to  a  foftnefs  too! 

Care.  Were  it  pofiible,  Madam,  that  fo  much  delicacy 
cou'd  endure  the  martial  roughnefs  of  our  manners  and 
our  country,  I  cannot  boaft;  but  if  a  province  at  your 
feet  cou'd  make  you  mine,  that  province  and  its  matter 
fhou'd  be  yours. 

i  ady  D.  Ay  !  here's  grandeur  with  addrefs ;  an  odious 
native  lover  now,  wou'd  have  complain'd  of  the  taxes  per 
haps,  and  have  haggled  with  one  for  a  fcanty  jointure  out 
of  his  horrid  lead-mines,  in  fome  uninhabitable  moun 
tains,  about  an  hundred  and  fourfcoie  miles  from  unheard 
©f  London. 

Care.  I  am  inform'd,  Madam,  there  is  a  certain  poor 
diltrafted  Enghjh  fellow,  that  refus'd  to  quit  his  faucy 
jpretenfions  to  your  all-conquering  beauty,  tho*  he  had 
heard  I  had  myfelf  refolv'd  to  adore  you.  Carelefs,  I 
think,  they  call  him. 

Lady  D.  Your  highnefs  wrongs  your  merit,  to  give  your- 
felf  the  leaft  concern  for  one  fo  much  below  your  fear. 

Care.  When  I  firft  heard  of  him,  I  on  the  inttant  or- 
der'd  one  of  my  retinue  to  ftrike  olF  his  head  with  a  fcirni- 
tar ;  but  they  told  me  the  free  laws  of  England  &\\Q\V' &  of 
no  fuch  power :  fo  that,  tho'  I  am  a  prince  of  the  blood, 
Madam,  I  am  oblig'd  only  to  murder  him  privately. 

Lady  D.  'Tis  indeed  a  reproach  to  the  ill-breeding  of 
our  conftitution,  not  to  admit  your  power  with  your  per- 
fon.  But  if  the  pain  of  my  entire  neglect  can  end  him, 
pray  be  eafy. 
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Care.  Madam,  I'm  not  revengful;  make  him  but  mi-  . 
fcrable  -  I'm  fatisfy'd. 

Lady  D,  you  may  depend  upon't. 

Care.  I'm  in   ftrange  favour  with  her    •  [Afide* 

Pleafe  you,  ladies,  to  make  your  fragrant  fingers  familiar 
with  this  box. 

Lady  D.  Sweet  or  plain,  Sir? 

Care.  Right  Mofco,  Madam,  made  of  the  fculls  of 
conquer'd  enemies. 

Lady  Sad.  Gunpowder,  as  I  live? 

Lady  D.  Every  thing  manly. 

Lady  Sad.  Will  your  highnefs  pleafe  to  amufe  yourfelf 
with  a  dim  of  tea. 

Care.  Excufe  me,  Madam,  'tis  a  liquor  I  never  heard 
of,  and  in  my  own  country  I  am  fam'd  for  regularity  ra 
my  diet;  even  after  a  meal  I  never  exceed  a  gentle  pint 
glafs  of  burnt  Brandy  or  Geneva. 

[A  ncife  of  dogs  larking  without. 

Lady  D,  Ah!  what  noife  is  that? 

Care.  Your  pardon,  Madam  ;  only  a  harmlefs  enter 
tainment  after  my  own  country  fafhion,  that  I  defign'd 
myfelf  the  honour  of  prefenting  your  incomparable  lady- 
Ihip. 

Lady-  Sad.  I  hope  he'll  bring  in  the  bears  upon  her. 


Lady  D.  Pray,  Sir,  what  is  it? 

Care.  Madam,  a  fet  of  Rujfian  ladies  lap-dogs,  that 
dance  to  admiration. 

Lady  D.  By  all  means  admit  Jem  -  I'm  taken  with 
the  humour.  We  have  had  fomething  like  'em  here  in 
England,  Sir  ;  and  all  people  of  falhion  grew  flrangely 
fond  of  'em. 

Care.  They  cou'd  not  be  Englifi  then  -  1  have  feen. 
all  your  Englijb  dancing  -  Madam,  but  I  obferv'd 
thars  generally  performed  -  by  -  fad  dogs  -  pleafe 
you  fit,  ladies. 

A  Dance  to  an  odd  Tune,  'imitating  Mr.  Plnkethman'; 
famous  dancing  Dogs. 

Lady  D.  Infinitely  new,  and  humourous—  but  this 
room's  exceeding  hot  -  -I'm  fainting. 

Care.  Let  this  arm  fupport  you,  Madam.  • 
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Lady  Sad.  The  next  is  cooler;  if  your  highnefs  pleafes 
we'll  withdraw. 

Care.  Madam,  I  am  but  the  needle  to  this  northern 
ftar:  I  wait  on  you.  [Exeunt » 


The   SCENE   changes  to  the.  Field. 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Clerimont. 

Cler.  Come,  Sir,  we  are  fair  enough. 

C/ar.  I  only  wifh  the  lady  were  by,  Sir,  that  the  con 
queror  might  carry  her  off  the  fpot:  I  warrant  Ihe'd  be 
mine. 

Cler.  That,  my  talking  hero,  we  (hall  foon  determine. 

C/ar.  Not  that  I  think  her  handfome,  or  care  a  rufh 
for  her. 

Cler.  You  are  very  mettled,  Sir,  to  fight  for  a  woman 
you  don't  value  ! 

C/ar.  Sir,  I  value  the  reputation  of  a  gentleman,  and 
I  don't  think  any  young  fellow  ought  to  pretend  to  it  till  he 
has  talk'd  himfelf  into  a  lampoon,  loft  his  two  or  three 
thoufand  pounds  at  play,  kept  his  mifs,  and  kill'd  his  man. 

Cler..  Very  gallant  indeed,  Sir;  but  if  you  pleafe  to 
handle  your  fword,  you'll  foon  go  through  your  courfe. 

C/ar.  Come  on,  Sir 1   believe  I  mail  give  your 

miitrefs  a  truer  account'of  your  heart  than  you  have  done. 
I  have  had  her  heart  long  enough,  and  now  will  have 
your's. 

Cler.  Ha !  does  me  love  you  then  ? 

[Endeavouring  to  draw. 

Clar.  I  leave  you  tojudge  that,  Sir.  But  I  have  lain 
with  her  a  thoufand  times;  in  ihort,  fo  long,  till  I'm 
tir'dofit. 

Cler.  Villain,  thou  lyefl !  draw,  or  I'll  ufe  you  as  you 
deferve,  and  ftab  you. 

Clar.  Take  this  with  you  firft Clarinda  will  never 

marry  him  that  murders  me. 

Chr.  She  may  the  man  that  vindicates  her  honour     • 

therefore  be  quick,  or  I'll  keep  my  word 1  find  your 

•fword  is  noi  for  doing  things  in  hafte. 


$O         77;e  DOUBLE   GALLANT:  Or, 

Clar.  It  Hicks  to  the,  fcabbard  fo ;  1  believe  I  did  not 
wipe  off  the  blood  of  the  laft  man  I  fought  with. 

Cler.  Come,  Sir !  this  trifling  (han't  ferve  your  turn ; 
here  give  me  yours,  and  take  mine. 

Clar.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir Now  have  at  you. 

Cler.  Death  !  you  villain,  do  you  ferve  me  fo! 

[Cler.  dr&wS)  and  finds  cnly  a  hilt  in  bis  hand* 

Clar.  In  love  and  war,  Sir,  all  advantages  are  fair  ; 
fo  we  conquer,  no  matter  whether  by  force  or  ftratagem: 
come  quick,  Sir  !  your  life  or  miftrcfs  •» 

Cler.  Neither Death !  you  (hall  have  both  or 

none:  here  drive  your  fword ;  for  only  through  this  heart 
you  reach  Clarindcu 

Clar.  Death  !  Sir,  can  you  be  mad  enough  to  die  for 
a  woman  that  hates  you  f 

Cler*  If  that  were  true,  'twere  greater  madnefs  than  to 
live. 

Clar.  Why  to  my  knowledge,  Sir,  flie  has  us'd  you 
bafely,  falfly,  ill,  and  for  no  reafon. 

Qier.  No  matter,  no  ufage  can  be  worfe  than  the  con 
tempt  of  poorly,  tamely,  parting  with  her— She  may 
abufe  her  heart  by  happy  infidelities;  but  'tis  the  pride 
of  mine  to  be  even  miferably  conftant. 

Clar.  Generous  paffion — You  almoft  tempt  me  to  re- 
fign  her  to  you. 

Cler.  You  cannot,  if  youwou'd — I  wou'd  indeed  have 
won  her  fairly  from  you  with  my  fword,  but  fcorn  to  take 
her  as  your  gift.  Be  quick,  and  end  your  infolence— — 

Clar.  Yes,  thus  —  moft  generous  Clerimont — you  now 
indeed  have  fairly  vanquiih'd  me.  [Runs  to  hin.~\  My 
woman's  follies  and  my  (hame  be  buried  ever  heie. 

Cler.  Ha!  Clarinda!  is't  poffible !  my  wonder  rifes 
with  my  joy — How  came  you  in  this  habit  ? 

Clar.  Now  you  indeed  recall  my  blufhes,  but  I  had  no 
other  veil  to  hide  'em,  while  I  confefs'd  the  injuries  I  had 
done  your  heart,  in  fooling  with  a  man  I  never  meant  on 
any  terms  to  engage  with.  Befide,  I  knew  from  our 
late  parting,  your  fear  of  lofing  me  wou'd  reduce  you  to 
comply  with  Sir  Solomon's  demands,  for  his  intereft  in  your 
favour:  therefore,  as  you  faw,  I  was  refolv'd  to  ruin  his 
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market  by  feeming  to  raifeit;  for  he  fecretly  took  the 
ofier  I  made  him. 

Cler.  'Twas  generoufly  and  timely  ofFer'd,  for  it  really 
prevented  my  iigning  articles  to  him  ;  but  if  you  wou'd 
heartily  convince  me  that  I  ihall  never  more  have  need 
of  his  intereft.  e'en  let  us  fleal  to  the  next  prieft,  and  ho- 
neitl.y  put  it  out  of  his  power  ever  to  part  us. 

Clar.  Why,  truely  confidering  the  trufts  I  have  made 
you,  'twou'd  be  ridiculous  now,  I  think,  to  deny  you 

any  thing and  if  you  fiiould  grow  weary  of  me  after 

fuch  ufage,  I  can't  blame  you. 

Cler.  Banifli  that  fear;  my  flame  can  never  wafte, 
For  love  fincere  refines  upon  the  tafte.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Sir  Solomon,  with  old  Mr.  Willful :  Lafy  Sadlife, 
and  Sylvia  weeping. 

Sir  Sol.  Troth,  my  old  friend,  this  is  a  bad  bufinefs 
indeed;  you  have  bound  yourfelf  in  a  thoufand  pound 
bond,  you  fay,  to  marry  your  daughter  to  a  fine  gentle 
man,  and  me  in  the  mean  time,  it  feems,  is  fallen  in 
love  with  a  ftranger. 

Will.  Look  you,  Sir  Solomon,  it  does  not  trouble  me 
o'this  :  for  I'll  make  her  do  as  I  pleafe,  or  I'll  ftarve  her. 

Lady  Sad.  But,  Sir,  your  daughter  tells  me  that  the 
gentleman  me  loves  is  in  every  degree  in  as  good  circum- 
ftances  as  the  perfon  you  defign  her  for:  and  if  he  does 
not  prove  himfelf  fo  before  to-morrow  morning,  me  will 
cheurfully  fubmit  to  whatever  you'll  impofe  on  her. 

WiiL  All  mam  !  all  mam  !  only  to  gain  time 1 

expect  my  friend  and  his  fon  here  immediately,  to  de 
mand  performance  of  articles;  and  if  her  lady/hip's  nice 
ftomachdoes  not  immediately  comply  with  *em,  as  I  told 
you  before,  I'll  ftarve  her. 

Lady  Sad.  But  confider,  Sir,  what  a  perpetual  difcord 
muft  a  forc'd  marriage  probably  produce. 

Will.  Difcord  !  pfhaw  !  waw  !  one  man  makes  as  good 
a  hufband  as  another  A  month's  marriage  will  fetall 
to  rights,  I  warrant  you — You  know  the  old  faying  Sir 
Solomon,  lying  together  makes  pigs  lo*ve.  Difcord,  quotha  ! 
No  !  no !  Young  women  are  like  fiddles,  if  they  are  well 
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play'd  upon,  they  mull  make  good  mufic  whether  they 
will  or  no. 

Lady  Sad.  [To  Sylvia]  What  (hall  we  do  for  you? 

there's  no  altering  him Did  not  your  lover  promife 

to  come  to  your  afTiitance  ? 

Syl.  I  expedl  him  every  minute— but  can't  forefee  from 
him  the  leaft  hope  of  my  redemption — —This  is  he  ! 

Enter  A  tall  undifguis'd. 

At.  My  Sylvia  !  dry  thofe  tender  eyes,  for  while  there's 
life  there's  hope- 
Lady  Sad.  Ha  !  is't  he  ?  but  I  muft  fmother  my  con- 
fufion  1 

Will.  How,  now,  Sir  i  pray  who  gave  you  commiffion 
to  be  fo  familiar  with  my  daughter  ? 

At.  Your  pardon,  Sir;  but  when  you  know  me  right, 
you'll  neither  think  my  freedom  or  my  pretenfions  fami 
liar  or  difhonourable. 

Will.  Why,  Sir,  what  pretenfions  have  you  to  her  ? 

At.  Sir,  I  fav'd  her  life  at  the  hazard  of  my  own:  that 
gave  me  a  pretence  to  know  her ;  knowing  her,  made 
me  love,  and  gratitude  made  her  receive  it. 

Will.  Ay,  Sir,  andfome  very  good  reafons,  beft  known 
to  myfelf,  make  me  refufe  it — Now  what  uill  you  do? 

At.  I  can't  tell  yet,  Sir — But  if  you'll  do  me  the  fa 
vour  to  let  me  know  thofe  reafons 

Will.  Sir,  I  don't  think  myfelf  oblig'd  to  do  either; 
but  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do  for  you,  fince  you  fay  you 
love  my  daughter,  and  me  loves  you,  I'll  put  you  in  the 
neareft  way  to  get  her. 

At.  Don't  flatter  me !   I  beg  you,  Sir. 

Will.  Not  I,  upon  my  foul,  Sir,  for  look  you — 'tis 
©nly  this — get  my  confent,  and  you  mall  have  her. 

At.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir,  for  endeavouring  to  talk 
Teafon  to  you.  But  to  return  your  raillery,  give  me-leavc 
to  tell  you,  when  any  man  marries  her  but  myfelf,  he 
muft  extremely  afk  my  confent. 

Will.  Before  George,  thou  art  a  very  pretty  impudent 
fellow,  and  I'm  forry  I  can't  punilh  her  difobedience  by 
throwing  her  away  upon  thee. 
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At.  You'll  have  a  great  deal  of  plague  about  this  bufi- 
nefs,  Sir;  for  I  lhall  be  mighty  difficult  to  give  up  ray 
preteniions  to  her. 

Will.  Ha  !  'tis  a  thoufand  pities  I  can't  comply  with 
thee:  thou  wilt  certainly  be  a  thriving  fellow;  for  thon 
doll  really  fet  the  beft  face  upon  a  bad  caufe  that  ever  I 
faw  fince  I  was  born. 

At.  Come  Sir — once  more  raillery  apart;  fuppofe  I 
prove  myfelf  of  equal  birth  and  fortune  to  deferve  her? 

Will.  Sir,  if  you  were  eldeft  fon  to  the  Cham  of  Tar- 
tary,  or  had  the  dominions  of  the  Great  Mogul  entail'd 
upon  you  and  your  heirs  for  ever;  it  wou'd  fignify  no 
more  than  the  bite  of  my  thumb — The  girl's  difpos'd  of, 
I  have  match'd  her  already  upon  a  thouiand  pound  for 
feit,  and  faith  (he  mail  fairly  run  for't,  though  fhers 
yerk'd  and  flea'd  from  the  creft  to  the  crupper. 

At.  Confufion  ! 

Syl.  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

Will.  And  if  you  don't  think  me  in  eamefl  now,  here 
comes  one  that  will  convince  you  of  my  fmcerify. 

At.  My  father  !  Nay  then  my  ruin  is  inevitable. 

Enter  Sir  Harry  A  tall. 

Sir  Har.  [To  At.]  O  fvveet  $ir,  have  I  found  you  at 
laft  !  Your  very  humble  fervant :  what's  the  reafon  pray, 
that  you  have  had  tne  aflurance  to  be  almoft  a  fortnight 
in  town,  and  never  come  near  me ;  efpecially  when  I  fent 
you  word  I  had  bufinefs  of  fuch  confequence  with  you. 

At.  I  understood  your  bufinefs  was  to  marry  me,  Sir, 
to  a  woman  I  never  law ;  and  to  confefs  the  truth,  J  durft 
not  come  near  you,  becaufe  I  was  at  the  fame  time  in 
love  with  one  you  never  faw. 

Sir  Har.  Was  you  fo,  Sir — why  then,  Sir,  I'll  find  a 
fpeedy  cure  for  your  paffion — Brother  Wilful — Hey, 
Fiddles  there  ! 

'At.  You  may  treat  me,  Sir,  with'  what  feverity  you 
pleafe  ;  but  my  engagements  to  that  lady  are  too  power* 
ful'and  fix'd,  to  let  the  utmoft  mifery  diiTolve  'em. 

Sir  Har.  What  does  the  fool  mean  ? 

At.  That  I  can  fooner  die  than  part  with  her. 


94  The  DOUBLE  GALLANT:  Or, 

Will.  Hey  ! — why,  is  this  your  fon,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har.  Hey-dey  !  why,  did  not  you  know  that  be 
fore? 

At.  O  Earth !  and  all  you  ftars !  is  this  the  lady 
you  defign'd  me,  Sir  ? 

SjL  O  fortune  !  is  it  poffible  ? 

Sir  Har.  And  is  this  the  lady,  Sir,  you  have  been 
making  fuch  a  buftle  about  ? 

At.  Not  life,  health  or  happinefs  are  half  fo  dear  to 
me. 

Sir  Sol.  [Joining  At.  and.  Sylvia's  bands. — 1  loll  !  loll, 
leroll  ! 

At.  O   transporting  joy  !  [Embracing  Sylvia.] 

Sir  Har.  ~)  [Joining  in  the  tune,  and  dancing  about 
and  Will.  5  'em]  loll!  loll! 

Sir  Sol.  Hey  !  within  there  !  [Calls  the  fiddles  ]  by 
jingo  we'll  make  a  night  on't. 

Enter  CJarinda  and  Clerimont. 

C/ar.  Save  you,  fave  you,  good  people  !  Pm  glad 
uncle,to  hear  you  call  fo  chearfully  for  the  fiddles,  it  looks 
as  if  you  had  a  hufband  ready  for  me. 

Sir  Sol.  Why,  that  I  may  have  by  to-morrow  night, 
madam  ;  but  in  the  mean  time,  if  you  pleafe,  you  may 
wifh  your  friends  joy. 

C/ar.  Dear  Sylvia  ! 

Syl.   Clarinda. 

At.  O  Clerimont,  fuch  a  deliverance 

Cler.  Give  you  joy,  joy,  Sir. 

Clar.  I  congratulate  your  happinefs— and  am  pleas'd 
our  little  jealoufies  are  over  :  Mr.  Clerimont  has  told  me 
all,  and  cur'd  me  of  curiofityfor  ever. 

SyL  What  married  ? 

Liar.  You'll  fee  prefently  !  but  Sir  Salomon,  what  do 
you  mean  by  to-morrow  !  why  do  you  fancy  1  have  any 
more  patience  than  the  reft  of  my  neighbours  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Why  truly,  madam,  Idon'tiuppofeyou  have; 
but  I  believe  to-morrow  will  be  as  foon  as  iheir  bufmcfs 
can  be  done,  by  which  time  I  expert  a  jolly  fox-hunter 
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from  Torkjbire,  and  if  you  are  refolv'd  not  to  have  pa 
tience  till  next  day,  why  the  fame  Parfon  may  tofs  you 
up  ail  four  in  a  dim  together. 

Clar.  A  filthy  fox-hunter  ? 

Sir  Sol.  'Odzooks  !  a  mettled  fellow,  that  will  ride 
you  from  day-break  to  fun -fee  !  none  of  our  flirnfy  Lon 
don  rafcals,  that  muft  have  a  chair  to  carry  'em  to  their 
coach,  and  a  coach  to  carry  'em  to  a  trapes, and  a  con- 
liable  to  carry  both  to  the  round-houfe. 

Clar  Ay,  but  this  fox-hunter,  Sir  Solomon,  will  come 
home  dirtyand  tirM  as  one  of  his  Hounds,  he'll  be  always 
afleep  before  he's  a-bed,  and  on  horfeback  before  he's 
awake  ;  he  muft  rife  early  to  follow  his  fport,  and  I  fit 
up  late  at  cards  for  want  of  better  diverfion— put  this 
together  my  wife  uncle. 

Sir  Sol.  Are  you  fo  high  fed,  madam,  that  a  country 
gentleman  of  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year  won't  go 
down  with  you. 

Clar.  Not  fo,  Sir,  but  you  really  keptmefofharp,  that 
I  was  e'en  forc'd  to  provide  for  myfelf,  and  here  ftands 
the  fox- hunter  foi  my  money 

[Claps  Gler.  on  the  Jhoulder. 

Sir  Sol.   How  ! 

Cler.  Even  fo,  Sir  Solomon—  hark  in  your  ear,  Sir  !  you 
really  held  your  confer  at  fo  high  a  price,  that  to  give 
you  a  proof  of  my  good  hufbandry,  I  was  refolv'd  tofavc 
charge?,  and  e'en  marry  her  without  it. 

SirS*/.  Hell!  and— 

Clar.  And  hark  you  in  t'other  ear,  Sir — becaufe  I 
wou'd  not  have  you  expofe  your  reverend  age  by  a  miftake 
— Know,  Sir,  I  was  the  young  fpark  with  the  fmooth 
face  and  a  feather,  that  offer'd  you  a  thoufand  guineas 
for  your  confent,  which  you  wou'd  have  been  glad  to 
have  taken. 

Sir  So/.  The  devil !  if  §ver  I  traffick  in  women's  flefh 
again,  may  all  the  bank-ftocks  fall  when  I  have  bought 

'em,  and  rife  when  1  have  fold  'em. Heydey  !  what 

have  we  here  !  more  cheats  ! 

Chr.  Not  unlikely,  Sir— —for  I  fancy  they  arc  mar 
ried. 
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Enter  Lady  Dainty  and  Carelefs. 

Lady  Sad.  That  they  are,  I  can  a/lure  you—I  give 
your  highnefs  joy,  madam. 

Lady  D.  Lard !  that  people  of  any  rank  fhou'd  ufe 
fuch  vulgar  falutations — Tho*  methink  highnefs  has 
fomething  of  grandeur  in  the  found. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  mufic's  come. 

Lady  Sad.  Let  'em  play. 

Lady  D.  Well  !  there's  nothing  mews  fo  vifibly  the 
remaining  footfteps  cf  our  primitive  barbarity,  as  our 
odious  noife  at  weddings !  huh !  huh  ! 

Care.  It  ferves,  madam,  to  recommend  the  pleafures 
that  fucceed,  and  makes  us  tafte  the  joys  offilence  with 
a  higher  relifh. 

Lady  D.  But  fo  much  dancing  and  tumult,  is  fo  like 

the  mob  folemnities  of  a  May-day huh  !  huh  !  and 

the  poor  bride  is  us'd  jufl  like  their  pole,  for  all  the  town 
to  dance  round  her. 

Lady  Sad.  Ah  !  but  there's  yet  a  groffer  part  of  the 
ceremony  to  come,  madam,  and  that  is  throwing  the 
flocking. 

Lady  D.  That  indeed  is  a  thing  that  infults  us  fonear, 
that  1  wonder  the  men  have  not  thought  it  their 

intereft  to  lay  it  down But  I  was  in  hopes,  good 

people,  that  confident  fellow  Carelefs  had  been  among 
you. 

Care.  What  fay  you,  madam,  (to  divert  the  good 
company)  mall  we  fend  for  him  by  way  of  mortifica 
tion  ? 

Lady  D  By  air  means;  for  your  fake,  methinks,  I 
ought  to  give  him  full  defpair. 

Care.  Why  then,  to  let  you  fee,  that  'tis  a  much  eafier 
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thing  to   cure  a  fine  lady  of  her  fickly   tafte,     than 
a    lover  of   his  impudence  -There's    Carelefs  for 

you,     without    the    leaft    tin&ure    of   defpair    about 
him. 

[D  if  covers  kimfelf* 

All  Ha!  Canle/sf 

Lady  D.  Abus'd  !  undone  ! 

Ml.  Ha  !  ha  ! 

Cler.  Nay,  now,  madam,  we  wifli  you  a  fuperiof 
joy;  for  you  have  married  a  man,  inftead  of  a  mon- 
ller. 

Care*  Come  !  come,  madam,  fince  you  find  you  were 
in  the  power  of  fuch  a  cheat — you  may  be  glad  it  was  no 
greater,  you  might  have  fallen  into  a  rafcal's  hands :  but 
you  know,  I  am  a  gentleman,  my  fortune  no  fmall 
one,  and  if  your  temper  will  give  me  leave,  willdeferye 
you. 

Lady  Sad.  Come  !  e'en  make  the  beft  of  your 
fortune  :  for  take  my  word,  if  the  cheat  had  not 
been  a  very  agreeable  one,  I  wou'd  never  have  had  a 
hand  in't — you  muft  pardon  me  if  I  can't  help  laugh 
ing. 

Lady  D.  Well  !  fince  it  muft  be  fo,  I  pardon 
all;  only  one  thing  let  me  beg  of  you,  Sir — that  is 
your  promife  to  wear  this  habit  one  month  for  my  fatis- 
faclion. 

Care.  O,  madam  !  that's  a  trifle!  I'll  lie  In  the  fun 
a  whole  fummer  for  an  olive  complexion,  to  oblige 
you. 

Will.  Odzooks,  here's  a  great  deal  of  good  company, 
ho  !  and  'tis  a  fhame  the  fiddles  mould  be  idle  all  this 
while. 

Care.  Oh  !  by  no  means !  come  ftrike  up,  gentle 
men. 

<Tbey  Dance. 

Lady  D.  Well !  Mr.  Ctfr*/£/},Ibegin  now  to  think  bet 
ter  of  my  fortune,  and  look  back  with  apprehenfioo  of 
the  efcape  I  have  had;  you  have  already  cur'd  my  folly, 

VOL.  III.  E 
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and  were  but  my  health  recoverable,  I  fhould  think  my- 
fclf  completely  happy. 

Care.  For  that,  madam,    we'll  venture  to  fave  you 
dodlor's  fees, 

AndiYuft  to  Nature  :  Time  will/oop  dif  cover* 
Tour  beft  Phyfaian  is  a  favoured  L 


,<r- 
-j- 


f.wi  acv  --;i:* 


EPILOGUE. 


TJTfEL  L,  Sirs,.  I  know  not  bow  the  play  may  pafs, 

But  in  my  humble  fenfe — our  Bard's  an  a/s; 
For,  had  be  ever  known  the  leaft  of  nature, 
H*  had  found  his  Double  Spark  a  difmal  creature  : 
To  phafe  two  ladies,  he  two  forms  puts  ont 
As  if  the  thing  in  Jbadows  cou'd  be  done  : 
The  "women  really  two,  and  he,  poor  foul !  but  one. 
Had  be  reversed  the  hint,  h*  had  done  the  feat , 
Had  made  th*  impoftor  credibly  comfhat  ; 

A  Jingle  miftrefs might  have  flood  the  cheat* 

She  might  to  fever al  lovers  have  been  kind, 
Nor  ft  rained  your  faith  t  to  think  both  pleased  and  blind. 
Plain  fenfe  bad  known,  the  fair  can  love  receive, 
With  half  ihe  pains  your  warmeft  vows  can  give. 

But,  bold! Pm  thinking  I miftake  the  matter; 

On  feccnd  thoughts  : The  hint's  but  honeft  fat  ire  ; 

And  only  meant  t*  expofe  their  modijh  fenfe, 
Who  think  the  jire  of  love's—- — •  but  impudence* 

Our  fpark  was  really  modefl ; when  he  found 

*Two  female,  claims  at  once,  he  one  difowrfd ; 

Wifely  prefuming,  thai*  in  ne'er  fitch  hafts, 

One  wou'd  be  found  enough  for  him  at  laft. 

So  that  tofum  the  whole — /  think  the  play 

Deferves  the  ufual  favours  on  his  day  ; 

If  not  he  fwears  he? II  'write  the  next  to  mufick, 

In  Doggrel  rhymes  wou'd  make  or  him,  or  you,  Jick. 

His  groveling  fenfe,  Italian  air  Jhall  c rown, 

And  then,  he's  fur e,  ev'n  nonfenfe  will  go  down, 

But,  if  you'd  have  the  world  fuppofe  the  ft  age 

Not  quite  for/aken  in  this  airy  age, 

Let  your  glad  Votes  our  needlefs  fear  confound \ 

And  f peak  in  claps  as  loud  for  fenfe ,  as  found. 


. 
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To    THE    READER. 

••rm'l  -x&t  I  ,N*. 

TH  E  C*V  of  Monfaur  CornelUe  (from  whence  tht 
following  fcencs  are  drawn)  has  made  fuch  aft 
eclat  on  all  the  theatres  of  Europe,  that  were  I  to  be 
wholly  filent  on  the  fide  of  the  Heroick  Daughter -,  the  great 
liberties  I  have  taken  in  altering  the  conduct  of  hk  fable, 
might  be  more  imputed  to  a  vain  opinion  of  my  own 
judgment,  than  any  foundations  in  reafon,  or  nature: 
but  I  hope  I  {hall  (land  upon  better  terms  with  the  im 
partial,  and  the  curious,  1  am  not  infenfible  what  va& 
odds  will  be  offer'd  againft  me,  while  I  am  entering  the 
lifts  with  fo  fam'd  an  author,  as  Corneille  :  but  that  mail 
not  difcourage  me :  for  I  look  upon  truth  in  an  argument, 
to  be  like  courage  in  a  combat,  the  beft  advantage  a  man 
-can  have  over  his  anugonift  ;  'tis  not  his  fame  ought  to 
fright  me  ;  for  let  mine  be  never  fo  obfcure,  if  I  am  in. 
the  right,  his  being  in  the  wrong  will  be  no  more  a  won 
der,  than  that  a  watchman's  plain  ftaff  mould  foil  the 
fword  of  a  field-officer. 

But  I  have  a  farther  view,  that  while  I  am  comparing 
the  two  plays,  I  may  give  the  lovers  of  the  theatre  foirie 
infight  into  the  merit,  and  difficulty  of  forming  a  good 
fable;  and  that  even  our  common  fpedlators,  who  find 
themfelves  unaccountably  pleasvd  with  a  pathetick  fcene, 
may  be  more  pleas'd,  by  knowing  they  have  reafon  to 
be  fo. 

It  may  perhaps  be  expefted,  I  fhould  offer  fome  excu/b 
for  not  publiming  this  piece  till  feven  years  after  its  firil 
appearance  on  the  ilage ;  and  you  will  probably  anfwt-r, 
E 
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I  had  as  good  have  faicl  nothing  about  it,  as  to  tell  you 
it  has  been  litt'e  better  than  idlenefs,  ©r  indifference : 
for  it  having  done  my  buf  nefs,  when  acled,  I  confefs  I 
wanted  the  modern  appetite  for  fame,  that  authors  ufually 
think  follows  them  into  the  country,  after  publication. 
Eut  if  I  had  any  real  caufe  to  defer  it,  it  was  from  an  ob- 
fervation  I  had  made  that  molt  of  my  plays  (except  the 
firft,  the  Fool  in  Fajbion)  had  a  better  reception  from  the 
publick,  when  my  intereft  was  no  longer  concern'd  in 
them:  I  therefore  fuppofed  this  might  have  a  fairer  chance 
for  favour,  when  the  author  had  no  farther  flake  upon  it: 
and  I  hope  I  may  be  allowed  the  honeil  vanity  of  this 
complaint,  while  I  have  (to  my  coft)  fo  many  fac~ls  to 
fuppojt  it '  Every  auditor,  whofe  memory  will  give 
him  leave,  cannot  but  know,  that  Richard  the  Third, 
which  I  altered  from  Sbakefpear,  did  not  raife  me  five 
pounds  on  the  third  day,  though  for  feveral  years  lince, 
it  has  feldom  or  never  fail'd  of  a  crowded  audience— 
The  Fop's  Fortune  lagg'd  on  the  fourth  day,  and  only 
held  up  its  head  by  the  heels  of  the  French  Tumblers,  who 
it  feeras  had  fo  much  wit  in  their  limbs,  that  they  forced 
the  town  to  fee  it,  till  it  laugh'd  itfelf  into  their  good 
graces. — The  Kind  Impojlor  did  not  pay  the  charges  on 
the  fixth  day,  tho'  it  has  fmce  brought  me,  as  a  fliarer, 
inore  than  I  was  then  difappointed  of  as  author.  'Twas 
p.t  fir  ft  a  moot  point  whether  the  Careltft  HuJbanA  mould 
live  or  die ;  but  the  houfes  it  has  fmce  filled  have  re* 
proach'd  the  former  coldnefs  of  its  auditors— The  Wiffi 
Refentment  is  another,  tho'  not  an  equal,  inilance  of  the 
fame  nature. 

But  not  to  take  the  particularity  of  this  treatment 
wholly  to  myfelf,  I  confefs  it  has  fometimes  been  the  fate 
of  the  better  authors  :  nor  ought  we  fo  much  to  wonder 
at  it,  if  we  conlider,  that  there  is  in  human  nature  a  cer-^ 
tain  low  latent  malice  to  all  laudable  undertakings,  which 
.never  dares  break  out  upon  any  thing,  with  fo  much  li 
cence,  as  on  the  fame  of  a  dramatick  writer :  for  even 
the  laviih  applaufe,  that  is  ufually  heaped  upon  his  firft 
labours,  is  not  perhaps  fo  entirely  owing  to  their  real 
admiration  of  the  work  itfelf,  as  the  mean  pleafure  they 
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take  in  fwelling  him  up  to  rival  the  reputation  of  others, 
that  have  writ  well  before  him  :  if  he  fucceeds  in  a  ^rft 
play,  let  him  look  well  to  the  next,  for  then  he  is  enter'd 
the  herd,  as  a  common  enemy,  and  is  to  know  that  they, 
who  gave  him  fame,  can  take  it  away ;  he  is  then  to  bs 
allowed  no  more  merit  or  mercy,  than  the  reft  of  his 
brethren  ;  of  which  nothing  can  be  a  ftronger  inftance, 
than  the  torrent  of  applaufe,  that  was  defervedly  thrown 
in  upon  the  Old  Bachelor,  and  the  boiflerous  cavils  that 
the  next  year  unreafonably  over-run  the  fame  author's 
play  of  the  Double- Dealer :  and  I  am  apt  to  believe  that 
after  the  luccefs  of  the  Funeral*  it  was  the  fame  caprice 
that  deferted  the  Tender  Hujband :  and  that  all  this  is  not 
mere  conjecture  only,  I  beg  leave  to  relate  a  matter  of 
fact,  that  peihaps  will  better  incline  you  to  my  opinion. 
When  the  Heroick  Daughter  was  firft  acted,  I  had  the 
curiofity  (not  having  then  any  part  in  it)  fometimes  to 
flip  unfeen  into  the  fide-boxes,  where  I  met  with  the 
higheil  mixture  of  pleafure,  and  'mortification :  the  plea- 
fure  was  in  obferving  the  generality  of  the  audience,  in 
a  filent,  fix'd  attention,  never  failing  by  their  looks  or 
geftures,  to  difcover  thofe  pleafing  emotions  of  the  mind, 
which  I  was  always  confident  would  rife  from  fo  elevated 
a  fubject:  the  mortification  was  from  a  fet  of  well-drefsM 
merry-making  criticks,  that  call  themfelves  the  Town^ 
vvhofe  private  wit  was  continually  in fu king  the  publick 
diverlion,  by  their  waggifti  endeavours  to  burlefque  every 
thing,  that  feem'd  to  have  a  ferious  effect  on  their  neigh 
bours  ;  and  treating  the  poor  rogue  the  author  (who  flood 
with  his  hat  over  his  eyes  at  their  elbow)  with  the  utmoft 
infults,  fcandal,  and  malevolence:  and  when  the  play 
was  over,  fome  of  the  fame  perfons,  (which  had  like  to 
have  made  me  laugh)  came  and  wim'd  me  joy  of  its  fuc- 
cefs :  but  I  have  fince  feen  frequent  inftances,  that  the 
fame  fort  of  auditors,  with  a  little  management,  have 
been  made  as  enterprizing  friends  to  other  authors,  as 
they  were  then  enemies  tome:  for  with  fome  leading 
men  of  the  town,  or  celebrated  wit  at  the  head  of  them, 
they  have  been  often  known,  by  their  over  bearing  man 
ner  of  applaufe,  to  make  a  wretched  fickly  play  ftand 

ES 


io6  To   tfo   READER. 

floutty  upon  its  legs  for  fix  days  together  :  but  (as  in 
mine,  and  moil  cafes)  when  they  are  not  fo  engaged  and 
marfliall'd,  they  naturally  run 'riot  into  mifchief  and 
cruelty.  Upon  the  whole,  till  this  accident  convinc'd 
me,  I  never  could  believe,  that  to  bring  a  play  upon  the 
ftage,  was  fo  invidious  a  tafk ;  and  as  it  was  with  great 
reludtance,  ^that  I  from  hence  refolv'd  never  to  trouble 
the  town  with  another,  fo  I  found  it  necefiary,  (while  I 
was  a  player  at  leaft)  not  to  put  people  of  mere  pleafure 
and  fortune  in  mind,  that  I  durft  pretend  to  any  talent 
that  their  footmen  might  not  be  equally  mailers  of:  and 
jf  in  breach  cf  this  refolution,  I  have  fince  attempted  in 
the  Non-juror  to  expofe  the  enemies  of  our  conflitution, 
and  liberties,  it  was  becaufe  I  knew  the  friends  of  the 
gpvernment  would  fecure  me  a  fair  hearing,  and  from 
all  fuch  apprehenfions  of  being  difturbed,  by  the  wanton, 
malice  of  a  few  Petits  Maitres-,  not  but  I  flatter  myfelf, 
that  even  its  enemies  will  allow,  I  gave  their  principles 
fair  play  in  the  charafters  of  Sir  John  Woodville,  and 
Charles,  who  were  no  where  ihewn  in  a  contemptible 
light;  and  I  hope  it  was  no  great  malice  to  make  them 
amiable  in  their  converfation — If  therefore  I  have  noc 
juftly  accounted  for  the  neglejft,  or  difcouragement,  which 
moft  of  my  other  plays  met  with  at  firft ;  1  mall  however 
beg  leave  of  the  world  to  comfort  myfelf  with  fuppofing, 
that  their  prefent  fuccefs  is  now,  one  way  or  other,  ow~ 
ing  to  their  merit.  But  I  have  rambled  too  far  from  my 
firil  defign,  which  was  to  give  you 

An  Ex  AMEN  of  the  Cid,  and  the  Heriick  Daughter. 

TH  E  great  beauties  of  the  French  play,  are  in  the 
tender  compaffion  that  rifes  from  the  misfortunes 
of  the  two  lovers  Rodrigue,  and  Chimene;  but  fliould  v/e 
not  be  much  more  feniible  of  theii  diftrefs,  if  beforcwe 
faw  them  unfortunate,  we  were  firft  rais'd  to  a  proper  ad 
miration  of  their  perfons  and  virtues  ?  They  may  indeed, 
as  in  the  C/V,  move  us  fimply,  as  lovers ;  but  as  fuch 
lovers,  their  forrows  would  certainly  ilrike  deeper  into  the 
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hearts  of  an  audience.  In  this  point  CorntiUe  feems  de- 
feclive  :  for  he  opens  his  play  with  a  cold  converfation 
between  Chimene,  and  her  Stiifvantet  whom  Chimene  defire-s 
to  repeat,  what  reafon  me  had  to  fuppofe,  the  Count 
her  father  was  inclin'd  to  prefer  her  favour'd  lover  Ro- 
drigue  to  his  rival  Don  Sanchez,?  By  the  way  me  owns  in 
the  fame  fcene,  flie  has  heard  all  this  before  ;  but  when 
an  author  wants  to  acquaint  his  audience  with  a  necefiary 
fad,  nothing  is  fo  common,  as  to  make  fome  perfon  in 
the  play  improbably  defirous  to  hear  it  over  again  ;  a 

poor   miff!   we   fee  thro'  it,  'tis  lazy He  could  not 

but  know,  that  Art  is  eft  celare  Art  em.  After  Chimene  is 
inform'd,  that  her  father  has  allow'd  Rodrigue  the  per 
fon  moft  worthy  of  her,  fhe  thinks  the  news  too  good  to 
be  true,  and  is  dill,  (tho'  (he  can't  very  well  tell  why) 
afraid  it  will  come  to  nothing,  and  fo  quaintly  walks  ofi^ 
to  as  little  purpofe  as  (he  came  on. 

In  all  this  fcene,  Chimene  utters  no  one  fentiment  that 
can  poMibly  draw  to  her  the  leaft  efteem  from  the  audi 
ence  ;  we  only  as  yet  fee  her  a  marriageable  young  wo* 
man,  that  is  willing  to  h#ve  a  hulband — A  poor  fetting 
out  for  the  heroine  of  a  t'ragedy  ;  the  hero  indeed  is  lefs 
faultily  manag'd,  for  he  never  appears  till  he  enters  at 
once  into  his  diitrefs  of  being  oblig'd  to  revenge  the 
blow,  his  father  had  juft  rcceiv'd,  upon  the  father  of  his 
miftrefs,  who  gave  it.  This  incident  is  doubtlefs  of  un 
common  beauty:  but  had  we  been  better  acquainted  with 
the  merit,  and  dignity  of  his  paffion  for  the  daughter  of 
his  enemy,  before  his  critical  entrance  on  that  occafion, 
our  imagination  would  have  had  a  much  higher  alarm., 
at  the  firft  fight  of  them  ;  and  this  was  palpably  evident 
from  the  different  furprize  his  fudden  appearance 
gave  in  the  Her  tick  Daughter  at  London,  to  what  I  ob- 
ferved  it  had  in  the  fame  fcene  of  the  Cidt  when  acted 
at  Paris. 

In  the  Englijh  play  more  care  is  taken  to  make  the  au 
dience  fure,  the  fon  brings  with  him  the  higheft  fentU 
ments  of  courage,  love  and  honour,  that  muft  make  a 
fenfible  heart  tremble  at  the  immediate  diltrefs,  in  which 
his  firft  appearance  ihews  him  involv'd. 
E  6 
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The  fccond  fcene  in  the  C/V,  breaks  into  the  apart 
ment  of  the  Infanta,  who  is  fecretly  in  love  with  Rodrigue, 
but  her  honour  combating  with  the  inequality  .of 
his  birth,  me  refolves  to  facrifice  her  paffion  to  her  glory, 
and  in  order  to  it,  ufes  her  utmoft  endeavours  to  advance 
his  marriage  with  her  rival  Chimene:  there  is  fomething 
fo  romantick,  fo  cold,  and  inactive  in  this  epifode,  and 
fo  very  little  conducive  to  the  main  defign,  that  I  have 
left  it  quite  out  of  die  Heroick  Daughter,  and  fupply'd 
the  vacancy  with  the  character  of  £elzara,  to  whom  I 
have  given  a  more  natural  intereft  to  advance  the  mar 
riage  of  Ximena,  which  is  to  make  Don  Sanchez  (whom 
He/Kara  is  contracted  to)  defpair  of  her.  Corneille  feems 
even  in  this  fcene  too,  to  have  loft  a  fair  occafion  of 
heightening  the  character  of  Rodrigue,  and  preparing  the 
audience  in  his  favour ;  but  the  Infanta,  in  no  part  of 
it,  mentions  the  lead  motive  to  her  paffion  for  him,  un- 
lefs  that  he  is  a  Jame  Cavalier. 

^  The  next  fcene  introduces  the  Quarrel,  and  the  blow 
given  to  the  father  of  Rcdrigue,  by  the  father  of  his  mif- 
trefs,  and  this  is  the  nril  fcene  of  the  Cid,  that  is  made 
ufe  of  in  the  Heroick  Daughter:  this  quarrel  feems  too 
fudden  and  unprepared,  and  wants  the  terror  that  would 
naturally  arife  f  om  it,  if,  as  I  obfcrv'd,  the  audience  were 
prepoflefs'd  with  a  proper  admiration  of  the  lovers,  whofe 
approaching  ruin  they  would  then  be  more  nearly  con- 
cern'd  for;  and  this  concern  I  have  attempted  to  give  by 
$he  preparation  of  a  whole  firfl  act  in  the  Heroick  Daughter, 
which  is  entirely  un borrowed,  and  previous  to  the  firfl 
opening  beauties  of  the  Cid:  the  heroick  obligations,  that 
have  pafled  between  the  two  lovers,  (whom  I  call  Carlos 
and  Ximena}  before  they  fecretly  entertain  or  publickly 
avow  their  paffion;  the  gentle  manner  of  Ximena's  firfl: 
fpftening  the  prejudice  ofdlvarez ;  the  folemn  interpoil- 
tion  of  che  king  to  heal  the  hereditary  feud  of  their  fami 
lies,  and  his  crowning  their  reconcilement  with  the  im 
mediate  union  of  the  lovers,  were  all  intended  to  give  a 
dignity  to  their  paffion,  and  confequently  to  move  the 
audience  with  a  quicker  fenfe  of  their  enfuing  calamities, 
than  if  (as  they  are  in  the  Cid}  they  had  been  only  fliewo 
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in  their  mere  lawful  defire  of  being  virtuous  bed 
fellows. 

Though  terror  feems  the  favourite  paflion  of  Corneille^ 
and  what  he  ufually  paints  in  much  more  lively  colours 
than  his  objects  of  pity  ;  yet  the  fatal  rupture  that  ruins 
the  happinefs  of  thefe  lovers,  lofes  half  its  force  and 
beauty  for  want  of  art  or  pains  in  preparing  it.  For 
terror  muft  certainly  rife  in  proportion  to  the  objedl  it 
menaces;  and  we  cannot  be  as  much  concerned  for  the  mif- 
fortunes  of  merit  unknown,  as  for  what  is  evident  and 
confpicuous;  and  till  that  rupture  happens,  we  are  (in 
the  Cid}  utter  ftrangers  to  the  merit  of  Rodrigue  and 
Cbimene. 

But  befides  all  this,  the  quarrel  itfelf  feems  an  acci 
dent  meerly  arifing  from  the  brutal  temper  of  the  Count, 
and  the  fpe&ator  might  as  well  expect,  from  the  begin 
ning  of  the  fcene,  that  it  was  to  end  in  a  friendly  con- 
clufion  of  their  ^hildrens  marriage,  as  their  fo  unforefeen 
and  violent  enmity  :  and  tho'  furprize  is  a  neceffary  part 
of  tragedy,  yet  that  furprize  is  never  to  be  abrupt ;  for 
when  it  is  fo,  it  is  more  apt  to  mock  than  delight  us ; 
we  do  not  love  to  be  ftartled  into  a  pleafure  :  as  an  au 
dience  ought  never  to  be  wholly  let  into  the  fecret  defign 
of  a  play,  fo  they  ought  not  to  be  entirely  kept  out  of 
it,  you  may  fafcly  leave  room  for  the  imagination  to 
guefs  at  the  nature  of  the  thing  you  intend,  and  are  only 
to  furprize  them  with  your  manner  of  bringing  it  about: 
as  in  the  fecond  act  of  Dry  Jen's  All  for  Love;  where  Marc 
Jlntony  feems  confirm'd  in  his  refolution  to  part  with 
Cleopatra ;  yet  when  he  once  confents  to  expoftulate  with 
her  in  peribn,  tho'  you  eafily  forefee  the  contefl  is  to 
end  to  her  advantage,  yet  you  are  far  from  loiing  the 
pleafure  of  your  furprize,  while  it  is  fo  artfully  executed  ; 
nay,  you  have  a  farther^  delight,  from  the  private  ap- 
plaufe  you  give  to  your  own  judgment,  info  rightly  fore- 
feeing  the  ccnclufion  j  and  to  this  reafon  ma\  he  attri 
buted  the  fuccefs  of  moil  allegorical  writings But 

here  (in  this  fcene  of  the  quarrel  in  the  Cid)  is  an  im 
portant  adion  brought  about,  and  you  know  not  what  it 
means,  till  it  is  over.  Then  indeed  you  fee — What? 
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why,  that  the  hopes  of  the  young  couple's  wedding  are 
all  blown  up  ;  like  enough,  but  the  audience  have  as  yet 
no  great  reafon  to  be  concern'd  at  it,  they  know  very 
little  of  them.  Belide  the  fcene  is  half  over  before  you 
know  who  the  old  men  are,  or  what  their  quarrelling  can 
fignify:  fo  that  your  admiration  cannot  go  along  with 
the  performance,  and  your  attention  is  either  loft,  or  in 
pain,  till  the  author  explains  himfelf ;  which  is  afterward* 
too  late,  your  imagination  is  not  at  lei  fare  to  look  fo  far 
back  for  the  propriety  of  what's  pail;  you  are  then  to  be 
intent  upon  what  is  to  come,  or  elfe  what  you  have  fecii, 
is  but  an  interruption  to  what  you  are  to  fee ;  the  cafe  of 
many  a  modern  play;  this  lazinefsr  or  want  of /kill  in 
an  author,  does  not  give  an  auditor  fair  play  for  his  mo 
ney,  it  will  not  let  him  fee  all  the  play;  nor  is  it  enough 
to  fay,  the  fcene  is  notwithftanding  natural — If  you  can 
not  fay  it  has  art,  as  well  well  as  nature,  you  praife  it 
but  by  halves. 

I  cannot  omit  another  objection  to  the  character  of  the 
Count,  who  is  fo  infolent,  fierce,  and  turbulently  vain  of 
his  merit,  that  he  is  below  the  dignity  of  the  fubjecl  : 
nor  will  his  being  ^Spaniard  excufe  it,  they  are  all  Spani 
ards  in  the  play;  and  tho'  a  ridiculous  pride  is  natural  to 
the  nation,  we  are  not  by  that  rule  to  mew  a  Frenchman 
dancing,  or  a  Dutchman  drunk  in  a  tragedy.  In  Ihort, 
he  is  a  mere  Miles  Gloriofus,  and  makes  fo  difagreeable  a 
figure,  that  we  have  much  ado  to  think  him  an  object 
worthy  of  that  filial  regard  and  duty  which  Chimene  pays 
to  his  memory.  I  therefore  thought  it  neceffary,  iri 
higher  juftification  of  her  forrows,  and  virtue,  to  make 
him  more  civilized  and  rational  in  the  Heroick  Daughter  ; 
his  honourable  and  open  reconcilement  to  Alvarez ;  his 
generous  compaffibn  for  the  diitrefs  of  Carles,  whom  he 
had  reduc'd  to  the  neceffity  of  fighting  him  :  his  huma 
nity  and  honour  (in  cafe  he  fell  by  his  fword)  in  bequeath 
ing  him  his  daughter,  were  all  attempted  to  give  the  au« 
dience,  as  well  as  Ximena,  a  more  juilifiable  regret  for 
the  lofs  of  him — The  only  reafon  Comeille  feems  to  have 
for  making  him  fo  brutal,  is  to  introduce  an  unreafona- 
ble  quarrel,  from  whence  all  the  diftrefs  of  the  play  was 
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to  rife  :  I  have  likewife  attempted  to  remove  that  ob- 
je<5Uon,  by  grounding  the  jealcufy  andrefentment  of  the 
Count  upon  the  Tubule  infmuations  of  Sanchez,  it  being 
the  immediate  (tho'  dishonourable)  intereft  of  his  love 
to  Ximena,  by  any  artifice  to  obftruft  her  marriage  with 
Carlos  :  This  expedient  I  thought  would  make  the  Count, 
more  excufable  in  his  violent  meafures,  and  might  re 
move  the  odium  that  lay  hard  upon  him  in  the  C/V,  by 
throwing  it  upon  Sanchez,  whofe  character  here  may 
better  endure  it. 

The  next  fcene  of  moment  that  follows  the  quarrel,  is 
the  challenge  which  is  delivered  with  fo  vaunting  a  boaft 
by  Rodrtgtte,  that  one  would  imagine  he  thought  it  firft 
prudent  to  frighten  his  enemy,  before  he  fought  him  ; 
and  truly,  by  the  behaviour  of  the  Count,  he  feeing  to 
have  carried  his  point ;  for  after  the  challenge  is  made, 
the  Count  as  pleafantly  evades  it,  by  pretending  to  be 
offended  with  Rodrigue's  preemption  in  calling  him  to 
an  account.  In  fhort  they  debate  fo  heartily,  that  you 
begin  to  lofe  your  apprehenfion  of  its  coming  to  mif- 
chicf;  for  even  after  they  feem  both  determin'd,  and 
going  out,  the  Count  is  refolv'd  to  have  t'other  chance 
for  refuming  the  debate,  and  fays  brifkly  to  Rodrigue*. 
—Ar-t  thoufo  "weary  of  thy  life  ?  But  I  think  nothing 
can  better  expofe  the  abfurdity  of  the  queftion,  than  the 
fhrewd  anfvver,  that  is  made  to  it,  viz.  What  are  you 
afraid  to  die?  There  is  reafon  in  the  anfwer,  but  (be 
tween  two  men  of  honour)  there  could  be  none  for  the. 
queftion. 

This  fort  of  behaviour  I  could  not  be  reconcil'd  to,  and 
have  taken  the  liberty,  in  the  nrfl  fix  lines  of  the  fcene, 
to  get  the  challenge  accepted  with  the  plain  language  of. 
a  man  determined :  and  tho'  I  could  not  allow  them  to 
expoftulate,  while  their  courage  was  only  in  queftion, 
yet  I  could  not  help  thinking  the  lover  in  fome  part  of  the. 
fcene,  owed  a  figh  or  two  to  the  terrors  of  his  miftrefs, 
and  the  certain  mifery  his  honour  was  then  going  to  re 
duce  her  to,  which  would  have  beenftill  unqueftionable, 
tho'  his  regard  to  her  had  here  mewn  its  lad  effort  to 
right  his  injuries  with  a  bloodlefs  reparation  :  for  tho'' 
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he  had  before  debated  himfelf  into  a  refolution  of  reveng 
ing  them,  yet  nothing  is  more  natural,  than  to  fee  love 
turn  back  and  back  again,  for  another  lafl  adieu.  I 
(hall  here  beg  leave  to  quote  a  few  lines  from  the  fcene 
itfelf,  as  the  fhorteft  way  of  explaining  how  I  have  con- 
dueled  it—  When  the  place  of  meeting  is  juil  going 
to  be  appointed,  Carlos  flops  fhort,—  and  fays  to  th« 
Count, 


One  moment's  refpite  for 

She  has  not  wronged  me,  and  my  heart  would  fpart  her\ 

We  both)  without  aftain  to  eilher's  honour  , 

May  pity  her  diftrefs,  and  peiufe  to  Jave  her. 

Nor  need  Iblujh,  that  I  fufpend  my  caufe, 

Since  with  its  'vengeance  her  fur  e  woes  'are  blended  ; 

O  !  lay  not  on  her  innocence,  the  grief 

Of  a  mourn*  d  father,   or  a  lover*  s  blood  ! 

O  !  /pare  herfeghs,  prevent  her  ft  reaming  tears, 

Stop  this  effujton  of  my  bleeding  honour  ', 

And  hea^  ifpojjible,  its  wounds  with  peace* 

To  all  which,  when  the  Count  is  immoveable,  and 
grows  at  laft  impatient  of  his  reproaches  ;  then  Carlos 
recovers  to  his  honour  and  breaks  out  as  follows  - 

0  /  give  me  back  that  vilefubmijjtvejhamey 
*That  I  may  meet  thee  with  retorted  fcorn, 

And  right  my  honour  with  untainted  vengeance  ; 
Tet  no  —  wit  hold  it  !  take  it  to  acquit  my  lovet 
That  Sacrifice  was  to  Ximena  due: 
Her  hdplefs  fiiffc  rings  claimed  that  pang  ;  and  Jince 

1  cannot  bring  di  (honour  to  her  arms, 

Fhus  my  racked  heart  pours  forth  its  laft  adieu  y 
And  makes  libation  of  its  bleeding  peace  : 
Farewel,  dear  injured  Softnefs  —  Follow  me, 

After  the  place  of  meeting  is  appointed,  Carlos  trou 
bles  you  with  no  more  of  his  love,  than  by  uttering  with 
a  figh,  as  he  goes  out, 
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Poor  Ximena  !  - 


Which  had  fo  compaffionate  an  effect  upon  our  Englijb 
hearers,  that  if  his  love  was  then  a  weaknefs,  it  was  at 
leaft  fuch  a  one  as  they  heartily  forgave  him. 

The  next  fcene  of  the  Infanta,  (who  is  always  drop 
ping  in,  like  cold  water,  upon  the  heat  of  the  main 
action)  is  for  that  reafon  again  left  out;  our  difference 
otherwife  is  not  material,  till  the  King  receives  notice  of 
the  Count's  being  killed  by  Rodrigue  ;  which  is  fo  flightly 
related,  or,  to  ufe  Corneille's  own  words.  Sans  auc  une  nar 
ration  toucbante,  and  received  with  fo  little  furprife,  or 
curiofity  to  know  any  circumftances  of  the  action,  that 
upon  my  firft  reading  the  Fnncb  play,  I  fcarce  knew 
whether  I  was  to  believe  him  dead,  or  no.  I  have  there 
fore  endeavoured,  in  the  Heroick  Daughter,  to  awa 
ken  the  audience,  by  making  that  relation,  more  folemn 
and  particular,  and  to  prepare  the  probability  of  the  Cataf- 
tropbe,  which  I  mail  better  account  for  in  its  place  :  But 
in  the  laft  fcene  of  this  fecond  act  it  muft  be  allow'd, 
the  Cid  begins  to  feize  upon  the  heart  of  the  fpectator, 
and  this  is  one  of  thofe  great  beauties  that  have  fo  juftly 
given  rife  to  its  fame  :  The  fluctuating  pity,  that  is  fp 
finely  perplex'd  between  the  tears  of  a  pious  daughter, 
and  the  venerable  forrows  of  a  father  :  The  happy  Ikill 
of  throwing  them  both,  in  the  fame  inftant,  at  the 
King's  feet  for  juftice  and  mercy  ;  and  with  pretenfions 
fo  equally  laudable,  is  an  incident  which  few  tragedies, 
either  ancient  or  modern,  canboaftof.  The  only  liber* 
ty  I  have  taken  with  this  fcene,  is  in  making  the  father 
plead  with  more  refignation,  and  rather  to  truft  hiscaufe 
to  its  limple  merits,  than  thofe  of  his  own  paft  fervices. 

The  next  aft  opens  with  Rodrigue's  appearing  in  the 
apartment  of  his  miflrefs,  where  he  leflens  his  character, 
by  juftifying  his  honour  to  her  fervant  :  After  Cbimenp 
too  is  left  alone  with  the  fame  fervant  El-vire,  me  throws 
away  a  great  many  fine  fentiments  upon  that  prating 
creature,  who  has  no  fenfeofthem,  but  endeavours  t? 
comfort  her  by  vulgar  advice,  which  makes  Cbimtne  in-^ 
excufable  to  hear  ;  befides  the  main  action  cools  in  th? 
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converfation  :  This  is  avoided  in  the  Herotck  Daughter, 
by  making  Edzara  the  third  perfon  in  thefe  two  fcenes,: 
who  has  an  intereft  in  ferving  Carlos,  yet  never  is  mean 
or  difhonourable  in  her  attempting  it.  But  the  next 
fcene  makes  us  ample  amends  for  all  we  may  havejuftly 
found  fault  with. 

The  meeting  of  Rodrigue  and  Cbitnene,  throws  us  in- 
to  a  tendernefs  that  is  irrefiftible :  This  incident  gives 
the  Cid  ras  fair  an  affurance  of  being  immortal,  as  any 
modern  poetry  can  hope  for.  There  is  fomething  fo 
amiable  in  the  defpair  of  Rodrigue,  in  his  natural  difre* 
gard  of  his  fafety,  for  the  refiftlefs  pleafure  of  feeing  his 
miflrefs ;  and  we  are  apt  to  be  fo  feiz'd  with  the  inftant 
idea  of  her  tender  paijion  breaking  through  her  filial  ob 
ligations  tp  purfuehim,  that  at  the  firft  fight  of  them  it 
is  impoffible,  for  an  attentive  auditor,  not  to  feel 
the  moft  agreeable  tranfport  and  aftoniihment :  And 
fince  the  incident  is  Corneille's  and  not  mine,  it  maybe  no 
vanity  to  fay,  this  effect  was  evident  from  the  hurry  and 
feufy  murmur  that  ran  through  the  audience  at  its  firft 
presentation  in  London.  And  it  would  indeed  be  a  re 
flection  on  our  Englijb  tafte,  to  fuppofe  we  could  be  lefs 
fenfible  than  our  neighbours,  offo  palpable  an  excellence: 
For  Corndlle  fpeaking  of  the  reception  of  this  fcene  io 
Parti,  fays, 

Qu'alors  que  ce  malheureux  amant  fe  prefentott  decant  ellet 
?1  s'elevoit  un  certain  FremiJJement  dans  F AflembUe  qui  mar- 
yuoit  une  Cur  oft  fe  mer<veilleufe>  &  un  redoubhwent  d'atten- 
iion  pour  ce  quails  avoient  a  fe  dire  ans  un  eftat  Ji  piloy- 
able. 

But  allowing  it  all  this  admiration,  I  have  fome  rea- 
fons  to  offer  (to  better  judgment)  why  the  conduct  of 
this  fcene  in  the  Heroick  Daughter,  is  not  implicitly  form'd 
upon  the  model  of  that  in  the  Cid :  I  cannot  but  think, 
that  Rodrigue's  entering  with  an  anfvver  to  the  laft  words 
of  Cbimene*  muft  be  unnatural,  if  you  don't  fuppofe  him 
to  have  liften'd  at  the  door  to  her  private  difccurfe ;  and 
tho'  'tis  poffible  moft  of  our  modifti  criticks  may  own 
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they  \vould  have  liften'd  in  his  condition,  yet  that  is  no 
proof,  that  liil'ning,  efpecially  in  another  perfon's  houfe, 
is  not  always  the  effedl  cf  meannefs,  ill-manners,  or 
treachery  ;  I  therefore  thought  it  more  reafonable  to  let 
him  approach  her  i,n  a  mute  fubmiffive  addrefs,  and  to 
give  him  time  for  it,-  have  thrown  Ximena  into  a  reproach- 
mi  aitonimment  the  moment fhe  fees  him ;  Corneille*  after 
fome  fine  touches  of  their  diftrefs,  fufrers  him  to  proceed 
in  excufe  of  his  offence,  in  which  he  feems  too  fond  of 
mewing  the  man  of  Honour,  and  the  harfh  terms  he  ufes 
in  his  juftification,  are  too  choquant  for  the  ear  of  an  in 
jured  iniflrefs.  'Thefe  are  his  words. 


"  Car  enfin  n9  at  tens  pas  de  man  Affeftion, 
<<  Unlache  repsntir  June  bonne  Aaiw. 

A.     ..    .     .     , 
n'd  a  little  farther : 

"  Je  le  ferois  encour,  Jtj'avois  a  le  faire* 

This  laft  line  is  omitted  in  the  Herolck  Daughter,  and 
the  firft  are  foften'd  by  only  faying, 

'«  How  Jh all  1  repent  me  of  a  crime, 

'*  Which   uncommitted  bad  dcferii'd  thy  fcorn? 

I  have  endeavour'd  in  the  fame  ipeech  to  make  his 
crime  more  pitiful,  by  his  pleading  the  regard  he  had 
to  her  peace,  in  firit  endeavouring  to  reduce  her  father 
into  a  temper,  that  might  have  ended  their  difference 
with  a  lefs  fatal  reparation  ;  and  it  feems  to  heighten 
the  diftrefs  of  Ximena,  when  you  fee  her  heart  is  full, 
and  confcious  of  the  obligation. 

After  Cliimene  has  anfwer'd  his  plea,  in  the  mail  fub- 
Hme  fentiments  of  her  filial  duty  to  purfue  him  for  her 
father's  death,  Rodrigue  infifts,  that  her  own  hand  alone 
ought  to  faiisiy  her  vengeance  ;  I  have  here  made  bold 
to  (horten  their  arguments  upon  this  point,  which  feem 
a  little  too  near  the  romantick,  and  have  fubftituted  one, 
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that  I  thought  more  agreeable  to  nature,  where 
fays, 

Let  not  the  wretch  once  honour*  a*  with  thy  tow, 

¥ky  Carlos,  once  thought  worthy  of  thy  arms> 

£f  dragged  a  publickfpefiacle  to  juftice, 

Vo  draw  the  irkfoms  pity  of  a  croud, 

Who  may,  with  vulgar  reafon,  call  thee  cruel} 

My  death  from  thee  will  elevate  thy  vengeance, 

Andjhew,  like  mine,  thy  duty  f corned  ajfiftance. 

But  the  greateft  omiflion  in  this  fcene,  is,  that  Chimtut 
{Q  far  forgets  her  filial  duty,  as  to  take  no  precaution,  not 
fo  much  as  his  word  of  honour,  that  Rodrigue  fhall  ap 
pear  to  anfwer  his  crime  to  the  law ;  me  is  indeed  con« 
cern'd  for  her  reputation,  and  en  that  account  only  de- 
,fires  him  to  leave  her;  her  laft  concern,  when  they  part 
At  the  end  of  the  fcene,  is, 

««  ,  .     ..    Etfur  tout  Garde  lien,  qu'on  Te  voyt. 

This  makes  their  meeting  look  too  like  a  modern  in 
trigue,  I  have  therefore  endeavoured  to  give  her  a  better 
reafon  for  rcleafing  him ;  when  he  reproaches  her  with 
want  of  love,  in  refuting  his  defire  to  fall  by  her  hand., 
(he  replies— 

' 

Can  hate  have  part  in  interviews  like  this  ? 
Art  thou  not  now  within  my  power  tofeize  ? 
Tet  Pll  releafe  thee,  Carlos,  on  thy  word, 
Give  me  thy  word,  that  on  the  morrow's  noon. 
Before  the  king  in  per/on  thou  wilt  anfwer 9 
4nd  take  thejhelter  of  the  night  to  leave  me. 

I  do  not  fee  how  the  fceiie  could  poflibly  be  faid  to  have 
a  jufl  conclulion,  but  by  this  mutual  difcharge  of  their 
duty  for  the  prefent:  and  when  Carlos  had  gives  his 
honour  to  appear,  then  indeed  there  is  a  more  pardona 
ble  and  natural  excufe  for  the  tendernefs  they  fall  intoj 
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which  tho'  the  reader  miaft  be  charin'd  with  in  the  origi- 
kial,  I  have  ventured  to  alter,  to  make  them  more  agree 
able  to  the^tffl/or. 

The  next  fcene  breaks  into  the  ftreet,  where  the  father 
of  Rodrigue  is  wandering  up  and  down  alone,  in  fearch 
of  his  fon  ;  a  very  (lender  marie  of  his  wifdom,  and  puts 
one  in  mind  of  a  vulgar  faying — To  look  for  a  needle,  &c. 
—Nay,  he  does  all  this,  tho'  he  has  five  hundred  friends 
in  his  houfe  (whom  he  had  drawn  together  to  vindicate 
the  caufe  of  his  honour)  waiting  for  him  ;  and  there  is 
no  excufe  appears  for  his  leaving  them  alone,  or  why 
fbme  do  not  attend  him  abroad:  where  he  entertains  the 
audience  with  a  long  account  (which  he  gives  to  himfelf) 
of  his  condition,  in  pointed  conceits,  and  quaint  Anti- 
thefis,  that  would  be  much  prettier  in  an  epigram— At 
laft  he  meets  with  his  fon,  with  whom  he  fallt  into  a 
tedious  argument ;  and  to  comfort  his  forro^v  for  the  lofs 
of  his  miftrefs,  tells  him  there  are  more  women  than 
Ximena,  and  would  have  him  mew  the  greatnefs  of  his 
heart,  in  making  off  its  weaknefs  for  her  :  this  feems 
unpardonable,  and  ftains  the  characler  of  the  father; 
ibr  to  fuppofe  him  capable  of  changing  his  miftrefs,  takes 
away  half  the  merit  of  the  fon's  having  reveng'd  his 
honour;  v»hich,  had  he  not  inviolably  loved  her,  had 
only  fhewn  his  courage  in  common  with  other  men.  The 
anfwer  the  fon  makes  him,  indeed  is  truly  great,  which 
it  might  eafily  be,  when  he  had  fo  diihonourable  a 
thought  to  oppofe ;  fo  that  the  one  fpeech  is  only  fine 
from  the  other's  being  improper,  I  might  fay  unnatural: 
this  fcene  feems  extremely  cold,  after  the  fpirit  and  warm 
paflion  in  the  preceding  one  :  care  fliould  be  always 
taken  in  fuch  cafes  not  to  fuffer  the  attention  to  languim, 
but  (as  Horace  fays — Semper  ad  e<ventum  feftinet )  when  the 
fubjedi  will  not  fuffer  us  to  exceed  what  is  gone  before, 
we  mould  at  leaft  keep  our  hearers  awake,  by  being  bufy 
about  new  matter  and  action,  plainly  necefTary  to  carry 
on  the  ftory  of  the  play.  All  that  feems  ufeful  in  this 
fcene,  is  the  laft  fpeech  of  it,  which  is  the  only  one, 
that  is  taken  into  the  Heroick  Daughter :  There  Alvarez 
appears  at  the  head  of  his  friends  in  his  own  houfe, 
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where  his  fon  may  be  fuppos'd  with  more  probability  to! 
come  to  him.  But  Corneille  honeftiy  tells  us  in  his  Ex 4 
amen  of  the  C/V,  that  the  reafon  why  he  did  not  bring 
on  Don  Diegue  with  his  friends  about  him,  was  because 
thofe  perfonages  are  generally  fupplied  by  aukward  fel 
lows,  and  candle-fnuffers— -a  uiiferable  flgn  of  the  low-* 
hefs  of  the  French  Theatre,  when  fo  great  an  author  U 
forc'd  to  reftrain  his  fancy,  and  to  commit  an  abfurdity,. 
to  make  his  play  fit  for  the  itage—  But  this  not  being  our 
cafe  here,  I  had  the  liberty  of  writing  as  well  as  I  could. 
After  Corneille  has  done  his  fcene*  I  have  given  the 
fon  a  foliloquy,  that  I  thought  would  be  a  new  mo 
tive  to  the  compaffion  of  the  audience;  if  your  cu- 
riofity  is  as  warm  as  my  vanity  could  wilh  it,  you 
will  now  turn  to  it  at  the  end  of  the  fourth  act. 

The  two  laft  acts  of  the  Cid,  though  in  nature,  they 
maybe  finely  written,  lofe  half  their  force  for  want  of 
art  :  All  thofe  great  fentiments  which  Cbimene  utcers  to 
the  Infanta  in  the  beginning  of  the  fourth  act,  are  im 
proper  in  that  place  ;  for  me  is  not  only  arguing  her 
cafe  with  one  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  it,  but  ihe  is 
merely  talking  while  fhe  fhould  be  doing  \  we  are  impa 
tient  for  the  iffue  of  her  appeal  to  the  King,  and  it  is 
ho  excufe  to  the  hearer,  that  the  king's  daughter  flops 
her  by  the  way,  when  it  was  in  the  poet's  choice  to  have 
fent  the  King's  daughter  to  prayers,  or  any  other  em 
ployment  in  the  mean  time In  fhort,  the  author 

feems  to  want  matter  for  two  acts  more,  and  is  reduced 
to  thefe  fhifts  to  give  the  audience  full  meafure  for  their 
money  :  But  the  Heroick  Daughter  9  having  a  whole  firft 
act  added  before  the  action  of  the  Cid  begins,  of con- 
fequence  transfers  the  third  act  of  the  French  play 
into  the  fourth  of  the  Englijh,  by  which  expedient,  the 
neceffary  matter  of  the  two  laft  acts  of  the  one,  are" 
eafily  contain'd  in  the  fmgle  fifth  act  of  the  other. 

The  next  prolixity  the  Cid  entertains  us  with,  is 
the  king's  folemn  reception  of  Rodrigue  after  his  defeat 
of  the  Moors ;  which  let  it  be  never  fo  juftly  due  to  the 
merit  of  the  action,  yet  Noa  nunc  erat  his  locus.  All 
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this  moves  not,  and  might  have  been  fuppos'd  or  re 
lated  only,  that  the  more  immediate  bufmefs  of  the  play 
might  have  come  forward,  as  is  attempted  in  the  #*•* 
roick  Daughter. 

Befide,  the  making  Rodrigue  to  give  an  account  of  hi§ 
own  victory,  muft  either  lefTen  the  action,  or  his  cha 
racter Any  friend,  that  was  a  well-wifher  to  his 

intercft,  muft  certainly  have  been  a  more  proper  herald 
of  his  fame:  I  have  therefore  made  Alonzo  give  the 
particulars  of  this  glorious  fervice  to  his  country, 
and  I  thought  the  audience  would  be  better  pleas'd 
if  it  were  given  to  Ximena,  that  they  might  at 
the  fame  inftant  fee  the  hew  conflict  it  muft 
naturally  raife  'between  her  paffiort  and  her  duty : 
for  tho'  the  King  is  in  the  play  the  perfon  moft  con- 
cern'd  to  hear  it,  yet  the  Spectator  is  moft  concerned 
that  Ximena  mould  hear  it ;  and  it  offends  not  either 
manners,  or  probability,  that  the  king  is  fuppos'd  to 
have  heard  it  before. 

When  Cbimene  returns  to  court  for  juftice,  the  king, 
in  hopes  to  appeafe  her,  has  a  mind  nrft  to  make  a 
difcovery  of  her  paflion,  and  cunningly  tells  htfr,  that 
her  defire  of  vengeance  is  anfwer'd,  for  Rodrigue  is 
dead  of  his  wounds  ;  at  which  Chiriiene  fainting,  his 
Majeily  fairly  bites  her,  owns  he  is  alive,  and  that  he 
is  now  convinc'd  fhe  has  no  mind  to  hurt  him — ~ 
This  FineJJe  is  needlefs,  and  ill  becomes  the  gravity 
of  the  fubject  :  There  is  nothing  of  it  in  the  Heroicfc 
Daughter. 

Well !  when  all  will  not  do,  when  fhe  finds  it  Is 
fo  hard  to  make  the  King  more  fenfible  of  her  private 
wrongs,  than  of  her  lover's  late  fervice  to  the  pub- 
lick,  it  is  indeed  time  to  make  her  lofe  her  fenfes,  for 
then,  poor  Lady  !  fhe  demands  the  combat,  and  is 
forced  to  call  her  vanity  and  falfhood  to  the  affiftance 
of  her  duty,  by  propofing  her  perfon  as  a  reward 
to  any  gentleman  that  would  be  the  champion  of 
her  caufe,  if  he  prov'd  victorious  :  This  is  facrificing  her 
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paflion  to  her  duty  with  a  vengeance  :  What  an  in* 
confolable  figure  would  (he  have  made,  if  nobody  had 
taken  up  the  cudgels !  'tis  well  (he  knew  (he  was 
handibme,  or  that  might  really  have  been  the  cafe; 
but  to  be  ferious 

I  thought  it  much  more  decent  and  natural,  when 
me  was  in  this  extremity,  to  let  Sanchez,  who  had 
before  offered  his  fervice,  take  this  fair  occafion  of 
ftepping  in  to  her  afliftance;  'tis  he,  therefore,  that 
in  Ximenas  name  demands  the  cembat,  and  that 
me  might  not  have  the  guilt  of  flattering  him  with 
the  kaft  hope,  as  a  lover,  he  is  made  even  to  difguife 
the  motive  to  it  with  his  pretended  friend  (hip  for  her 
late  father :  The  King's  granting  the  combat  and  the 
neceflary  orders  about  it,  conclude  the  fourth  aft  of 
the  Cid, 

The  fifth  aft  begins  with  Rodriguis  abruptly  vi- 
fitting  Cbimene,  without  leave  or  excufe,  before  he 
was  going  to  the  lifts.  And  tho'  in  her  firft  words 
file  pretends  to  be  fhock'd  at  his  appearance,  yet  he 
takes  no  notice  of  it,  but  goes  on  wi:h  his  bufinefs, 
and  (lie  as  infenfibly  finks  into  mildnefs  and  temper 
to  hear  it:  Here  they  feem  too  declamatory,  and 
romantkk,  which  I  have  endeavour'd  to  avoid,  by 
giving  a  more  fpirited  turn  to  the  paffions,  and  re 
ducing  them  nearer  to  common  life  ;  and  the  expedient 
that  introduces  the  interview  itfelf,  is,  I  hope,  upon 
a  more  pardonable  foundation  :  For  to  make  thefe  two 
afts  into  one,  in  the  Heroick  Daughter,  it  was  but  to 
contrive  this  fcene  naturally  to  follow  the  laft,  with 
out  leaving  the  fiage  vacant,  which  is  effected  by  the 
King's  giving  Carlos  leave  to  take  his  farewel  of 
Ximena  before  his  going  to  the  combat ;  and  thus  her 
hearing  him,  while  her  friend  Belzara  is  prefent,  and 
in  the  court,  feems  more  excufable,  than  her  re 
ceiving  his  vifit  in  open  day,  in  her  private  apart 
ment  :  And  that  your  patience  might  not  languifti, 
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the  combat  immediately  follows  his  parting  from  her  5 
and  tho*  you  fee  nothing  of  that  engagement  on  ths 
ilage,  yet  your  imagination  all  the  while  erjoys  it  in 
t'he  alarms  and  terrors  of  Ximena,  which  upon  every 
diitant  found  of  the  trumpet  fhe  is  differently  throwa 
into :  And  I  have  always  obferved,  that  when  any 
thing  of  moment  is  heard  to  be  doing  from  behind, 
that  has  a  warm  effect  upon  the  actors  in  fight,  it  feem* 
to  give  a  double  delight  to  the  audience  :  This  incident 
is  entirely  my  own,  and  yet  I  flatter  myfelf,  not  the 
leaft  artful  in  that  play.  The  return  of  Sanchez  from 
the  combat  too,  is  here  prepared  with  fuch  circum- 
ftances,  as  might  more  probably  lead  Ximena  into  the 
miftake  of  his  being  the  victor;  but  all  this  is  languidly 
interrupted  in  the  Cid,  by  making  the  infanta's  melan 
choly  pafiion  break  into  the  warmeft  connection  of  the 
flory ;  and  Chimene  too,  for  want  cf  having  her  ima 
gination  ftirr'd  with  fuch  various  notice  of  the  combat* 
which  the  trumpet  gives  her,  falls  again  into  an  inactive 
and  declamatory  account  of  her  calamities,  which  in  ar 
laft  act  ever  furfeits  the  attention. 

After  the  combat  fhe  accofts  the  king  with  a  long 
argument,  on  a  fuppofition  that  Rodrigue  is  dead, 
wherein  (he  begs  to  be  released  from  her  obligation  to 
marry  Sanchez  as  the  victor,  and  barters  to  reward  him 
with  her  fortune,  which  fhe  is  willing  to  fettle  upon. 
Sanchez  for  his  trouble,  provided  fhe  may  have  leave 
to  difpofe  of  her  perfon  in  a  nunnery — All  this  the 
king  hears  without  undeceiving  her  as  to  Rodriguez 
being  alive,  which  is  not  only  improbable,  but  need- 
lefsly  carries  her  miftake  farther  than  it  will  bear  to  be 
beautiful.  In  the  Heroick  Daughter,  the  very  inftant  fhe 
hints  at  the  death  of  Carlos,  the  king  rectifies  her  mif 
take  :  Which  prevents  that  odd  project  of  compromizing 
the  matter  with  Sanchez,  and  lets  the  hearer  fooner 
into  matter  of  more  importance:  The  king  too  here  is 
only  an  advocate,  not  a  tyrant  for  Carlos ;  and  Ximtna 
having  made  no  promife  to  marry  the  victor,  avoids 
tnat  violation  of  her  duty,  which,  in  the  Cid,  ths 
al>folute  power  of  the  king  would  impofe  on  her. 

VOL.  Ilf.  F 
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But  here  he  is  fo  tender  of  her  virtue,  that  he  even 
fuffers  not  Carlos  to  approach  her,  without  leave— 
And  now  we  come  to  the  laft  conflict  of  her  heart, 
which  concludes  in  a  refolotion  not  to  truft  her  love  in 
light  of  him  that  had  killed  her  father,  but  to  fhut 
tier  forrows  from  the  world  in  a  cloifter:  And  I  am  of 
Opinion,  it  was  impoflible  under  fuch  misfortunes  to 
difpofe  of  her  otherwife,  without  breaking  into  the 
Jaws  of  honour  and  virtue.  Well !  but  tho*  you  grant 
me  this,  we  are  here  Hill  at  a  lofs ;  this  can  be  no  ab- 
folute  conclufion  of  the  play,  the  matter  flands  juft 
as  it  did  three  afts  ago,  the  lovers  were  parted  then, 
and  all  we  have  done  with  them  fince  comes  to  no 
more.  Cornedle  feems  to  be  plunged  in  this  difficulty, 
and  in  my  humble  opinion  had  much  better  have  parted 
them  for  ever,  than  have  brought  them  together  with  fo 
wretched  a  violation  of  Chimeae's  chara&er :  In  more, 
his  expedient  comes  to  no  more  than  this,  that  the  king 
gives  her  leave,  for  decency's  fake,  to  be  virtuous  a 
year  longer,  but  after  that's  expir'd,  he  obliges  her 
(and  fhe  tacitly  confents)  to  marry  the  man  that  has 
killed  her  father.  As  if  a  difhonourable  adlion  could 
be  juftify'd,  by  our  flaying  a  year  before  we  commie  it. 

There  feemed  therefore  to  me  but  one  way  in  nature,  to 
bring  them  decently  together,  which  was  by  removing 
the  fundamental  caufe  of  their  feparation  :  If  therefore, 
without  offending  nature  or  probability,  we  can  make 
the  father  of  Ximena  recover  of  his  wounds,  I  fee  no 
rcafon,  why  every  auditor  might  not  in  honour  con 
gratulate  their  happinefs :  By  this  expedient  their  ilory 
is  inftruclive,  and  thefe  heroick  lovers  fland  at  laft 
tv>o  fair  examples  of  rewarded  virtue:  But  it  is  now 
time  to  conclude. 

Notwithilanding  all  our  critical  amendments,  it  mufr 
be  allowed,  that  the  raft  happinefs  of  a  tragick  writer 
depends  £n  his  choice  of  a  proper  fubjeft,  without  that 
his  art  and  genius  are  but  mifemplo/ed  :  If  therefore 
there  be  any  thing  more  than  my  not  being  a  fufficient 
mailer  of  ftyle,  that  could  make  the  Heroick  Daughter 
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lefs   fuccefsfol  than  the  C/V,  I  can   allow  it  might  be 
likewife   owing  to   the   fubject,  of  which   perhaps  the 
chief  characlers  are  too  feverely  virtuous  for  the  home- 
fpun  morals   of  our   Englijb   audience:    Whereas   the 
French  run  into  the  other  extreme ;    with  them   your 
hero  muft  be  virtuous  even  to  romance,  or  he  is  infuffer- 
able  ;  but  good-nature  is  fo  diftinguifhing^  a  characte- 
riftic  of  the  Englijb,  that  the  French  have  no  word  to 
exprefs  it :  And  the  perfons  that  *we  ofien  pity  in  our 
plays,    a   French  critick  would  tell  you   ought  to  be 
hangedby  poetical  juftice.    But  we  are  fo  tender-hearted, 
that  let  the  characters  of  our  tragedies  be  never  fo  cri 
minal,  yet  if  you  can  but  make  them  penitent,  and 
iniferable,  refign'd  and  humble  in  their  afflictions,  we 
forget   all  their  old  faults,  take  them  immediately  intor 
favour,  and  the  handkerchiefs  of  a  whole  audience  (hall 
be  wee  with  their  misfortunes :  This  effect  is  frequent 
at  the  tragedy  of  Venice  Preferv'd,  where  Jaffeir,  after 
having  been  a  confpirator  againil  his  country  from  x 
private  revenge ;    after  his  betraying  that  confpiracy, 
and  the  life  of  hisdeareft  friend,  from  the  importunities! 
of  a  wife,  whom   his   weaknefs  could  not  refift,    yet 
makes  his  peace  with  the  audience  at  laft,  and   dies 
furrounded  with  their  compaffion  :  I  am  therefore  con- 
vinc'd,  that  criminal  characters,   fo  artfully  conducted, 
have  much  the  advantage  of  the  perfect  and  blamelefs  j 
and  perhaps  it  is  the  narrownefs  of  the  French  genius, 
that  would  never  let  their  beft  authors  attempt  to  raife 
compaffion  upon  fuch  bold    and   natural   foundations. 
But  on  the  other  fide,  it  would  be  hard  to  infer  frorm 
hence,  that  characters  nearer   to  perfection  ought   not 
as   well    to   appear   the   principals   of  tragedy :    Both. 
Carlos  and  Ximena  have  their  imperfections,  and  I  allo^r 
are  moft  to  be  pity'd,  when  they  are  leaft  able  to  refifl 
them  ;  I  cannot  therefore  but  infift,  that  the  Cid  has 
all   the  greatnefs,  dignity  and  diftrefs  in    the  fubject, 
that  tragedy  requires ;  and  though  it  may  have  had  too 
many  hearers  of  an  uncultivated  tafte,    who  think  it 
inclines  to  the  romantick  ;  yet  if  filial  duty,  love,  and 
honour  in  the  bigheft  instances  of  fdf-denial,  are  not  ima« 
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Binary  virtues,  then  certainly  all  its  ftruclires  are  upon 
exalted  nature  :  Let  the  common  pra&Sce  of  mankind  bs 
what  it  will,  it  is  not  unnatural  to  be  virtuous;  and  it 
ought  to  be  more  commendable  to  pity  the  misfortunes 
of  the  virtuous,  than  of  thofe  who  owe  their  diftrefs  to 
their  immediate  criminal  conduct.  But  I  am  notwith- 
flanding  willing  to  compound  for  the  inference,  by 
granting,  that  when  a  capable  genius  fets  himfelf  to 
work,  there  may  juftly  be  room  for  fuccefs  upon  either 
foundation. 


'P  R  O- 
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/IS  oft  in  formed  ajfemblies  of  the  fair, 
•"   T he  jlr ait-lac  d  prude  will  M  loofe  pajfion  Isar^ 
Beyond  fet  bounds  no  lover  muft  addrefs, 
Mut  fecret  flame  in  diftant  Jighs  exprefs  ; 
Yet  if  by  chance  fome  gay  coquette  fails  in, 
A  joyous  murmur  breaks  the  fihnt  fcene; 
Each  heart,  relief  d  by  her  enlivening  fire*^ 
fesls  eajy  hope,   and  unconjin  d  dfjire  *, 
*J  hen  jbuddtr  ing  prudes  with  fecret  en<vy  burn, 
And  treat  the  fops,  they  could  not  catch,  withfcorni 
So  plays  are  valued ;  not  confin  d  to  rules, 
<Tbofe  Prides,  the  criticks  call  them,  feajls  for  fools  \ 
j9n:/  if  an  audience  'gainjl  thoje  tules  is  warnid) 
Or  by  the  lawlejs  force  of  genius  charm' d,. 
5 "heir  whole  confederate  iody  is  alarm' d  : 
Then  every  feature's  falfe,  thovgfane'  er  fo  taking, 
*Tbe  heart's  deceived,  though  'tis  with  pleafure  aking. 
*T  hsy' II  prove  your  charmer's  not  agreeable  : 

•*"»•*  I  /*          9*7«.  •./       -f          *~\m    1  X*     /*  1      /    /^  _.      ^   -  *  1 


it  'with  the  Cid  effamd  Corneille. 
In  France  'twas  charged  with  faults  werepajl  enduring* 
But  Jlill  had  beauties  that  were  fo  alluring, 
It  rais'd  the  envy  cf  the  gr<\ve  Richlieu, 
Andfpite  of  his  remarks,  cYamd  houfes  drew  : 
Of  this  aj/ertion  if  the  truth  ^ou*  II  know, 
Two  lines  will  pro<ve  it  from  the  great  Boileau  : 
En  vain  centre  le  Cid  un  miniftre  fe  ligue, 
Tout  Paris  pour  Chimene  a  les  yeux  de  Rcdrigue* 
Irr  vain  againft  the  Cid  the  lUtefman  arms, 
Paris  with  Rodrick  feels  Ximenas  charms. 
Thti  proves,  when  pajjion  truly  wrought  appear st 
In  plays  imperfeB,  'twill  command  your  tears  : 
TCet  think  not  from-  what's  faid,  we  rules 
fo  raife your  wonder  from  abjurdities  ; 
Ai  France  imfrw*d  it  from  t!:e  Spanilh  pen, 
We  hope,   noiv  Britiili,   'tis  improved  agatn  .-. 
And  though  loft  tragedy  has  tongjeem  d  dead, , 
lj£t  hwing  lately  raisdhsr  awful  head, 
F  3 
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*To-nighl  with  pains  ar.d  cojl  we  humlly  Jtri<v8 

lo  keep  the  /pint  cf  that  tajh  alive  : 

But  if  like  Phaecon,    in  Corneiiie'j  carr, 

97>'  unequal tnuje  unhappily  Jhsidd  err, 

sit  leaji yoii  il  own  from  g/or,:cus  heigbls  JJ:e  fJl, 

And  ibtre' 's  J'ome  metit  in  att-etr^ting 


Dramatis  Perfonaa. 


M  E  N. 

Don  Ferdinand,  King  of  Cafnlz* 
Don  Al<varcxt  his  late  General,  and 

Father  of  Don  Carlos. 
Don    Gormaz,      Count   of  Gormaz, 

the   prefent  General,    and  father 

of  Ximena. 

Don  Carlos ,  in  love  with  Ximena. 
Don  Sanchez,  his  fecret  Rival,  tho* " 

lately  betroth'd  to  Belzara. 
Don  Alonxo)  Don  Garcia,  officers  of 

the  court, 
A  Page. 

WOMEN. 


Ximena,  daughter  to  Gormaz.  Mrs.  Qldfeld. 

Belzara,     her    friend    forfaken    by  1  •>*       •>._,,„ 
•»x       o       7  r  ivirs*  JL  OT t & i  • 

JDon  Sanchez.  J 

The  SCENE,  the  Royal  Palace  in  Seville. 

i 

THE 


Mr.  Mills. 
Mr.  Ciblen 

Mr.  Booth. 

Mr.  Wilks. 

Mr.  Elrington. 

Mr.  ^Thurmond* 
Mr.  JBowrna*. 


THE 

HEROICK    DAUGHTER. 
A  c  T   I. 

Alvarez  and  Carlos. 

Lliance  !  ha  !  and  with  the  race  of  Gormaz  / 
My  mortal  foe !  The  king  enjoins  it,  faidft 

thou  ? 

Let  me  not  think  thou  couldit  defcend  to  afkit: 
Take  heed,  my  fon,  nor  let  the  daughter's  eyes 
Succeed  in  what  the  father's  fword  has  fail'd  j 
Since  1  to  age  have  flood  his  hate  unmov'd, 
Be  not  thou  vanquifh'd  by  her  female  wiles, 
Nor  ftain  thy  honour  wuh  infulted  love. 

Cir.  O  taint  not  with  fo  hard  a  thought  her  virtue*, 
Which  ihe  has  prov'd  frnccre,  from  obligations: 
'Tis  to  her  fui:I  owe  my  late  advancement. 
You  know,  my  lord,  the  fortune  of  this  fword 
Redeemed  her  from  the  Moors,  when  late  their  captive> 
For  which,  at  her  return  to  court,  (he  fwell'd 
The  a&ion  with  fuch  praifes  to  the  king, 
He  bad  her  name  the  honours  cou'd  reward  it; 
She,  confcious  of  our  houfes  hate,  furpriz'd, 
And  yet  difdaining  that  her  heart  fhou'd  fall 
Jn  thanks  below  the  benefit  receiv'd, 
WarmM  tvith  th'occafion,  begg'd  his  rcyal  favour 
Wou'd  rank  me  in  the  field,  the  next  her  father. 
The  king  comply'd,  and  with  a  fmile  iniifted, 
That  from  her  own  fair  hand  J  flioa'd  receive 
The  grace.     This  forc'd  me  then  to  vifit  her  : 
To  fay  what  followed  from  our  interview, 
Might  tire,  at  lead,  if  not  offend  your  ear. 

Al-i).  Not  fo,  my  Carlos,  but  proceed. 

Car.  In  brief; 

The  queen,,  who  now  in  Mgheft  favour  holds 
* 
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The  fair  Xrme.-/a,  foon  perceiv'd  our  paflion, 

Approv'd  paid  cherim'd  it;   our  houfes  difcord, 

She  knew  of  old,   had  often  ihook  the  ftate  j 

"Whereon  flic  kindly  to  the  king  propos'd 

This  happy  union,  as  the  fole  expedient 

To  cere  thofe  wounds,  and  foitify  his  throne  : 

Nay,  fhe,  Ximena,  if  I  know  her  thoughts, 

Chiefly  10  that  regard  refigns  her  heart. 

O]  fhe  difclaims,  contemns  her  beauty's  power, 

Ac,d  builds  no  merit  but  on  ftable  virtue. 

Al*v.  Ifib,  Ifhou'd  indeed  applaud  her  fpirif. 

Car.  Oh  !  had  you  fearch'd  her  foul  like  me,  you  would 
Repofe  your  rrre, :-your  fame  upon  her  truth. 

Al-u.  Cn  ihee  at  leaft  I'm  fure  I  may  ;  I  know 
Thou  lov'it  thy  honour  equal  10  Xim:na% 
And  to  that  guard  1  dare  commit  thy  love, 
Keep  bot  that  union  facred  : 

Car.  When  I  break  it, 
"May  jour  difpleafure,  and  Ximena's  fcorn, 
Unite  their  force  to  torture  me  with  lharne : 
But  fee  !  fhs  comes !  her  eye,  my  lord,  hasreach'd  yon* 

Ximena  enters. 

Mark  her  concern,  the  fofnefs  of  her  fear, 
O'ercaft  with  doubt  and  diffidence  to  meet  you  ; 
One  gentle  word  from  you  wou'd  chafe  the  cloud, 
And  let  forth  all  the  luftre  of  her  fouJ. 

dfo.  Hail,  fair  Ximena  —  beauteous  brightnefs,  hail, 
Propitious  be  this  meeting  to  us  all  ! 
With  equal  joy  and  wonder  Lfurvey  thee. 
How  lovely's  virtue  in  fo  bright  a  form  !. 
Thy  father's  fiercenefs  all  is  loft  in  thee  r 
Weil  have  thy  eyes  reproach'd  our  houfes' jars, 
And  calm'd  the  tempelis  that  have  wreck'd  our  peace; 
What  we  with  fa-fe  refentments  bat  infiam'd, 
Thy  nobler  virtues  haveappeas'd  with  honour. 

Ximena.  Thefe  praifes,  from  another  mouth,  my  lord, 
.  Might  dye  thefe  glowing  cheeks  with  crimfon  fhame  ; 
But  as  they  flow  thus  kindly  from  Al<varizt 
From  the  heroick  fire  of  my  deliverer, 
As  you  beftow  'era,  my  exulting  heart, 
Tho'  undeferv'd,  icceives  with  joy  the  found  : 
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But  for  thofe  virtues  you  afcribe  to  me, 
Alas  !  they  are  but  copy'd  all  from  thence ; 
Carlos,  I  faw,    was  brave,    victorious,    great, 

Compaffionate 1  am  at  beft  but  grateful— — -»•• 

Cou'd  I  be  lefs  reduc'd  with  obligations? 
Cou'dl  retain  our  houfe's  ancient  hate, 
When  Carlos1  deeds  fo  greatly  had  forgot  it? 
If  heav'n  had  wilPd  our  ftuds  fiiou'd  rever  end,  - 
It  would  have  chofe  fome other  arm  to  fave  me:  ; 
But  if  its  kinder  providence  decrees, 
Ximena  s  yielded  heart  (hou'd  cure  thofe  ills, 
And  bind  our  pafljons  in  the  chains  of  peace  ; 
Be  witnefs  that,  .all  gracious  heav'n,  I've  gain'd  ' 
The  end,  the  heav'n  of  my  hopes  on  earth, 
And  fill'd  the  prouc?eft  fails  of  my  ambition. 

Al-Tj.  O  Carlos!  Carlos  I    we  are  both  fubdu'd  !  ' 
"Where  can  fuch  heavenly  fweetnffs  find  a  foe? 
What  Gormaz  may  refoive,  his  heart  can  tell, 
But  mine  no  longer  can  refill  fuch  virtue; 
His  pride  perhaps  may  triumph  o'er  my  weaknefs,  - 
A  nd  wtong  Ximena  to  infult  Alvarez  : . 
Be  mine  thatihame,  but  then  be  mine  this  glory, 

[He  joins  tbtir  hands* 
That  I  furrender  to  his  daughter's  merit 
Ail  that  her  heart  demands,  or  mine  can  give  : 
If  he's  obdurate,  let  her  wrongs  reproach  him. 

[Don  Sanchez  and  Alonzo  objer<ving  them*  • 
No  thanks,  my  fair;  for  both  or  neither  are 
Oblig'd  : .  Whatever  may  be  due  to  me, 
Let  love,"  aad  mutual  gratitude  repay. 

D.  San,  Death  to  my  eyes  /  Alvarez,  joins"Y 
their  hands ! 

Alon.  Forbear !  is  this  a  time  for  jealoufy  ?  >  Apart*  • 

D.  San.  Thou  that  haft  patience  then,  re-  I 
lieve  my  torture. 

Car.  O  Ximena  !  how  my  heart's  opprefs'd  with  fhame!  ' 
Thou  giv'ft  me  a  confufion  equal  to 
My  py.  I  yet  am  laggard  in  my  duty  ; 
I  muft  defpiir  to  reach  with  equal  virtues 
D,read  Gormaz,'  he~art,  as  thou  haft  touch'd  Alvarex*. 

Xim.  That  hope  we  muft  to  providence  refign  j  , 
*  5 
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The  king  intends  this  day  to  found  his  temper, 
Which,  tho'  fevere,  1  know  is  generous, 
Jn  honour  great,  as  in  refentments  warm, 
Fierce  to  the  proud,  but  to  the  gentle  yielding  ; 
The  goodnefs  of  Alvarez,  muft  fubdue  him. 

Alon.  My  lord,  I  heard  the  king  enquiring  for  you. 

Jl<v.  Sir,  I  attend  his  majefty — I  thank  you. 

Xim.  Saw  you  the  count,  my  father,  in  the  prefence? 

Alon.  Madam,  1  left  him  with  the  king  this  inftant, 
"Withdrawn  to  th   window,  and  in  conference. 

Xim.  'Twas  his  command  I  fhou'd  attend  him  there, 

Al<v.  Come,  fair  Ximena,  if  thy  father's  ear 
Inclines,  like  mine,  unprejudiced  to  bear  : 
His  bate  fubdu?  d  nvill  publick  good  regard, 
And  crown  thy  "virgin  ijirtues  nuitb  reward. 

\^Ex.  AIv.  Car,  Xim. 

D.  San.  Help  me,  Alonxo,  help  me,  or  I  fink, 
Th'oppreffion  is  too  great  for  nature's  frame, 
.And  all  my  manhood  reels  beneath  the  load; 
Oh  rage  !  oh  torment  of  fuccefslefs  love  ! 

Alon.  Alas !  I  warn'd  you  of  this  itorm  before, 
Yet  you,  incredulous  and  deaf,  defpis'd  it; 
JBut  fince  your  hopes  are  blafted  in  their  bloom, 
Since  vow'd  Ximena  never  can  be  youis, 
Forget  the  folly,  and  refume  your  reafon  : 
"Recover  to  your  vows  your  love  betroth'd, 
Return  to  honour,  and  the  wrong'd  Belzara. 

D.  San.  Why  doft  thou  ilill  obltrud  my  happinefs, 
And  thwart  the  paflion  that  has  feiz'd  my  foul  ? 
A  friend  fhou'd  help  a  friend  in  his  extremes, 
And  not  create,  but  diilipate  his  fears, 
'Tis  true  I  fee  Ximena^  heart  is  given, 
But  then  her  perfqn's  in  a  father's  power  ; 
He,  I've  no  caufe  to  fear,  will  flight  my  offers. 
Thou  know'ft,  the  averiion  that  he  bears  Al<vare& 
Bars  like  a  rock  her  wilhes  from  their  harbour: 
WnHe  Car  IDS  has  a  fear,  (hall  I  defpair  ? 
Has  not  the  count  his  paffions  too  to  pleafe, 
And  will-he. llarve  his  hate  to  feed  her  love  ? 
May  I  not  hope  he  rather  may  embrace 
The  fair  occaihn  of  my  timely  vows, 
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To  torture  Carles  with  a  fare  defpair, 

And  force  Ximena  to  adift  his  triumph  ? 

Nay,  fhe  perhaps,  when  his  commands  are  fix'd, 

In  pride  of  virtue  rr.ay  refift  her  love, 

Supprefs  the  paflion,  and  refign  to  dpty. 

Alon.  Why  will  you  tempt  fuch  feas  of  wild  difquiet. 
When  honour  courts  you  in  a  calm  to  joy  ? 
Hefeara's  charms  are  yielded  to  your  hopes, 
Contracted  to  your  vows,  and  warm'd  to  iove; 
Ximena  fcarce  has  knowledge  of  your  flame, 
Without  reproach  (he  racks  you  with  defpair, 
And  muft  be  perjur'dcou'd  her  heart  relieve  you. 

D.  San.  Let  her  relieve  me,  I'll  forgive  the  guilt. 
Forget  it,  fmother  in  her  arms  the  thought, 
And  drown  the  charming  falfhood  in  the  joy. 

Alon.  What  wild  extravagance  of  youthful  heat 
Obfcures  your  honour,  and  deftroys  your  reafon  ? 

D,  San.  I  am  not  of  that  lifelefs  mould  of  men, . 
That  plod  the  beaten  road  of  virtuous  love  : 
With  me  'tis  joyous.     Beauty  gives  defire, 
Defire  by  nature  gives  inftinclive  hope1; 

The  phoenix  woman  fits  herjtlf  on  fire,  ^  ^\\ 

Hope  gives  us  lo*ve,  cur  lo*ue  makes  thttn  defer  e> 

And  in  the  fames  they  rarfet  themfel'ves  expire  :  J 

Alon.  Not  love,  nor  hope  can  give  you  here  fuccefs. 

D.  San.  Let  thofe  defpair*  whofe  paflion s  have  their 

bounds, 

Whofe  hopes  in  hazards,  or  in  dangers  die: 
S'hew  me  the  object  worthy  of  my  flame, 
Let  her  be  barr'd  by  obligations,  friends, . 
By  vows  engag'd,  by  pride,  averfion,  all 
The  common  lets  that  give  the  virtuous  awe ; 
My  love  wou'd  mount  the  towVing  falcon's  height, 
Gut  thro'  them  all,  like  yielding  air,  my  way, 
And  downwards  dart  me  rapid  on  the  quarry. 

Alon.  Farewel,  my  lord,  fome  other  time  perhaps 
This  rapture  may  fubfide,  and  want  a  friend  ; 
J  mall  be  glad  t'advife,  when  you  can  hear. 
But  fee,  Belzara  comes,  with  eyes  confus'd, 
That  fpeak  fome  new  diforder  in  her  heart. 
Wou'd  you  be  happy,  friend,  bejuftj  preferve 
F  6 
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Inviolate  the  honeft  vows  you've  made  her. 

jFarewel,  I  leave  you  to  embrace  th'occafion.          [Exit* 

Enter  Belzara. 

Bel.  I  come,  Don  Sanchez,  to  inform  you  of 
A  wrong,  that  near  concerns  our  mutual  honour; 
*Tis  whifper'd  thro'  the  court,  that  you  retraft 
Your  folemn  vows  by  contract  feal'd  to  me, 
And  with  a  perjur'd  heart  purfue  Ximena. 
Such  falfe  reports  fhou'd  perifh  in  their  birth. 
I've  done  my  honefl  part,  and  difbeJiev'd  them; 
£>o  yours,  and  by  your  vows  perform'd  deftroy  them.- 

D.  $an.  Madam,  this  tender  care  of  me  defervts 
.Acknowledgements  beyond  my  power  to  pay  ; 
But  virtue  always  is  the  mark  of  malice, 
Contempt  the  beft  retern  that  we  can  make  it. 

Bel.  Virtte  fliou'd  have  fo  Ariel:  a  guard,  as  not 
To  fufferev'n  fufpicion  to  approach  it. 
For  tho',  Don  Sanchez,  I  dare  think  you  juft, 
Yet  while  the  envious  world  believes  you  falfe, 
J  feel  their  infults,  and  endure  the  fhame. 

D.  San.  Malice  fucceeds  when  its  report's  believ'd  ; 
Seem  you  to  flight  it,  and  the  monfter's  mute. 

£cf.  I  could  have  hop'd  fome  caufe  to  make  me  flight  if. 
This  cold  concern  to  fatisfy  my  fears, 
^Proclaims  the  danger,  and  confirms  them  true. 

D.  San.  Then  you  believe  me  falfe? 

Bel.  Believe  it*!  -Heav'n ! 

Am  I  to  doubr,    what  evjn  your  looks,  your  words, 
Your  faint  evafions  faithlefly  confefs  ? 
Ungrateful  man !  when  you  betray'd  my  heart, 
You  fhou'd  have  taught  me  too  to  bear  the  wrong. 

D.  San.  When  tears  with  menaces  relieve  their  grief, 
They  flow  from  pride,  not  tendernefs  diftreft. 

Eel.  Infulting,  horrid  thought!  Am  I  accus'd 
Of  pride,  complaining  from  a  breaking  heart? 

D.  San.  Behold  th'  unthrifty  proof  of  woman's  love! 
Purfue  you  with  the  fighs  of  fai;hful  pafijon, 
You  fbrve  our  pining  hopes  with  painted  cojnefsj 
But  if  our  hor.eft  hearts  difdain  the  jcke, 
Or  frek  from  fvveet  variety,  niief, 
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Alarm'd  to  lofe  what  you  defpis'd  fecure, 
Your  tremb'ling  pride  retraces  its  haughty  any 
And  yields  to  love,  purfuing  when  we  fly. 
Thefe  lavifh  tears,  when  I  deferv'd  your  heart, 
Had  held  me  fig h ing  to  be  more  your  flave; 
But  to  beftow  them  when  that  heart's  broke  loofe, 
When  more  I  merit  your  contempt  than  love, 
Arraigns  your  juftice,  and  acquits  my  faifhood. 

Bel.  Injurious,  falfe,  and  barbarous  reproach^- 
Have  I  with-held  my  pity  from  your  fighs, 
Or  us'd  with  rigour  my  once  boundlefs  power?. 
Ami  not  fwo.n  by  teftify'd  confenr, 
By  folemn  TOWS  contracted,  yielded  yours? 
But  what  avails  ihe  force  of  truth's  appeal, , 
Where  the  offender  is  himfelf  the  judge  ? 
But  yet  remember,  tyrant,  while  you  triumph, 
I  am  Don  Henrick's  daughter,  whom  you  dare  betrayer 
Henrick,  whofe  fam'd  revenge  of  injur'd  honour, 
Dares  Hep  as  deep  in  blood,  as  you  in  provocations* 

D.  San.  Since  then  your  feeming  grief's   with  rage- 

reliev'd, 

Hear  me  with  temper,  madam,  once  for  all. 
You  urge  our  folemn  contract  fworn  :  I  own 
The  fact,  but  muft  deny  the  obligation. 
'Twas  not  to  me,  but  to  a  father's  wiH, 
To  Henrick1*  dread  commands  your  pride  fubmitted: 
Since  then  your  merit's  to  obedience  due, 
Seek  your  reward  from  duty,  not  from  Sanchez; 
Your  flights  to  me  live  yet  recorded  here, 
Nor  can  your  forc'd  fubmiflions  now  remove  them: 
Ximenas  -fofter  heait-has  rais'd  me  to 
A  flame,  that  gives  at  once  revenge  and  rapture. 
How  far  Don  Henrick  may  refent  the  change, 
I  neither  know,  nor  with  concern  fhall  hear. 
Nay,  truft  your  injur'd  patience  to  inflame  him.  . 

Bef.  Inhumane,  vain  provoker  of  my  heart, 
I  need  not  urge  the  ills  that  muft  o'ertake  thee; 
Thy  giddy  paffions  will,  without  my  aid, 
Punifh  their  guilt,  and  to  themfelves  be  fata!.  k 
Ximena's  heart  is  fixt  as  far  above 
Thy  hopes,  as  truth  and  virtue  from  thy  foul. 
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To  her  avenging  fcorn  I  yield  thy  love; 

There,  faithlefs  wretch,  indulge  thy  vain  defires, 

And  ftarve,  like  tortur'd  Tantalus,  in  plenty; 
GaKe  on  her  charms  forbidden  to  thy  ta/?et 
Famijht  and  pining  at  the  tempting  feaft, 
.Still  rackt,  and  reaching  at  the  flying  fair , 
Purfuetkyfaljhoed,  and  embrace  defpair.        [Mxif* 
D.  San.  So  raging  winds  in  furious  ftorms  arife, 

Whirl  o'er  our  heads,  and  are  when  paft  fbrgoiten. 

Enter  Alonzo. 

Alan.  Why,  Sanchez,  are  you  ftill  refolv'd  on  ruin ,? 
I  met  Belzara  in  diforder'd  hafte ; 
At  fight  of  me  me  ftopt,  and  wou'd  have  fpoke, 
But  grief,  alas !  was  grown  too  ftrong  for  uords : 
When  turning  from  my  view  her  mournful  eyes, 
She  burft  into  a  ihow'r  of  gufhing  tears, 
And  in  the  conflict  of  her  fhame  retir'd. 
O  yet  colled  your  temper  into  thought, 
And  Ihun  the  precipice  that  gapes  before  you  : 
A  moment  hence,  convinced,  your  eyes  will  fee 
Ximena  parted  from  your  hopes  for  ever. 

D.  San.  Why  doft  thou  double  thus  my  new  difquiets  3- 
For  pains  forefeen  are  felt  before  they  come. 

Enter  King,  Gormaz,  Alvarez,  Carlos,  Ximena. 

Alon.  Behold  the  king,  Alvarez,  and  her  father. 
Be  wife,  tho'  late,  and  profit  from  the  iflue. 

King.  Count  Gormasz  you,  and  you  Alvarez,  hear : : 
Tho'  in  the  camp  your  (words,  in  court  your  counfela 
Have  juftly  raised  your  fame  to  envy'd  heights, 
Yet  let  me  ilill  deplore  your  race  and  you, 
That  from  a  long  defcent  of  lineal  heat, 
Your  private  feuds  as  oft  have  {hook  the  Mate. 
And  what's  the  fource  of  this  upheld  defiance? 
Alas  1  the  ftubborn  claim  of  ancient  rank, 
Held  from  a  two  days  antedated  honour, 
Which  gave  the  younger  houfe  pre-eminence. 
How  many  valiant  lives  have  easM  our  foes 
Of  fear,  deltroy'd  by  this  contelted  title  ! 
And  what's  decided  by  this  endlefs  valour  ? 
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Whofe  honour  yet  confe/Tes  the  fuperior  ? 
While  both  dare  die,  the  quarrel  is  immortal : 
Or  fay  that  force  on  oce  part  has  prevailed, 
Is  there  fuch  merit  in  unequal  ftrength  ?    . 
If  violence  h  virtue,  brutes  may  boaft  it : 
Lions  with  lions  grapple  and  difpute ; 
But  men  are  only  great,  truly  victorious, 
When  with  fuperior  reafon  they  fubdue. 
Can  you  then  think  you  are  in  honour  bound 
To  heir  the  follies  of  your  anceflors  ? 
Since  they  have  left  you  virtues  and  renown, 
Tranfmit  not  to  pofterity  their  blame. 

Al<v.  and  Gor.  My  gracious  lord 

King.  Yet  hold,  I'll  hear  you  both. 
Of  your  compliance,   Gormax,  I've  no  doubt  ^ 
This  quarrel  in  your  nobler  breaft  was  dying, 
Had  not,  Alvarez,  you  reviv'd  it. 

Al-v.  I? 
Wherein,  my  gracious  lord,  fland  I  fufpecled? 

King.  What  elfe  cou'd   mean  that  fullen  gloom  yoir 
That  confcious  difcontent  fo  ill  conceaPd  [wore, 

In  your  abrupt  retirement  from  our  court, 
When  late  the  valiant  Count  was  made  our  general  ? 
Was'c  not  your  own  requeft,  you  might  refign  it  ? 
Which  tho'  'tis  true  you  long  had  filPd  with  honour,, 
Was  it  for  you  to  circumfcribe  our  choice? 
T'  oppofe  from  private  hate  the  publick  good, 
And  in  his  cafe,  whofe  merit  had  preferred  him? 
When  his  fierce  temper,  from  reflection  calm, 
Inclin'd  to  let  the  embers  of  his  heat  expire, 
Was  it  well  done  thus  to  revive  the  flame, 
To  wake  his  jealous  honour  to  refentment, 
And  ihake  that  union  we  had  laid  to  heart? 
If  thou  haft  ought  to  urge,  that  may  defend 
Thy  late  behaviour,  or  accufe  his  conduct, 
Unfold  it  free,  we  are  prepar'd  to  hear. 

Al<v.  Alas,  my  lord,  the  world  misjudges  mej 
My  hate  fuppos'd  is  not  fo  deeply  rooted  ; 
Age  has  ailay'd  thofe  fevers  of  my  honour, 
And  weary  nature  now  wou'd  reft  from  paffions. 
The  noble  Count,  whofe  warmer  blocd  may  boil, 
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Berhaps  is  ftill  my  foe :    I  am  not  his, 

Nor  envy^him  thofe  honours  of  iris  merit. 

Where  virtue  is,  I  dare  be  j'uft,  and  fee  it. 

Your  majefty  has  fpoke  your  wifdom  in 

Your  choice,  .for  I  have  feen  his  arm  defer ve  it*. . 

In  all  the  fieges,  battles,  I  have  won, 

I  (knew  not  better  to  command,  than  he 

To  execute.     Thofe  wreaths  of  viftory 

That  flourafh  ftill  upon  this  hoary  brow,  . 

Impartial  I  corifefs,  his  a6live  fword 

Has  lopt  from  heads  of  Moors,  and  planted  there. 

King.  How  has  report,  my  Gormaz,  wrong'd  this  man  I 

Alv.  Nor  was  the  caufe  of  my  retirement  more 
Than  that  I  found  it  time  to  eafe  my  age,  . 
Unfit  for  .farther  aftion,  and  bequeath 
My  fon  the  need lefs  pomp  of  my  pofleflions. 

King.  Is't  poffible  ?  Coud'ft  thou  conceal  this  goodnefs.? 
Cou'd  fecret  virtue  take  fo  firm  a  root, 
While  flander  like  a  canker  kill'd  its  beauties? 
"Gorman,  if  yet  thou  art  not  paffion's  flave, . 
.Take  to  thyfelf  the  glory  to  reward  him. 

Gor.  My  lord,  the  paflions  that  have  warm'd  this  breafti , 
Yet  never  itirr'd  but  in  the  caufe  of  honour. 
Honour'*  the  fpring  that  moves  my  active  life, 
And  life's  a  torment,  while  that  right's  invaded. 
Shew  me  the  man  whofe  merit  claims  my  love,  . 
Whofe  milder  virtues  modeftly  afiail  me, 
And  honour  throws  me  at  his  feet  fubmiffive. 
In  proof  of  this,  there  needs  but  now  to  own, , 
The  generous  advances  of  Alvarez  , 
Have  turn'd  my  fierce  refentments  into  fliame. 
What  can  I  more?  My  words  but  faintly  fpeak  me,  , 
But  fince  my  king  feems  pleas'd  with  my  conyerfion, 
My  heart  and  arms  are  open  to  embrace  him. 

King.  Reqeive  him^  foldier,  to  thy  heart,  and  give 
Your  king  this  glory  of  your  mutual  conqueft. 

[ff  hey  embrace* 

Xim.  Aufpicious  omen  ! 

Car.  O  tranfporting  hope! 

D.  &7«.  Adders  and  ferpents  mix  in  their  embraces ! 
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King.  OGormax!    O  Alvarez!   flop  not  here, 
Confine  not  to  yourfelves  your  ftinted  virtue, 
But  in  this  noble  ardour  of  your  hearts, 
Secure  to  your  pofterity  your  peace. 

[Carlos  and  Ximena  kneel* 
Behold  the  lifted  hands  that  beg  the  bleffing, 
The  hearts  that  burn  to  ratify  the  joy, 
And  to  your  heirs  unborn  tranfmit  the  glory. 

Gor.  Receive  her,  Carlos,  from  a  father's  hand, 
Whofe  heart  by  obligations  was  fubdu'd. 

Alij.  Accept,  Ximena,  all  my  age  holds  dear, 
Not  to  my  bounty,  but  thy  merit  due. 

King.  O  manly  conqueft!  O  exalted  worth! 
What  honours  can  we  offer  to  applaud  it? 
To  grace  this  triumph  of  Ximena 's  eyes, 
Let  public  jubilee  conclude  the  day. 
Sound  all  our  fprightly  inftruments  of  war, 
Fifes,  clarions,  trumpets,  fpeak  the  general  joy. 
Ah.  Raife  high  the  clangor  of  your  lofcy  notes. 

Sound  peace  at  home 

Cor.  And  terror  to  our  foes. 
King.  Let  the  loud  cannon  from  the  ramparts  roar. 
Gor.  And  make  the  frighted  fhores  of  Africk  ring, 
Car.  Long  live  I  and  ever  glorious  live,  the  king  ! 

[Trumpets  and  'volleys  at  a  diflance, 
Al<v.  O  may  this  glorious  day  for  ever  ftand 
Fam'd  in  the  rolls  of  late  recorded  time  1 

King.  This  happy  union  fixt,   my  lords,  we  now 
Maft  crave  your  counfel  in  our  date's  defence 
Letters  this  morn  alarm  us  with  defigns 
The  Moors  are  forming  to  invade  our  realms; 
But  let  them  be,  we're  now  prepared  to  meet  them. 
The  prince  that  <UJQU  d  Jit  free  fr6m  foreign  fearst 
Should Jirjl  --with  peace  compofe  inteftine  jars ; 
Of  heart 3  united^   while  fecure  at  home, 
His  rojh  invaders  to  their  graves  muft  come.     [Exeunt* 
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ACT         II. 

Enter  Don  Sanchez. 

RElentlefs  fortune !  thou  haft  done  thy  part, 
Neglecled  nothing  to  oppofe  my  love; 
But  thou  (halt  find,  in  thy  defpight,  I'll  on. 
Wert  thou  not  blind  indeed,  thou  had'ft  forefeen 
The  honour  done  this  hour  to  old  Alvarez. 
His  being  nam'd  the  prince's  governor, 
(Which  I  we'l  know  the  ambitious  Gormaz  aim'd  at) 
Muft,  like  a  wildfire's  rage,  embroil  their  union, 
Rekindle  jealoufies  in  Gormaz?  heart, 
Whofe  fatal  flame  muft  bury  all  in  afhes. 
But  fee,  he  comes,  and  feems  to  ruminate 
With  pen  five  grudge  the  king's  too  partial  favour* 

Gormaz  on  the  other  fide. 

Gor.  The  k'ng  methinks  is  fudden  in  his  choice.—* 
'Tis  true,  I  never  fought  (but  therefore  is 
Not  lefs  the  merit)  nor  obliquely  hinted, 
That  I  defir'd  the  office— He  has  heard 
Me  fay,  the  prince  his  fon  I  thought  was  now; 
Of  age  to  change  his  prattling  female  court, 
And  claim'd  a  governor's  inftru&ive  guidance — 
Th*  advice,  it  feems,  was  fit1— but  not  th'  advifer— •- 
Be't  fo — why  is  Alvarez  then  the  man? 
Ke  may  be  qualify'd — I'll  not  difpute — 
But  was  not  Gormaz  too  of  equal  merit  ? 
Let  me  not  think  Alvarez,  plays  me  foul- 
That  cannot  be — he  knew  I  vvou'd  not  bear  it— 
And  yet  why  he's  fo  fuddenly  preferr'd — 
I'll  think  no  moreon't — Time  will  foon  refolve  me. 

D.  San.  Not  to  diiturb,  my  lord,  your  graver  thoughts, 
May  I  preftrme— - 

Gor.  Don  Sanchez  may  command  me. 
jThis  youthful  lord  is  fworn  our  houfe's  friend  ; 
If  there's  a  caufe  for  jealous  thought,  he'll  find  it.  [AJide. 

D.  San.  I  hear,  my  lord,  the  king  has  frefh   advice 
Of  a  defign'd  invafion  from  the  Moors.  [receiv'd 

Holds  it  confirm'd>  or  is  it  only  rumour  ? 
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Gor,  Such  new  alarms  indeed  his  letters  bring, 
But  yet  their  grounds  feein'd  doubtful  at  the  council. 

D.  San.  May  it  not  prove  fome  policy  of  ftate? 
Some  bugbear  danger  of  our  own  creating  ? 
The  king  I^haveobferv'd  is  fkill'd  in  rule, 
Perfedt  in  all  the  arts  of  tempering  minds, 
And — for  the  public  good — can  give  alarms 
Where  fears  are  not,  and  hufii  them  where  they  are.' 

Gor.  'Tis  fo!  he  hints  already  at  my  wrongs.     [4/tJe. 

D.  San.  Not  but  fuch  prudence  well  becomes  a  prince  : 
For  peace  at  home  is  worth  his  deareft  purcaafe. 
Yet  he  that  gives  his  juft  referHments  up, 
Tho'  honour'd  by  the  royal  mediation, 
And  fees  his  enemy  enjoy  the  fruits, 
Mufthave  more  virtues  thaia  his  king,  to  bear  it— 
Perhaps,  my  lord,  I  am  not  underftood, 
Nay,  hope  my  jealous  fears  have  no  foundation; 
But  when  the  tyes  of  friendmip  (hall  demand  it, 
Don  Sanchez  wears  a  fword  that  will  revenge  you.   \Going± 

Gor.  Don  Sanchez,  flay —I  think  thcu  art  my  friend; 
Thy  noble  father  oft*  has  ferv'd  me  in 
The  caufe  of  honour,  and  his  caufe  was  mine. 
What  thou  haft  fajd  fpeaks  thee  Belthazar\$  fon; 
I  need  not  praife  thee  more— — If  I  deferve 
Thy  love,  refufe  not  what  my  heart's  ccncem'd 
To  afk;  fpeak  freely  of  the  king,  of  me, 
Of  old  Alvarez,  of  our  late  alliance, 
And  what  has  followed  fince :  then  fum  the  whole, 
And  tell  rr.e  truly,  where  th*  account's  unequal. 

D.  San.  My  lord,  you  honour  with  too  great  a  truft 
The  judgment  of  my  unexperienc'd  years; 
Yet  for  the  time  I  have  obferv'd  on  men, 
I've  always  found  the  generous  open  heart 
Betray'd,  and  made  the  prey  of  minds  below  it. 

0  I  'tis  the  curfe  of  manly  virtue,  that 
Cowards,  with  cunning,  are  too  ftrong  for  heroes; 
And  fince  you  prefs  me  to  ur fold  my  thoughts, 

1  grieve  to  fee  your  fpirit  fo  defeated, 
Your  juft  refentments  by  vile  arts  of  court 
Beguil'd,  and  melted  to  reiign  their  terror. 
Your  honed  hate,  that  had  for  ages  flood, 
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Unmov'd,  and  firmer  from  your  foes  defiance, 

N&w  fapp'd,  and  undermin'd  by  his  fubmiflion. 

Alvarez,  knew  you  were  impregnable 

To  force,  and  changM  the  foldier  for -the  flatefman  5 

While  you  were  yet  his  foe  profefs'd, 

He  durft  not  take  thefe  honours  o'er  your  head; 

Had  you  ftill  held  him  at  his  diftance  due, 

He  wou'd  have  trembled  to  have  fought  this  office. 

When  once  the  king  inclin'd  to  make  his  peace, 

I  faw  too  well  the  fecret  on  the  anvil, 

And  foon  foretold  the  favour  that  fucceeded. 

Alas!  this  project  has  been  long  concerted, 

RsfolvM  in  private  'twixt  the  king  and  him, 

Laid  out  and  manag'ci  litre  by  fecret  agents. 

While  he,  good  mafl,  knew  nothing  of  the  honour^ 

Bat  from  hss  fweet  repofe  was  dragg'd  t'accept  if. 

0  !  it  ioikimrs  my  blood  fo  think  his  fear 
Shou'd  get  the  ftart  of  your  unguarded  fpirir, 
And  proudly  vaunt  it  in  the  plumes  he  Hole 
From  you. 

Gor.  O  !  Sanchez,  thou  haft  fir'd  a  thought* 
That  was  before  but  dawning  in  my  mind,, 
O!  now  afre/h  it  ftrikes  my  memory, 
With  what  diflembled  warmth  the  artful  king 
Firft  charg'd  his  temper  with  the  gloom  he  wore. 
When  I  fupply'd  his  late  command  of  general. 
Then  with  what  fawning  flattery  to  me* 
jHvarey?  fear  difgois'd  his  trembling  hate, 
And  footh'd  my  yielding  temper  to  believe  him. 

D.  San.  Not  flattery,  my  lord;  tho'  I-mufigrant* 
*Twas  praife  well  tim'd,  and  therefore  fkilful. 

Gor.  Now  on   my   foul,    from  him   'twas  loathfcmc 

1  take  thy  friendihip,  Sanchez,  to  my  heart ;    [daubing— 
And  were  not  my  Ximena  ra(hly  promi&'d— — 

D.  San,  Ximena 's  charms  might  grace  a.mon arch's  bed. 
Nor  -dares. my  humble  heart-admit  the  hope, 
O%  if  itdurit,  fome  fitter  time  fhou'd  (hew  it. 
Refults  more  preffing  now  demand  your  thought  ; 
Firft  eafe  the  pain  of  your  depending  doubt, 

this-fawning  courtier  from  the  friend. 

Which- way  fliall  I  receive,  or  thank  thy  level1 
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D.  San.  My  lord,  you  over-rate  me  now — but  fee, 

z  comes — row  probe  his  hollow  heart, 
Now  while  your  thoughts  are  warm  with  his  deceit, 
And  mark  how  calmly  he'll  evade  the  charge. 
My  lord,  I'm  gone.  \E%it* 

Gor.  I  am  thy  friend  for  ever. 

Enter  Alvarez. 

v  Alv.  My  lord,  the  king  is  walking  forth  to  fee 
The  prince,  his  fon,  begin  his  horfemar.fhip; 
If  you're  inclin'd  to  fee  him,  I'll  attend  you. 

Gor.  Since  duty  calls  me  not,  I've  no  delight 
To  be  an  idle  gaper  on  another's  bofinefs. 
You  may  indeed  find  pleafure  in  the  office, 
Which  you've  fo  artfully  contriv'd  to  fit. 

Al<u.  Contriv'd,  my  lord  !  I'm  forry  fuch  a  thought 
Can  mch  the  man,  whom  you've  fo  late  embrac'd. 

Gor.  Men  are  nor  always  what  they  feem.  Tlrs  honour, 
Which  in  another's  wrong  you've  bartei'd  for, 
Was  at  the  price  of  thcfe  embraces  bcughf. 

A'<v.  Ha!  bought  ?  For  fliame  fupprefs  -this  poor  fufpi- 
For  if  you  think,  you  can't  but  beconvinc'd,  [don; 
The  naked  honour  of  Alvarez  fcorns 

Such  feafe  difguife yet  paufe  a  moment 

Since  our  great  matter  with  fuch  kind  concern 
Himfelf  has  interp  s'd  to  heal  our  feuds, 
Let  us  not  thankiefs  rob  him  of  the  glory, 
And  undefeive  the  grace  by  new  falfe  fear?. 

Gor.  Kings  are,   alas!  but  men,  ard  form'd  like  us, 
£ubje£l  alike  to  be  by  men  deceiv'd; 
The  blufhing  court  from  this  raih  choice  will  fee, 
How  blindly  he  o'erlooks  frpericr  menf. 
Cou'd  no  man  fill  the  place  but  worn  Alvarez? 

Alv.  Worn  mere  with  wounds  and  victories  than  age, 
Who  ftands  before  him  in  great  actions  pad? 
Bat  I'm  to  blame  to  urge  that  merit  r.cw, 
Which  will  b«;t  ihock  what  reafonirg  may  convince. 

Gor.  The  fawning  flave  !    O  Sanchez!    how  I  thank 
thee !—  [Afidt. 

Alv.  You  have  a  virtuous  daughter,  la  fon, 
Whofe  fofcer  hearts  our  mutual  hands  have 


142    The    HEROICK    DAUGHTER, 

E'en  to  the  fummit  of  expected  joy  ; 

If  no  regard  to  me,  yet  let  at  Jeaft 

Your  pity  of  their  paffions  rein  your  temper. 

Gor.  O  needlefs  care !  to  nobler  objects  now 
That  fon  be  fare  in  vanity  p*etends. 
While  his  high  father's  wifdom  is  preferred 
To  guide  and  govern  our  great  monarch's  fon, 
His  proud  afpiring  heart  forgets  Xitnena^ 
Think  not  of  him,  but  your  iuperior  care  ; 
Indraft  the  royal  youth  to  rule  with  awe 
His  future  fubjects  trembling  at  his  frown  ; 
Teach  him  to  bind  the  loyal  heart  in  love, 
The  bold  and  factious  in  the  chains  of  fear; 
Join  to  thefe  virtues  too  your  warlike  deeds. 
Inflame  him  with  the  vaft  fatigues  you've  born, 
But  now  are  paft,  to  ihew  him  by  example, 
And  give  him  in  the  clofet  fafe  renown  : 
Read  him  what  fcorching  funs  he  muft  endure; 
What  bitter  nights  muft  wake,  or  fleep  in  arms, 
To  counter-march  the  foe,  to  give  tValarm, 
And  to  his  own  great  conduct  owe  the  day. 
Mark  him  on  charts  the  order  of  the  battle, 
And  make  him  from  yourmanufcripts  a  heroe. 

Alv.  Jll-temper'd  man  !  thus  to  provoke  the  heart, 
Whofe  tortur*d  patience  is  thy  only  friend. 

Gor.  Thou  only  to  thyfelf  can'ft^be  a  friend; 
I  tell  thee,  falfe  Alvarez*  thou  haft  wrong'd  me, 
Haft  bafely  robb'd  me  of  my  merit's  right, 
And  intercepted  our  young  prince's  fame; 
His  youth  with  me  had  found  the  £&ive  proof, 
The  living  practice  ofexperienc'd  war  ; 
This  fword  had  taught  him  glory  in  the  field, 
At  once  his  great  example,  and  his  guard  ; 
His  unfledg'd  wings  from  me  had  learnt  to  foar, 
And  ftrike  at  nations  trembling  at  my  name  ; 
This  I  had  done,  but  thou,  with  fervile  arts, 
Haft  fawning  crepe  into  our  matter's  breaft, 
Elbow'd  fuperior  merit  from  his  ear, 
And,  like  a  courtier,  Hole  his  fon  from  glory. 

Al<v+  Hear  me,  proud  man — for  now  I  burn  to  (peak, 
Sines  neither  truth  can  fway,  nor  temper  touch  thee  , 
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Thus  I  refortwith  foorn  thy  fland'rous  age; 
Thou  !  thou  the  tutor  of  a  kingdom's  heir! 
Thou  guide  the  paffiots  of  o'er-boiling  youth, 
That  can'ft  not  in  thy  age  yet  rule  thy  own  ! 
Formame  retire,  and  purge  th'  imperious  heart, 
Reduce  thy  arrogant,  vfelf  judging  pride, 
Corre£  the  meannefs  of  thy  groveling  foul, 
Chafe  damn'd  fufpicion  from  thy  manly  thoughts, 
And  learn  to  treat  with  honour  thy  fuperior. 

Gor.  Saperior,  ha!  dar'ft  thou  provoke  me,  traitor? 

Alv.  Unhand  me,  ruffian  !  left  thy  hold  prove  fatal. 

Gor.  Take  that!  audacious  dotard.  [Strikes  himi 

Alv.  O  !  my  blood  ! 

Flow  forward  to  my  arm  to  chain  this  tyger. 
If  thou  art  brave,  now  bear  thee  like  a  man, 
And  quit  my  honour  of  this  vile  difgrace.  [T'hey  fight* 

[Alvarez  is  difa.rmct+ 
O  feeble  life  !  I  have  too  long  endur'd  thee. 

Gor.  Thy  fwordis  mine,  take  backth'inglorious  trophy^ 
Which  wou'd  difgrace  thy  victor's  thigh  to  wear; 
Now  forward  to  thy  charge,  read  to  the  prince 
This  martial  iefture  of  thy  fam'd  exploits, 
And  from  this  wholefome  chaftifement,  learn  thou 
7'o  tempt  the  patience  of  offended  honour.  [Exit* 

Alv.  O  rage  1  O  wild  defpair !  O  helplefs  age! 
Wert  thou  b^t  lent  me  to  furvive  my  honour  ? 
Am  I  with  martial  toils  worn  gray,  and  fee 
Atlaftone  hour's  blight  lay  waftemy  laurels? 
Is  this  fam'd  arm  to  me  alone  defe;  celefs  ? 
Has  it  fo  often  prop'd  this  empire's  glory, 
Fenc'd  like  a  rampart  the  Cajlilian  throne, 
To  me  alone  difgraceful !  to  its  mailer  ufelefs  ! 
O  fharp  remembrance  of  departed  glory  ! 
O  fatal  dignity  too  dearly  purchas'd  ! 
Now,  haughty  Gormaz,  now  guide  thou  my  prince  J 
Infulted  honour  is  unfit  t'approach  him. 
And  thou,  once  glorious  weapon,  fare  thee  well, 
Old  fervant  worthy  of  an  abler  mafter ; 
Leave  now  for  ever  his  ai>andon'd  fide, 
And  to  revenge  him,  grace  fome  nobler  art. 
My  fon  I  .  i 
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Enter  Carlos. 

0  Carlos !  can'ft  thou  bear  dishonour! 

Car-  What  villain  dares  occafion,  fir,  the  queftion  ? 
Give  me  his  name,  the  proof  (hall  anfvver  him. 

dlv.  Ojuft  reproach !  O  prompt  refentful  fire  ! 
My  blood  rekindles  at  thy  manly  flame, 
And  glads  my  labouring  heart  wth  youth's  return* 

Up,  up,  my  fon 1  cannot  fpeak  my  ihame        • 

Revenge,  revenge  me! 

Car.  O  my  rage  !  of  what  ? 

4l'V.  Of  an  indignity  fo  vile,  my  heart 
Redoubles  all  its  torture  to  repeat  it. 
A  blow !  a  blow  !  my  boy. 

Car.  Diflradion  !  fury  ! 

Alv.  In  vain,  alas,    this  feeble  arrn  aflail'd 
'With  mortal  vengeance  the  aggreflbr's  heart: 
&e  dally'd  with  my  age,  o'erborn,  infulted; 
therefore  to  thy  young  arm  forfure  revenge 
My  foul's  diftrefs  commits  my  fword  and  caufe  : 
Purfue  him,  Carlos,  to  the  world's  laft  bounds, 
And  from  his  heart  tear  back  our  bleeding  honour. 
Nay,  to  inflame  thee  more,  thou'lt  find  his  brow 
Cover'd  with  laurels,  and  far  fam'd  his  p/owefs  j 
Oh  !  I  have  feen  him  dreadful  in  the  field, 
Cot  thro*  whole  fquadrons  his  deftrufli^e  way, 
And  fnatch  the  gore-dy'd  (tandard  from  the  foe. 

Car.  O  rack  not  with  his  fame  my  tortur'd  heart, 
That  burns  to  know  him,  and  eclipfe  his  glory. 

A.'*v.  Tho'  I  forefee,  'twili  ftuke  chy  foul  to  hear  it, 
Yet  fince  our  gafping  honour  calls  for  thy 
Relief — O  Carlos,  'lis  Ximena's  father—— — 

Car.  Ha  ! 

Alv*  Paufe  not  for  a  reply — I  know  thy  love, 

1  know  the  tender  obligations  of  thy  heart, 
And  even  lend  a  figh  to  thy  diftrefs. 

I  grant,  Ximena  dearer  than  thy  life; 

But  wounded  honour  muft  furmount  them  both. 

I  need  riot  urge  thee  more  ;  thou  kno\v*ft  my  wrong, 

'Tis  in  thy  heart,  and  in  thy  hand  the  vengeance  ; 

Biood  only  is  the  balm  for  grief  like  mine, 

Which  till  o&tain'd,  I  viill  in  darknefs  mournt 

Nor  lift  my  eyes  to  light t  till  thy  return. 
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Bui  kajley  overtake  this  bt after  of  my  name, 

Flyjkvift  to  vengeance,  and  bring  back  my  fame.    [Exit* 

Car.  Relentlefs  heav'n  !  is  all  thy  thunder  gone  ? 

Not  one  bolt  left  to  finilh  my  defpair  ? 

Lie  (till,  my  heart,  and  clofethis  deadly  wound  ; 

Stir  not  to  thought,  for  motion  is  thy  ruin. 

But  fee,  the  frighted  poor  Ximena  conies, 

And  with  her  tremblings  ftrikes  thee  cold  as  death. 

My  helplefs  father  too,  o'erwhelm'd  with  fhame, 

Begs  his  difmiflion  to  his  grave  with  honour. 

Ximena  weeps,  heart-pierc'd  Alvarez,  groans  : 

Rage  lifts  my  fword,  and  love  arrefts  my  arm ; 

Ol  double  toiture  of  diflrafting  woe. 

Is  there  no  mean  betwixt  thefe  fharp  extremes  ? 

Muft  honour  perifh,  if  I  fpare  my  love  ? 

O  ignominious  pity  !  fnameful  foftnefs ! 

Muft  I,  to  right  Alvarez,  kill  Ximena? 

O  cruel  vengeance  !  O  heart-wounding  honour  1 

Shall  I  forfake  her  in  her  foul's  extremes, 

Deprefs  the  virtue  of  her  filial  tears, 

And  bury  in  a  tomb  our  nuptial  joy  ? 

Shall  that  juft  honour  that  fubdu'd  her  heart, 

Now  build  its  fame  relentlefs  on  her  forrows  ? 

Inftruft  me,  heav'n,  thatgav'ft  me  this  diftrefs, 

To  chufe,  and  bear  me  worthy  of  my  being  1 

Olove!  forgive  roe,  if  my  hurry *d  foul 

Shou'd  aft  with  error  in  this  ftorm  of  fortune  ! 

For  heav'n  can  tell  what  pangs  I  feel  to  favethee! 

But  hark  !  the  fhrieks  of  drowning  honour  call  I 

'Tis  finking,  gafping,  while  I  iland  in  paufe. 

Plunge  in,  my  heart,  and  fave  it  from  the  billows. 

It  will  be  fo the  blow's  too  (harp  a  pain, 

And  vengeance  has  at  leaft  this  juft  excufe, 
That  e'en  Ximena  blufhes,  while  I  bear  it : 
Her  generous  heart,  that  was  by  honour  won, 
Muft,  when  that  honour'*  ftain'd,  abjure  my  love. 
O  peace  of  mind,  fare-ivel !  Revenge,  I  come  ! 
And  raife  thy  altar  on  a  mournful  tomb* 
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ACT    III. 

Garcia  and  Gormaz. 
Cor.  *  |  ^  H  E  king  is  mafter  of  his  will  and  me, 

X      But  be  ic  as  it  may—what's  done's  irrevo* 

cable. 

Gar.  My  lord,  you  ill  receive  this  mark  of  favour, 
And  w!  ile  thusobftinaie,  inflame  your  fault. 
When  fovereign  power  defcends  to  a{k  of  fubje£U 
The  due  fubimfHon,  which  ics  will  may  force, 
Your  danger's  greater  from  fuch  flighted  mildi.efs, 
Than  mou'd  you  difobey  its  fu!l  commands. 

Gor.  The  confequence,  perhaps,  may  prove  it  Co. 
Gbr.  Have  you  no  fear  of  what  his  frown  may  do? 
Gor.  Has  he  no  fear  of  what  my  wrongs  may  do  ,? 
Men  of  my  rank  are  not  in  hours  undone  ; 
When  lam  cruiVd,  I  fall  with  vengeance  round  rneu 

Gar.  Therafh  indignity    youVe  done.^Wrfg;, 
Without  fome  proof  of  wrong,  bears  no  excufe. 

Gor.  I  am  myfelf  the  judge  of  what  I  feel  ; 
I  feePhim  faife,  and  feeling  muft  refent. 

Gar.  Shall  it  ^>e  deem'd  a  falrtiood  to  accept 
A  dignity  by  royal  hands  confer'd  ? 

Gor.  He  ihou'd  have  vvav'dit;   firft  confulted  me. 
He  might  have  held  me  ftiil  his  friend  fincere ; 
Havemaflr'd  my  fortunes,  as  a  friend  in  treating; 
But  bafelefs  thus  to  out  me  of  my  right, 
By  treacherous  acls  to  do  me  private  wrong, 
Js  what  |  never  can  forgive,  and  have  relented. 

Gar.  But  in  this  violence  you  offend  the  king, 
The  fanclionof  whofe  choice  claim'd  mere  regard. 

Gor.  Why  am  I  fretted  with  thefe  chains  of  honour, 
Xefs  free  tha^n- ethers  in  myjuft  refentments  ? 
WhounproyoU'd-myfelf,  do  no  man  wrong, 
But  injur'd,  aia  as  rtorms  implacable. 

Gar.  My  lord,  this  Itubborn  terpper  will  undo  you* 
G0r.  Then,  Sir,  Alvarez  will  be  fatisfy'd. 
Car.  Be  yet  perfuaded,  and  compofe  this  broil. 
4frr.  My  refolution's  fix'd  ;  let's  wave 
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Gar.  Will  you  r'efufe  all  terms  of  reparation  ? 

Gor.  All !  all !  that  are  not  from  my  honour  due ! 

Gar.  Dare  you  nottruft  that  honour  with  your  king? 

Gor.  My  life's  my  king's  !  my  honour  is  my  own. 
'Gar.  What's  then  in  fhortyour  anfwer?  For  the  king 
Expecfs  it  on  my  firft  return. 

Gor.  'Tis  this; 
That  I  dare  die,  but  cannot  bow  to  lhame. 

Gar.  My  lord,  I  take  my  leave. 

Gor,  Don  Garcia's  fervant.  [Exit  Garda«  • 

Who  fear§  not  death,  fmiles  at  the  frowns  of  power. 

Enter  Carlos. 

Car;  My  lord,  your  leave  to  talk  with  you. 

Gor.  Be  free. 
I  did  expeft  you  on  this  late  occafion. 

Car.  I'm  glad  to  find  you  do  my  honour  right, 
And  hope  you'll  not  refufeit  wrong'd  Alvarez.. 

Gor.  He  had  a  fword  to  right  himfelf. 

Car.  That  (word  is  here. 

Gor.  'Tis  well;  the  place-and  letour  time  be  ftiort. 

Car.  One  moment's  refpite  for  Ximencfs  fake, 
She  has  not  wrong'd  me,  and  my  heart  »ou'd  fpare 
We  both,  without  aftain  to  cither's  honour, 
May  pity  her  diilref;,  and  paufe  to  fave  her. 
Nor  need  I  blufh,  that  1  fufpend  my  caufe, 
Since  with  its  vengeance  her  fure  woes  are  blended: 
Not'formyfelf,  but  for  her  tender  fake, 
J  bend  me  to  the  earth,  and  beg  for  mercy. 
/Let  not  her  virtues  fuffcr  for  her  love; 
O  !  lay  not  on  her  innocence  the  grief 
Of  a  mourn'd  fathe/'s,  or  a  lover's  blood  ; 

0  !  fpare  her  fighs,  prevent  her  dreaming  tears  j 
Stop  this  eftufion  of  my  bleeding  honour, 

And  heal,  if  poiCb'e,  its  wounds  with  peace. 

Gor.  What  you  have  offer'd  for  Xim-:na's  fake, 
Will,  in  her  gratitude,  be  full  repaid  ; 
And  for  the  peace  you  afk,  that's  yours  to  give. 
Submiflion  'di  in  vain  to  hope,  for  know, 

1  have  this'hour  refus'd  it  to  the  king. 

Thy  father's  arts  beua^'d  my  friendlhip's  faith  j 
G  2 
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I  felt  the  wrong,  and,  as  I  ought,  reveng'd  it. 
We're  jnow  on  equal  terms  :  but  if  his  caufe 
So  deep  is  in  thy  heart,  that  thou  refclv'lt, 
With  fruiclefs  vengeance,  to  provoke  my  rage, 
Then  thou,  not  1,  art  author  of  thy  ruin. 

Car.  Support  me  now,  Ximsna,  guard  my  heart, 
And  bar  this  preffing  provocation's  entrance. 
Havel,  rny  lord,  in  perfon  wrong'd  you? 

G»r.  No. 

Car.  Why  then  thefe  fatal  cruelties  to  me, 
That  I  nauil  lofe,  or  wrong  Ximena^  love  ? 
For  ihe  tauft  fcorn  me,  fhou'd  I  bear  my  fhame; 
Or  fly  me,  though  my  honour  mould  revenge  it 

Gor.  Place  that  to  thy  misfortune,  not  to  me. 

Car.  Not  to  you  ? 

Am  I  not  forc'd  by  wrongs,  I  blufh  to  name, 
To  profecute  this  fatal  reparation  ? 
Which,   hfcd  you  temper,  or  a  feeling  here; 
Had  you  the  fpirit  to  confefs  your  error, 
Your  here's  confufion  had  fubdu'd  dfaarez, 
And  thrown  you  at  his  injur'd  feet  for  pardon. 

Gor.  If  thou  com'ft  here  to  talk  me  from  my  fenfe, 
Or  think'ft  with  words  t'extenuate  his  guilt, 
Thou  ofFer'ft  to  the  winds  thy  forcelefs  plea. 
I  will  not  bear  the  mention  of  his  truth; 
His  falfhood's  here,  'tis  rooted  in  my  heart, 
And  juflifies  a  worle  revenge  than  I  have  taken. 

CarsG  patience,  heav'n  !  O  tortar'd  rage !  Not  fpeak  ! 
The  pious  pangs  of  my  torn  foul  infulted  ! 
Havel  for  this  feow'd  down  my  humble  knee, 
To  fwdl  thy  triumph  o'er  my  father's  wrongs, 
And  hear  him  tainted  with  a  traytors  practice? 

0  give  me  back  that  vile  fubmiffive  (hame, 
That  I  may  meet  thee  with  retorted  fcorn, 
And  right  my  honour  with  untainted  vengeance. 
Yet  no— with-hold  it,  take  it  to  acquit  my  love ! 
That  facrifice  was  to  Ximena  due, 

Her  helplefs  fufferings  claim'd  that  pang  :  And  fince 

1  cannot  bring  difhonour  to  her  arms, 

Thus  my  rack'd  heart  pours  forth  its  lail  adieus, 
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And  makes  libation  of  its  bleeding  peace  : 

Farewell,,  dear  injur'd  foftnefs Follow  me. 

Gor.  Lead  on ye*  hold  !  (hou'd  we  together  forth, 

It  may  create  fufpicion,  and  prevent  us  : 
Propofe  the  place,  I'll  take  feme  different  circle. 
Car.  Behind  the  ramparts,   near  the  Wejlern  gate. 
Gar.  Expecl  me  on  the  iniUnt. 

Car.  Poor  Ximena  I  {Exit. 

Gcr.  Deep  as  refentment  lodges  in  my  heart, 
It  feels  feme  pity  there  for  Carlos'  paflion— 
Illhallbe  fo— his  brave  refentment's  juft  ; 

[Writes  in  Tab  lets. 

And  hard  his  fate*— loth  ivays-~  this  legacy 
Shall  right  my  honour  and  my  enemy*  [Exit. 

Enter  Belzara,   and  Xircena. 

SeL  Look  up,  Ximena^    and  fupjrnfs  thy  fears. 
What  tho'  a  tranfient  cloud  o'ercait  thy  joy, 
Shall  we  conclude  from  thence  a  wreck  mult  follow  * 

Xim.  Can  1  refift  the  fears  that  rcafon  forms  fr 
Have  I  not  caufe  to  tremble  in  the  florm  ? 
While  horror,  ruin,  and  defpair's  in  view  I 
Can  I  fupport  the  good  Alvarez?  fliame, 
Whofe  generous  heart  took  pity  on  our  love, 
And  not  let  fall  a  grateful  tear  to  motrn  it  ? 
Can  I  behold  fierce  Carlos,  flung  witfe  his  difgrace, 
Breaking  like  fire  from  thefe  weak-holding  arms, 
And  not  fink  down  with  terror  at  his  rage  ? 
Muft  I  not  tremble,  for  the  blood  may  follow  ? 
If  by  his  arm  my  haplefs  father  falls, 
Am  I  not  forc'd  with  rigour  to  revenge  him  ? 
If  Carlos  by  my  father's  fword  fhouM  bleed, 
Am  I  not  bound  with  double  grief  to  mourn  him? 
One  gave  me  life,  (hall  I  not  revere  him? 
The  other  is  my  life,  can  I  furvive  him  ? 

Bel.  Her  griefs  have  fomething  of  fuch  mournful  force, 
That,    tho*  not  equal  to  my  own,   I  feel  them. 

Xim.  Carlos  you  fee  too  fliuns  my  fight ;  no  news, 
No  tidings  yet  arrive,  tho' I  have  fent 
Mv  fwifteft  fears  a  thoufand  ways  to  find  him. 
Who  caa  fupport  thefe  terrors  of  fufpenfe  ? 
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H  i  .       - 

BeL  Be  not  thus  torn  with  wild  uncertain  fears: 
Carlos  may  yet  arrive,  and  fave  your  peace  ; 
He  is  too  much  a  lover  to  refiit 
The  tender  pleadings  of  Ximena's  forrow. 
One  word,  one  figh  from  you  arrefls  his  arm, 
And  makes  the  tempeft  of  his  rage  fubfide. 

Xim.  And  fay  that  I  cou'd  conquer  him;   with  tears, 
And  terrors  cou'd  fubdue  his  piteous  heart, 
To  yield  his  honour  and  its  caufe  to  love, 
What  will  the  world  not  fay  of  his  compliance? 
Can  I  be  happy  in  his  fame's  difgrace? 
Can  love  fubfitt  on  fhame,  that  fprung  from  honour  ? 
Shall  I  reduce  him  to  fuch  hard  contempt, 
/iuvi  jaife  On  infamy  our  nuptial  joy  ? 
Ah  no!  no  means  are  left  for  my  relief: 
Let  him  refift,.or  yield  to  ray  diilrefs, 
Or  (hame,  or  forrow's  fure  to  meet  me. 

Eil.  Ximsna  has,  I  fee,  a  foul  renVd, 

Too 
A  u 


-  ,4 

True  virtue  mull  defpair  from  this  vile  woi.u 
To  crmvn  its  4^>'8  with  unallay*d  reward. 
But  fee,  your  fervant  is  retuinM!   good  ne.ws, 
Kind  heav'n  ! 

Enter  a  Page. 

Xlm>  Speak  quickly,  haft  thou  ieen  Don  Carlos? 

Page.  Madam,  where  your  commands  dire&ed  me, 
I*ve  made  the  fmcleft  fearcb  in  vain  to  find  him. 

Xim.  Now,    now   Belzarat    where's  that  hope    thou 

gav'ft  me? 
Has  no  one  fben  him  pafs,  or  heard  of  him  ? 

Bel.  Nor  haft  thou  gain'd  no  knowledge  of  his  fteps? 

Page.  As  I  retur^'d,  the  centinel,  that  guards 
The  gate,  inform'd  me,  that  he  faw  him  fcarce 
Ten  minutes  hence  pafs  in  diforder'd  haite 
Fxom  out  this  very  houfe  alone. 

Bel.  Alone? 

Papfe.   Alone  ;  and  after  foon  my  lord,  wrapt  in 
His  cloak,  without  a  fervant,  foliovv'd  him. 

Xim.  O  Heav'n! 

Bel.  No  fervant,  faid'ft  thou  ? 
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Page.  None.  —  And  as 

My  iord  came  forth,  the  foldier  fhnding  to 
His  arms,  he  fign'd  forbiddance,  and  reply'd, 
Be  fure  you  fa\v  me  not. 

Xim.  Then  »uin's  fufe  - 
They  areengag'd,  and  fatal  blood  muft  follow: 
Exdije,  my  dear,  this  hurry  of  my  fate> 
One  moment  loft  way  prove  an  age  too  late.          [lixlt. 

Eel.  Howe'er  my  own'arHiftions  prefs  my  heart, 
I  bear  a  part  in  poor  Ximencfs  grief, 
Tho'  e'en  the  worft  that  can  befall  her  hopes, 
May  better  be  endur'd  than  what  I  feel  1 
O  !  nothing  can  deftroy  h°r  lover's  truth  ; 
Carlos  may  prove  unhappy,  not  inconftant: 
Whate'er  difafters  may  obftrucl:  her  joy, 
The  comfort  of  his  truth  is  fare  to  find  her, 
That  thought  ev'n  pains  of  parting  may  remove, 
Or  fill  up  -all  the  fpace  of  abfence  with  delight. 
But  I,  alas!  am  left  to  my  defpair  alone, 
Confin'd  to  figh  in  folitude  my  woes, 
Or  hide  with  angu^fh  what  I  blufh  to  bear. 
In  vain  the  woman's  pride  refents  my  wrongs, 
Unconquer'd  love  maintains  his  empire  ftill, 
And  with  new  force  infults  my  heart's  refiftance. 

Enter  Alon'zo  bajlily. 
Alon.  Your  pardon,  madam  -  Have  you  feen  lori 


I  come  to  'warn-  'him  that  he  ftir  rrot  hence, 
The  guards  are  order'd  to  attend  his  doors. 

Bel.  Alas,  they  are  too  late!   Carlos  and  he 
Are  both  gone  forth,  'tis  fear'd  with  fatal  purpofe; 
And  poor  Ximena  drown'd  in  tears  has  followed  'em. 

Alon.  Then  'tis  indeed  too  late  :  I  wifh  my  friend^ 
The  rafh  Don  Sanchez,  has  not  blown  this  fire. 
Be  not  concern'd,  madam,  I  know  your  griefs, 
And,  as  a  friend,  have  laboured  to  prevent  'em. 
You  have  not  told  Ximena  of  his  falfhood? 

Bel.  Alas!  I  durft  not;  knowing  that  her  friendflup 
Would,  for  my  fake,  fo  coldly  treat  his  vows, 
That  'iwou'd  but  more  provoke  him  to  infult  me» 
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Alan.  You  judge  him  right;  patience  will  yet  recallhiJH. 
JTis  not  his  love,  but  pride  porfues  Ximena  ; 
A  youthful  heat,  that  with  the  toil  wiJl  tire. 
Be  comforted,  I'll  fiill  obferve  his  fteps, 
And  when  I  find  him  ftaggering,  catch  him  back 
To  love,  and  warm  him  with  his  vows  of  honour. 

But  duty  calls  me  to  the  king Shall  I 

Attend  you,  Madam  ? 

Bel.  Sir,  I  thank  your  care  : 
My  near  concern  for  poor  Ximeva's  fate, 
Keeps  me  impatient  here,  'till  her  return.  \Exsunt, 

Enter  King,  Garcia,  Sanchez,  Attendants. 

King,    Since  mild    intreatiei  fail,    oar   power   (hall 

force  him  : 

Cou'd  he  fuppofe,  his  infult  to  our  perfon  ofFer'd, 
His  outrage  done  within  our  palace  walla, 
Deferv'd  the  lenity  we've  deign'd  to  fhew  him? 
Is  yet  AlmzQ  with  our  orders  gone? 

Gar.  He  is,  my  lord,  but  not  returned. 

D.^San..  Dread  Sir, 

For  what  the  Count  has  rfFer'd  to  A!<vareKt 
I  dare  not  plead  excufe;   but  as  his  friend, 
Wou'd  beg  your  royal  leave  to  mitigate 
His  feerhing  difobedience  to  your  pleafure ; 
Reftraint,  however  juft,  oppos'd  againft 
The  tide  of  paffion,  makes  the  current  fiercer,  ** 
"Which  of  itfelfin  time  had  ebb'd  to  reafon; 
Your  will  furpriz'd  him  in  his  heart's  emotion, 
Ere  thought  had  leifure  to  compofe  his  mind. 
Great  fouls  are  jealous  of  their  honour's  ihame, 
And  bend  reluctant  to  enjoin'd  fubmiflion. 
Had  your  commands  oblig'd  him  to  repair 
Alvarez*  wrongs  with  hazards  in  your  ftrvice, 
Were  it  to  face  the  double-number'd  foe, 
To  pafs  the  rapid  ftream  thro'  ihowers  of  fire, 
To  force  the  trenchment,  or  to  itorm  t"he  breath, 
I'll  anfwer  he'd  embrace  with  joy  the  charge, 
And  march  intrepid  in  commands  of  honour. 

King.  We  doubt  not  of  his  daring  in  the  field  ; 
But  heraifiakes,  if  he  concludes  from  thence, 
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That  to  perfift  in  wrong  is  height  of  fpirit, 

Or  to  have  aded  wrong  is  always  bafe  : 

Perfection's  not  theattribute  of  man, 

Nor  therefore  can  a  fault  confeft  degrade  him : 

The  loweft  minds  have  fpiric  to  offend, 

But  few  can  reach  the  courage  to  confefs  it. 

Submitting  to  our  will,  the  count  had  loft 

No  fame,   nor  can  we  pardon  h:s  refufa^. 

What  you  have  faid,  Don  Sancbex,  fpeaks  the  friend  j 

What  we  refolve,  'tis  fit  fhou'd  fpeak  the  king : 

We  both  have  faid  enough The  public  now 

Requires  our  thought.     We  are  inform'd  ten  fail 
Of  warlike  vefTels,  mann'd  with  our  old  foes 
The  Moors,  were  late  difcover'd  off  our  coaft, 
And  fleering  to  the  river's  mouth  their  courfe. 

Gar,  The  lives,  Sir,  they  have  loll  in  like  attempt* 
Muft  make  them  cautious  to  repeat  the  danger; 
This  is  no  time  to  fear  them. 

King.  Nor  contemn  ; 
Too  full  fecurity  has  oft'  been  fatal. 
Confider  with  what  eafe  the  flood  at  night 
May  bring  them  down  t'infult  our  capital. 
Let  at  the  port,  and  on  the  walls,  our  guards 
Be  doubled;    till  the  morn  that  force  may  ferve. 
Gormaz  has  tim'd  it  ill  to  be  in  fault, 
-When  his  immediate  prefence  is  reqair'd. 

Gar.  My  liege,  Alonzo  is  return'd. 

Enter  Alonzo. 

King.  'Tis  well! 
Have  you  obey'd  usB   Is  the  Count  confLn'd  £ 

Alon.  Your  orders,  Sir,  arriv'd  unhappily 
Too  late;  the  Count,  with- Car/0; ,  was  before 
Gone  forth,  to  end  their  fatal  difference. 
As  I  came  back,  I  met  the  gathering  croud      • 
In  fright,  and  hurrying  to  the  weflern  gate, 
To  fee,  as  they  reported,  in  the  field 
The  body  of  fome  murder'd  nobleman. 
Struck  with  my  fears  I  hailed  to  the  place, 
Where,  to  my  fenfe's  horror,  when  arriv'd,, 
\  found  them  true,  and  Gormaz  juft 
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While  fair  Ximena*  to  adorn  the  woe, 
Bath'd  his  pale  breathlefs  body  with  her  tears, 
Calling  with  cries  for  juftice  on  his  head, 
Whofe  rueful  hand  had  done  the  barb'rous  deed. 
The  pitying  crowd  took  part  in  her  diftrefs, 
Andjoin'd  her  moving  plaints  for  due  revenge; 
While  fome,   in  kinder  feeling  of  her  griefs, 
Remov'd  the  mournful  objeft  from  her  eyes, 
And  to  the  neighbouring  convent  bore  the  body, 
Which  when  committed  to  the  abbot's  care, 
I  left  the  prsffing  throng  to  tell  the  news. 

King.  Ximena.\  griefs  are  follow'd  with  our  cwn» 
For  tho*  in  fome  degree  the  haughty  count 
Drew  on  himfelf  the  fon's  too  juft  revenge, 
We  cannot  lofe  without  a  deep  concern 
So.  true  a  fubjecl,  and  fo  brave  a  foldier: 
However  pity  may  for  Carlos  plead, 
Death  ends  his  failings,  and  demands  our  grief. 

Alan,  Sir,  here  in  the  tablets  of  the  unhappy  count, 
In  rrs  own  hand  thefe  written  lines  were  found. 

King.  '  Alvarez  wrcng'd  me  in  my  mailer's  favour-: 
'  Carlo*  is  brave,   and  has  defer  v'd  Ximena*     \Reading. 
Strange,  generous  fpirit,    now  we  pitv  thee, 

Alon.  Behold,  Sir,  where  the  loft  Ximena  comes, 
O'erwhelm'd  with  forrow,  to  demand  your  juftice. 

Enter  Ximena. 

Xim.  O  faered  Sir  1  forgive  my  grief's  intrusion, 
Behold  a  helplefs  orphan  at  your  feet, 
Who  far  a  father's  blood  implores  your  juftice 

Enter  Alvarez,  baftily. 

Alv.  O  !  -turn,  dread  royal  maftcr,  turn  yotir  eye§ 
See  on  the  earth  your  faithful  foldier  proitrate, 
Whofe  honour's  /uft  revenge  in  treats  your  mercy. 
Xim.  O  godlike  monarch,  hear  my  louder  cries  •!' 
Alv.  O  he  not  to  the  old  and  helplefs-  deaf  1 
Xim,  Revenge  yourfelf,   your  violated  laws. 
Al-v.  Support  not  violence  in  rude  aggreffors. 
Xim.  Be  greatly  good,  and  do  the  injur'd  juftice^ 
Be  greater  itill,  and  flisw  the  valiant  merc-y,,. 
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Xtm.  O  Sir,  your  crown's  Aipport  and  guard  is  gonejt 
The  impious  Carlos'  fword  has  kili'd  my  father— 

j4l<v.  And  like  a  pious  fon  over;g'd  his  own. 

King.  Rife,   fair  Ximena,   and  J2?4frh<&,   rife  !' 
With  equal  forrOW  we  receive  your  plaints. 

Both  fhall  be  heard  apart proceed,  Xime'na? 

Alvarez,   in  your  place  you  fpeak,  be  patient. 

Xim.  What  can  I  fay  ?   But  miferies  hike  mine 
May  plead  with  pkineft  truths  their  piteous  caufei-_ 
Is  he  not  dead  ?  Is  not  my  father  kili'd  ? 
Have  no:  thefe  eyes  beheld  his  ghaftly  wound, 
And  mixt  wftii  fruitlefs  tears  his  dreaming  blood?* 
That  blood  which  in  his  royal  matter's  caufe 
So  oft  has  fprung  him  thro'  your  foes  victorious  ? 
That  blood,  which  all  the  raoing  fwords  of  war 
Cou'd  never  reach,  a  young  prefumptuous  arm 
Has  dar'd  within  your  view  to  facrifice  ?• 

Thefe  eyes  beheld  i't  ftream Excufe  my  grief, 

My  tears  wi'l  better  than  my  woids  explain  me. 

King.  Take  heart,  Ximena*  we're  inciin'd  to  hear  &€ 

Xim.  O  fhall  a  life  fo  faithful  to  the  king 
Fall  unreveng*d,  arid  llain  his  glory  ? 
Shall  merit  fo  important  to  the  ttate 
Be  left  expos'd  to  facrilegious  rage, 
And  fall  the  facrifice  of  private  paffion  ? 
.^Wr^fays  his  honour  was  infuhed; 
Yet,  be  it  fo,  was  there  no  king  to  right  it  ?; 
Who  better  cou'd  protect  it  than  the  donor  ? 
Shall  Carlos  wreft  the  fceptre  from  your  hand, 
And  point  the  fword  of  juitice  whom  to  punifh£ 
O  !  if  fuch  outrage  may  efcape  with  pardon, 
Whofe  life's  fecure  from  h'-s  lelf  judging  rage  ?.' 
O  wh?re's  protection,  if  Ximenas  tears, 
And  tender  paffion  cou'd  not  fave  her  father ? 

King,  Alvarez,  anfwer  her. 

Al<v.  My  hearths  too  full  : 
Divided,   torn,  diflraded  with  its  griefs, 
How  can  I  plead  poor  Carlos'  caufe,  when  £ 
Am  toucht  with  pity  of  Ximencis  woe? 
Her  ftfffering  piety  has  caught  my  foul, 
And  only  leaves  me  forrow  to  defend  me-i 
G6 
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Jdmenahas  ar  grief  I  cannot  difalfow, 

'Nor  dare  I  hope  for  pardon,  but  your  pity; 

Carlos  even  yet  may  merit  fome  companion. 

Perhaps  I'm  partial  to  his  piety, 

-And  fee  his  deeds  with  a  fond  father's  eye; 

But  that  I  ftill  mail  leave  to  royal  mercy  1 

0  Sir,  imagine  what  the  brave  endure, 
When  the  chafte  front  of  honour  is  infulted, 
Her  fame  abus'd,  and  ravilli'd  by  a  blow. 
Oh  piercing,  piercing  muft  the  torture  be, 
If  foft  Ximena  wanted  power  t'appeafe  it. 
Pardon  this  weaknefs  of  o'erflowing  nature; 

1  cannot  fee  fuch  filial  virtue  perifh, 

>\nd  not  let  fall  a  tear  to  mourn  its  hardfhip. 

Xim.  O  my  divided  heart !  oh  poor  Alvarez  !     [Aptlt* 
King.  Compofe  thy  griefs,  my  good  old  friend,   we 

feel  them. 
Alv.  If  Gormaz'  blood  muft  be  with  blood  reveng'd, 

0  do  not,  facred  Sir,  mifplace  your  juilice; 
Mine  was  the  guilt,  and  be  on  me  the  vengeance; 
Carlos  but  afted  what  my  fufterings  prompted; 
The  fatal  fword  was  not  his  own,  but  mine : 

1  gave  it  with  my  wrongs  into  his  hand, 
Which  had  been  innocent  had  mine  been  able. 
On  me  your  vengeance  will  be  juft  and  mild! 
My  days,  alas!  are  drawing  to  their  end; 

But  Carlos  fpar'd,  may  yet  live  long  to  ferve  you ; 
Preferve  my  fon,  and  I  embrace  my  fate. 
Since  he  has  fav'd  my  honour  from  the  grave, 
O  lay  me  gently  there  to  reft  for  ever, 

King.  Your  mutual  plaints  require  our  tend'reft  though^ 
Our  counfel  fhall  be  fumrnon'd  to  aflift  us— 
•Look  op,  my  fair,  and  calm  thy  forrows  ; 
Thy  king  is.  now  thy  father,   and  will  right  thee: 
Afoarez  on  his  word  has  liberty: 
Be  Carlos  found  to  anfwer  to  his  charge* 
Sanchez  wait  you  Ximena  to  her  reft, 
Whom  on  the  morrow's  noon  we  full  will  anfwer. 

Har&  is  the  tajk  ofjuftice,   nvbere  diflreft 

Sxcila  sHr  mercj,  ytt  demand*  redrefi.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT        IV. 

t 

Belzara  alonet  in  Ximena'j  apartment. 
XJRE  fome  ill-boding  planet  muft  prefide 

Malignant  to  the  peace  of  tender  lovers  t 
Undone  Ximena  !  O  relentlefs  honour  1 
That  firfl  fubdu'd  thy  generous  heart,  then  raisM 
Thy  lover's  fatal  arm  to  pierce  it  through 
Thy  father's  life,  and  make  thy  virtue  wretched  t 
The  haplefs  Carlos  too  is  loft  for  ever  1 
Condemn'd  to  fly  an  exile  from  her  fight, 
In  whom  he  only  lives !  Oh  heav'n  !   he's  here* 
His  miferies  have  made  him  defperate. 

Enter  Carlos* 

Carlos,  what  wild  djftradion  has  pofleft  thee, 
That  thus  thou  feek'ft  thy  fafety  in  thy  ruin  ? 
Is  this  a  place  to  hide  thy  wretched  head, 
Where  juftice,  and  Ximena's  fure  to  find  thee? 

Car.  I  would  not  hide  me  from  Ximena's  fight* 
Banifht  from  her,  I  every  moment  die : 
Since  I  muft  perifti,  let  her  frowns  deftroy  me,. 
Her  anger's  (harper  than  the  fword  of  jaftice. 

Bel.  Alas,  I  pity  thee,  but  would  not  have 
Thee  tempt  the  firft  emotions  of  her  heart, 
While  duty  and  refemment  yet  tranfport  her : 
I  wait  eaeh  moment  her  return  from  court, 
Which  now,  be  fure,  will  be  with  friends  attended.: 
O  fly,  for  pity's  fake,  regard  her  fame; 
Shou'd  you  be  feen,  what  muft  the  world  conclude  £ 
WouM  you  encreafe  her  miferies,  to  have 
Malicious  tongues  report  her  love  conceaPd 
Beneath  her  roof  her  father's  murderer  ? 
But  fee,  (he  comes !   O  hide  thee  but  a  moment ! 
Kill  not  her  honour  too,  let  that  perfuade  thee. 

[Exit  Carlos; 
Don  Sanchez  here !  Oh  heav'ns !  how  I  tremble  !  \rttircs* 

Enter  Sanchez  and  Ximena. 
D.  &i?»  This  noble  conqueft,  madam,  of  yourlove> 
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To  after-ages  muft  record  your  fame. 
Jgft  is  your  grief,  and  your  refehiment.gr  ear, 
And  great  the  vi&im  that  fhould  fall  before  it  91 
But  words  are  empty  fuccours  to  diilrefsj 
Therefore  command  my  aftions  to  relieve  you. 
Wou'd  you  have  fure  revenge,  employ  this  fword? 
My  fortune  and  my  life  is  yours  to  right  you; 
Accept  my  fervice,  and  you  over-pay  it. 

Bel.  O  faithlefs  barb'rous  man1,  but  I'll  divert 
Thy  cruel  aim,  and  ufe  ray  power  for  Carlos. 

Xim*  O  miferable  me  ! 

Bel.  Take  comfort,   madam. 

D.  San.  Belzara  here  \  then  I  have  loft  th*  occasion. 


. 
Yet  I  may  urge  enoogh  to  give  her  pain  : 

Commanding  me,   you  make  yoiir  "vengeance  fure. 

Xim.  That  were  t'offend  the  king,  to  whom  I  have 
Appeal'd,  and  whence  I  now  muft  only  wait  it. 

D.San.  Revenge  from  juftice,  madam,  moves  &  flow, 
That  oft*  the  watchful  criminal  efcapes  it. 
Appeal  .to  your  refentment,  you  fecure  it. 
Carlos,  you  found,  wou'd  truir.  no  other  power, 
And  'tis  but  juft  you  quit  him,  as  he  wrong'd  you* 

Bel.   Alas,  Don  Sanchez?  madam,   fe?ls-  not  love  5. 
He  little  thinks  how  Carlos  fills  your  heart.; 
What  fhining  glory  in  his  crime  appears  ; 
What  pangs  it  coft  him  to  take  part  with  honour  : 
That  you  maft  hate  the  hand  that  could  deiiroy  him, 
San.hej&t  to  ihew  the  real  friend,  wc-ulc  ufe 
His  fecret  int'reftwith  the  king  to  fpare  him; 
For  t^w*  you're  bound  in  duty  to  purfue  him, 
Yet  love,  alas  !  wou'd  with  a  eonfcious  joy, 
Applaud  the  power  that  cou'd  unhid  preserve  him. 

Xim.  O  kind  Bvlxara  /  how  thou  feel'ft  my  fufferings  I 
Yet  I  nnuiii  think,  Don  Sanchez  means  me  well. 

D.  San.  Confufion  !  how  her  fubtle  tongue  lias  foil  d 
•   .  mc-  -  .  {Afde. 

Madam,  fome  othar  time  I'll  beg  your  leave 
To  w-ait  your  Tervice,  and  approve  my  friendfliip. 

Xim.  Oh  !  every  friend,  but  Car/as,  is  at  hand 
lo  me  I  Gnef,  Sir,  is  unfit  to  thank 
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D.  San.  Oh  !  if  fueh  beauties  'mid/l  her  forrows  fhine, 
What  darting  charms  rnuft  point  her  fmiling  eyes  !  [Exit*- 

Xim.  At  length  I'm  free,   at  liberty  to  think, 
And  give  my  imferies  a  Joofe  of  forrow. 
O  Bdzara!   Carlos  has  kill'd  my  father! 
Weep  !    weep  rey  eyes,  pour  down  your  baleful  fliow'rsi' 
He  chat  in  grief  fhou'd  be  my  heart's  fupport, 
Has  wrought  my  forrows,   and  mult  fall  their  victim. 
When  Carlos  is  deftroy'd,  what  comfort's  left  me  ? 
Spite  of  my  wrongs  he  (till  inhabits  here  : 
O  ftill  his  fatal  virtues  plead  his  caufe; 
His  filial  honour  charms  my  woman's  heart, 
And  there  ev'n  yet  he  combats  with  my  father. 

Bel.  Reftrain  thefe  headftrong  fallies  of  your  hearty 
And  try  with  ilumbers  to  compofe  your  fpirits. 

Xim.  O  !   where's  repofe  for  mifery  Hke  mine? 
How  grievous,  heav'n  !   how  brtter  is  my  portion  I        r.rl 
O  mail  a  parent's  b:ood  cry  unreveng'd  ? 
Shall  impious  love  fuborn  my  heart  to  pay 
His  alhe*  but  unpr.fi table  tears, 
And  bury  in  my  fhame  the  great  regards  cfduty? 

Bel*  Alas,  that  duty  is  diitha'g'dl ;   you  have 
Appeai'd  to  juftice,  andfhou'd  wait  its  courfe. 
Nor  are  you  bound  wnji  rigour  t    enforce  it; 
Hi'  h^rrl  misfortiines  may  defiive  companion, 

Xim.  O  !    that  they  do  defer vc,  it  is  my  grief* 
Cou'd  I  withdraw  my  picy  from  his  caufe,  , 

Were  faiihood,  pride,  or  in&lence  his  crime, 
IVly  juft  revenge,  without  a  pang,  fhou'd  reach 
But  as  he  is  fupported  with  excuie, 
Pefended  by  the  cries  of  bleeding  honour, 
Whofe  cruel  laws  none  butlhe  great  obey  ; 
My  hopelefs  heart  is  tortur'd  with  extreams, 
It  mourns  in  vengeance,  and  at  mercy  mudcters. 

Bel.  O  what  will  be 'at  lafl  the  dire  refolve 
Of  vour  sffliaed  foul  ? 

Xim.  There  is  but  one 
Can  end  my  forrows,  and  preferve  my  fame; 

The  Joh  refource  my  mifefies  can  ha<ve, 

is  to  f>iwjuet  dejlroy  ;  then  meet  him  in  the  grarve. 
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Carlos  meets  her. 

Amazement,  horror !    have  my  eyes  their  fenfe  ? 
Or  do  my  raving  griefs  create  this  phantom  ? 
Support  me  !  help  me !   hide  me  from  the  vifion ! 
For  'tis  not  Carlos  come  to  brave  my  forrows. 

[Carlos  kneels. 

Bel.  O  turn  your  eye,  in  pity  of  his  griefs, 
Refign'd,  and  proftrate  at  your  feet  for  mercy. 

Xim.  What  will  my  woes  do  with  me  ? 

Bel  Now  ! 

Now,  conquering  love,  (hoot  all  thy  fires  to  fave  him ; 
Now  fnatch  the  palm  from  cruel  honour's  brow ; 
Maintain  thy  empire  and  relieve  the  wretched : 
O  hang  upon  his  tongue  thy  thrilling  charms, 
To  hold  her  heart,  and  kill  the  hopes  of  Sanchez.     [Exit* 

Car.  O  pierce  not  thus,  with  thy  offended  eyes, 
The  wretched  heart  that  of  itfelf  is  breaking. 

Xim.  Can  I  be  wounded,  and  not  fhrink  with  pain? 
Can  E  fupport,  with  temper,  him  that  ihed 
My  father's  blood,  triumphant  in  my  ruin  ? 
O  Carlos  !   Carlos  !   was  thy  heart  of  ftone  ? 
Was  nothing  due  to  poor  Ximena's  peace  ? 
O !  'twas  not  thus  1  felt  new  pains  for  thee, 
When  at  my  feet  thy  fighs  of  love  were  pity'd, 
And  all  hereditary  hale  forgotten  ! 
Tho'  bound  in  filial  honour,  to  infult 
Thy  flame ;    I  broke  thro'  all  to  crown  thy  vows, 
And  bore  the  cenfure  of  my  race  to  fave  thee : 
And  am  I  thus  requited  ?   left  forlorn  ? 
The  tender  paffion  of  my  heart  defpis'd! 
Cou'd  not  my  terrors  move  onefpark  of  mercy  ? 
No  mild  abatement  of  thy  ftern  revenge, 
T'  excufe  thy  crime,  or  juftify  my  love? 

Car.  O  hear  me  but  a  moment. 

Xim.  O  my  heart ! 

Car.  One  mournful  word  ! 

Xim.  Ah  !  leave  me  to  defpair ! 

Car.  One  dying  laft  adieu,  then  wreak  thy  tengeanoe  j. 
Behold  the  fword  that  has  undone  thee. 
JCim,.  Ah !  ftaia'd  with  my  father's  blood !  O  rueful  objeft! 
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Car.  O  Ximena  ! 

Xim.  Take  hence  that  horrid  fteel, 
That,  while  I  bear  thy  fight,  arraigns  my  virtue, 

Car.  Endure  it  rather  to  fupport  refentment, 
T 'en  flame  thy  vengeance,  and  to  pierce  thy  victim* 
I  am  more  wretched  than  thy  rage  can  wifh  me. 

Xim.  O  cruel  Carlos!  in  one  day  thou  haft  kill'd 
The  father  with  thy  fword,  the  daughter  with 

Thy  fight -O  yet  remove  that  fatal  object; 

I  cannot  bare  the  glare  of  its  reproach  ; 

If  thou  wou'dft  have  me  hear  thee,  hide  the  caufe, 

That  wounds  reflection  to  our  mutual  ruin. 

Car.  Thus  I  obey but  how  fliall  I  proceed  ? 

What  words  can  help  me  to  deferve  thy  hearing  ? 
How  can  I  plead  my  wounded  honour's  caufe, 
Where  injur'd  love  and  duty  are  my  judges  ? 
Qr  how  mall  I  repent  me  of  a  crimf, 
Which,  uncommitted,  had  deferv'd  thy  fcorn  ? 
Yet  think  not^  O  \  conjure  thee  !  think  not, 
But  that  I  bore  a  thoufand  racks  of  love, 
While  my  conflicting  honour  prefs'd  for  vengeance* 

0  I  endur'd!  fubar.:* ,«d  cv'n  to  fhame, 
Begg'd,  as  for  life,  for  peaceful  reparation  ! 
But  all  in  vain  !   like  water  fprinklcd  on 

A  fire,  -thofe  drops  but  made  him  burn  the  more, 
And  only  added  to  thy  father's  fie/cenefs. 
Reduc'd,  at  Jail,  to  thefe  extremes  of  torture, 
That  I  mufl  be,  or  infamous,  or  wretched, 

1  fav'd  my  honour,  and  refign'd  to  ruin. 
Nor  think,  Ximena,  honour  had  prevaiPd, 
But  that  thy  nobler  foul  oppos'd  thy  charms, 

And  told  my  heart,  none  but  the  brave  deferv'd  thee* 
Now  having  thus  difcharg'd  my  honour's  debt, 
And  wafh'd  my  injur'd  father's  ftains  away, 
What  yet  remains  of  life  is  due  to  love. 
Behold  the  wretch,   whofe  honour's  fatal  fame 
Is  founded  on   the  ruin  of  thy  peace  : 
Receive  the  victim,  which  thy  griefs  demand, 
Prepar'd  to  bleed,  and  bending  to  the  blow. 

Xim.  O  Carlos*  I  muft  take  thee  at  thy  word0 
But  muft  with  equal  juftice  too  difchaige 
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My  ties  of  love,   as  faral  bonds  of  duty. 

O  think  not,  tho'  enforc'd  to  thefe  extremes, 

My  heart  is  yet  infenfible  to  thee ! 

0  !   I  moft  thank  thee  for  thy  painful  paafe ; 
The  generous  fliame  thy  tortur'd  honour  bore, 
When  at  my  father's  feet  my  fufPrings  threw  thee* 
Can  I  prefent  thee  in  that  dear  confufion, 

And  not  with  grateful  iighs  of  pity  mourn  thee  I 

1  can  lament  thee,  but  I  dare  not  pardon  ; 
Thy  duty  done,  reminds  me  of  my  own  5 
My  filial  piety,   like  thine  diftrefs'd, 
Compels  me  to  be  miferably  juft, 

And  aflcs  my  love  a  victim  to  my  fame : 

Yet  think  not  duty  cou'd  e'er  love  prevail, 

But  that  thy  nobler  .foul  sffiues  my  heart, 

Thcu  woird'ft  defpife  the  paifion  that  cou'd  fave  thee. 

Car.  Since  I  muft  die,  let  that  kind  hand  deftrov  me« 
Let  not-tbe  wretch  once  honour'd  with  thy  love, 
Thy  Carlott   once  thought  worthy  of  thy  arms, 
Ba  dragg'd  a  public  fpe£lac!e  to  joftice; 
To  cUaw  the  irkfoice  pity  of  a  crowd, 
Who  may  with  vulgar  reafon  call  thee  cruel. 
My  death  from  thee  will  elevate  thy  vengeance, 
And  ihew,  like  mine,  thy  duty  fcorn'd  affiftance. 

Xim.,  Shai-i  I  then  take  aSiftance?   and  from  thee? 
Accept  that  vengeance  from  thy  heart's  defpair  ? 
No,   Carlat,  no  ! 

J  will  not  jucjge,  like  thee,  my  private  wrongs, 
But  to  the  courfe  of  juftice  truft  my  duty, 
Which  fliall,  in  every  part,  untainted  flow, 
Unmix'd  with  ga*in'd  advantage  o'er  thy  love, 
An.d  from  its  own  pure  fountain  raifc  mv  glory. 

Car.  O.  can  my  death  with  fliame  advance  that  glory  ? 
Can  I  do  more  than  perifh  to  appeafe  thee  ? 
Can  rny  misfortunes  too  have  reath'd  thy  hate  ? 

Xim.  Can  hate  have  part  in  interviews  like  this? 
Nav,   can  I  give  thee  greater  proof  of  love, 
Than  that  I  trail  mv  vengeance  with  thy  honour? 
Art  not  thou  row  within  my  power  to  feize  ? 
Yet  n^'releafe  thee,   Carlos,  on  thy  word; 
Give  me  thy  word,   that  on  the  morrow  m>on, 
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Before  the  king  In  perfon  thou  wilt  anfwer, 
And  take  the  flicker  of  the  night  to  leave  me. 

Car.  O !  thou  hafl  found  the  way  to  fix  my  ruin! 
Jt  muft  be  fo,  thou  fhalt  have  ample  vengeance; 
purfu'd  by  thee,   my  life's  not  worth  the  faving ; 
But  ihen  that  fatal  honour,    my  engagement, 
7"hat  at  the  hour  propos'jd,  I'll  meet  my  fate——* 
But  muft  we  part,  Ximena,   like  fworn  foes  ? 
Has  love  no  ferfe  of  all  its  periiVd  hopes  I 
Difmifs  my  mifenes,  at  leaft,   with  pity  : 
May  I  not  breathe  upon  thii  injur'd  boforn 
One  parting  figh,   to  cafe  my  wounded  fcul, 
And  loofe  the  anguifh  of  a  broken  heart? 

Xim.  Support  \ne,  heav'n  — we  meet  again  to-monow« 
Car.  To-morrow  we  muft  rreet,  like  enemies, 
Thy  piercing  eyes,  relectlefs  in  revenue, 
And  all  the  ibftnefs  of  thy  heart  forgotten  ; 
This  only  moment  is  our  life  of  love. 

0  take  not  from  this  litlls  interval, 

Th£  pOOf  expiring  comfort  that  5s  left  me. 

[Ximena  w«/i* 

My  heart's  confounded  with  thy  foft  companion, 
And  dcats  upon  the  virtue  that  deftroys  me. 

XIM.  O  !  I  flull  have  the  dart  of  thee  in  woe  ; 
Thou  can'il  but  fall  for  her  thou  lov'rt  ;  but  what 

Mud  fhe  endure  thaf  loves  thee and  deftroys  theej? 

Yet,  Catlos,  take  thi"  comfort  in  illy  fate 

That  if  the  hand  of  jyftice  fhou'd  o'ertake  thee, 
Thy  mournful  urn  fli^ll  hold  Ximentt*  ames. 

Car.  O  miracle  of  love! 

Xim.  O  mortal  fcrrow  I 

But  hafte,  O  leave  me  while  my  heart's  refolv'd; 
Fly,  fly  me,  Carlos,  led  thou  taint  my  fame; 
Left  in  this  ebbing  rigour  of  my  foul 

1  tell  thee,  th  '  \  profecute  thy  fate, 

My  fecr«t  wifh  is,  that  my  caufc  may  fail  me. 

Car.  O   fpirit  of  companion  !    QXitnena! 
Whnt  pangs  and  ruin  have  our  parents  coft  us  I 

Farenvily  tbou  treafure  of  my  foul O  jlay  / 

Take  not  at  once  my  Jkort-lw'ajvys 
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While  thus  I  fx  me  on  thy  mournful  eyes, 

Let  my  diftreffes  to  ex /r earns  mrife. 

^Thy  viflinfs  now  fecure  ;  for  thus  to  party 

I  fate  thy  vengeance  with  a  broken  heart.  [Exeunti 

Enter  Alvarez  with  Noblemen,  Officers^  and  others. 

ijl.  Nob.  Thefe  few,  my  lord,  are  on  my  part  engaged. 
In  half  an  hour  Don  Henrique  de  Las  Torres^ 
With  fixty  more,  will  wait  upon  ycur  caufe, 
Refolv'd,  and  ready,   all  like  us,  to  right  you: 
Since  the juft  quarrel  of  your  houfe  mull  live, 
Since  the  brave  blood  of  Carlos  is  purfu'd, 
The  race  of  Gormaz  (hall  attend  his  afhes. 

Alv.  My  lord,  this  mark  of  your  exalted  honour 
Will  bind  me  ever  grateful  to  your  friendfhip  j 
Tho'  I  ftill  hope  the  mercy  of  the  king 
Will  fpare  the  criminal,  vvhofe  guilt  is  honour. 
The  fervice  I  have  done  the  (late  has  found 
A  bounteous  mailer  always  to  reward  it  j 
Nor  am  I  yet  fo  wedded  to  my  reft, 
£ut  that  I  ftill  can  on  occafion  break,  it. 
The  Moors  are  anchor'd  now  within  the  river, 
And,  asI'mtoM,  near  landing  to  infult  usu 
Wherefore  I  wou'd  entreat  you  at  this  time, 
To  wave  my  private  danger  for  the  public. 
Since  chance  has  form'd  us  to  fo  biave  3  body, 
Let  us  not  part  ina&ive  in  our  honour ; 
Let's  feize  this  glad  occafion  of  th'  alarm, 
Let's  chafe  thefe  robbers  in  our  king's  defence, 
And  bravely  merit,  not  demand  his  mercy. 

I/?.  Nob.  41-varez  may  command  us,  who  is  ftill 
Himfeif,  and  owns  no  caufe  unmix'd  with  honour. 

Alv.  How  now  !  the  news. 

Enter  a.  /er<vant,  <who  wbifpers  Alvarez. 

Juft  enter'd,  and  alone! 

O  heav'n,  my  prayers  are  heard  !  my  noble  friends^ 

Something  to  our  prefcnt  purpofe  has  occurr'd; 

Let  me  intreat  you,  forward  to  the  garden, 

Where  you  will  find  a  treble  number  of 

O«r  .forces  aiiembkd  on  the  like  occafion ; 
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Myfelf  will  in  a  moment  bring  you  news, 

That  will  confirm  and  animate  our  hopes,  [Exeunt  Noo» 

Enter  Carlos. 

My  Carlos  !  O  do  I  live  once  more  t'embrace  thee, 

Prop  of  my  age,  and  guardian  of  my  fame  ! 

Nor  think,  my  champion,  that  my  joy's  thus  wild, 

For  that  thou  only  haft  reveng'd  my  honour, 

(Tho*  that's  a  thought  might  blefs  me  in  the  grave) 

No,  no,  my  fon,  for  thee  am  I  tranfported ; 

Alas !  I  am  too  fenfible  what  pains 

Thy  heart  muft  feel  from  anguilh  of  thy  love ; 

And  had  I  not  new  hopes  that  will  fupport  thee, 

Some  prefent  profpe&of  thy  pain's  relief, 

My  fenfe  of  thy  afflictions  would  deftroy  me. 

Car.  What  means  this  kind  compaffion  of  my  griefs  J 
Is  there,  on  earth,  a  cure  for  woes  like  mine  ? 
O,  Sir,  you  are  fo  tenderly  a  father, 
So  good,  I  can't  repent  me  of  my  duty  : 
Be  not  however  jealous  of  my  fame, 
If  yet  I  mix  your  tranfports  with  a  figh, 
For  ruin'd  love,  and  for  the  loft  Ximena  : 
For  fince  I  drag,  with  my  defpair,  my  chain  ; 
Her  fated  vengeance  only  can  relieve  me. 

^4/v.  No  more  deprefs  thy  fpirit  with  defpair, 
While  glory  and  thy  country's  caufe  fhould  wake  itf 
The  Moors,  not  yet  expecled,  are  arriv'd ; 
The  tide  and  filent  darknefs  of  the  night 
JLand,  in  an  hour,  their  forces  at  our  gates : 
The  court's  difmay'd,  the  people  in  alarm, 
And  loud  confu.fion  fills  the  frighted  town. 
But  fortune,  ere  this  public  danger  reach'd  us, 
Had  rais'd  five  hundred  friends,   the  foes  of 
Whofe  fwords  refolve  to  vindicate  thy  veigeance, 
And  here  without  expeft  thce  at  their  head, 
.forward,  my  fon,   their  numbers  foon  will  fwell, 
Suftain  the  brunt  and  fury  of  the  foe. 
And  if  thy  life's  fo  painful  to  be  borne, 
Lay  it  at  leaft  with  honour  in  the  duft. 
Call  it  not  fruitlefs  from  thee  ;   let  thy  king 
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Firft  know  its  value,  ere  his  laws  demand  it  ; 
But  time's  too  precious  to  be  talk'd  away. 
Advance ,  my  fan ,    and  let  tbj  mafter  fee, 
What  he  bos  loft  in  Gormaz,   is  redeem  d  in  thee. 
Car.  Relenting  heav'n  at  ]aft  has  found  the  means 
To  end  my  miferies  with  guiltlefs  honour. 
Why  mouM  I  live  a  burden  to  myfelf, 
A  trouble  to  my  friends,  a  terror  to  Ximena  ? 
Not  all  the  force  of  mercy,  or  of  merit, 
Can  wafh  a  father's  blood  from  her  remembrance. 
Or  reconcile  the  horror  to  her  love. 
Yet  I'll  not  think  her  duty  fo  fevere, 
But  that  to  fee  me  fall  my  country's  vi£Um 
Wou'd  pleafe  her  paflion,  tho'it  frock'd  her  vengeance  * 

It  mail  be  fo dying  with  honour  J 

Difcharge  the  fon,  the  fubjedt,  and  the  lover  : 
O  !  when  this  mangled  body  fhail  be  found 
A  bare  and  undiflinguifli'd  carcafs  'midft  the  flain, 
Will  me  not  weep  in  pity  of  my  wounds, 
And  own  her  wrongs  have  ample  expiation  ? 
Her  duty  then  may,  with  afecret  tear* 
Conftfi  her  vengeance  great ,  andglariouf  my  defpalr. 

[Exit, 


X  T 
V 


ACT      V, 

Belzara  alone. 

T^orious  Carlos,  now  refume  thy  hopes, 

Demand  thy  life,  and  filence  thy  Ximena, 
Har4  were  thy  fate  indeed,  if  me  alone 
Should  be  the  bar  to  triumphs  nobly  purchas'd. 
But  fee,  me  ccmes,  with  mournful  poicpcf  woe, 
To  pro  fecute  this  darling  of  the  people, 
And  damp,  with  ill'-  tim'd  grief?,  the  public  joy. 

Enter  Ximena,  in  mourning,  attendtdi 

Ximtna!  Oh  !  I  more  than  ever  now 
Deplore  the  hard  afflidlions  that  purfue  thec  ; 
While  thy  whole  satire  country  is  in  joy, 
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bt  tbou  the  only  objedl  of  defpair? 
this  a  time  to  proiecute  thy  caufe, 
/"hen  public  gratitude  is  bound  t'oppofe  thee  ? 
V'hen  on  the  head  of  Carlos,  which  thy  griefc 
emard,  fortune  has  pour'd  protection  down? 
'he  Moors  repuls'd,  his  country  fav'd  from  raping 
ismenac'd  kiog  confirm 'd  upon  his  throne, 
r.Qrn  every  heart  but  thine,  will  find  a  voice 
'o  lift  his  echo'd  praifes  to  the  heav'ns. 
Ximena,    Is't  poffible  ?  Are  all  thefe  wonder*  trucf 
.rii  I  the  onlv  mark  of  his  mifdoing? 
ou'd.then  his  fatal  f^ord  tranfpierce  my  father 3 
et  fave  a  nation  to  defeat  my  vengeance  ? 
till  as  I  pafs,  the. public  voice  extols 
"is  glorious  deeds,  regardiefs  of  my  wrongs; 
'he  eye  of  piry,  that  but  yefternight 
et  fall  a  tear  in  feeling  of  my  caufe, 
ow  turns,  away,  retracting  its  compaflkm, 
nd  fpeaks  the  geaeral  grudge  at  my  complaining* 
ut  there's  a  king.,  whofefacred  word's  his  law; 
upported  by  that  hope,  I  ftill  muft  on, 
"or,  till  by  him  rejected,  can  be  filent. 
Bel.  Your  duty  fhou'd  recede,  when  publick  goo£ 
[uft  fuffer  in  the  life  your  cauie  purfues. 
Xim.  But  can  it-be?  Was  it  to  Carlos'  fword 
he  nation  thos  tranfported  owes  its  fafety.' 
let  me  taJfte  the  pleafure,  and  the  pain  I 
ell  me,  Belzara,  tell  me  all  his  glory, 
!  let  me  furfeit  on  the  guilty  joy, 
elight  my  pafiion,  and  torment  my  virtue. 
jBeL  4/ouzo,  who  was  prefent,  will  inform  us. 

Enter  Alonzo. 

Vonzo,  if  your  bufinefs  will  permit. 
Alon*  The  Abbot,  at  whofe  houfe  Count  Gorman  lies, 
as  fentin  hafte  to  fpeak  with  me,  I  guefs, 
o  fix  the,  Ofder  of  his  funeral.  [Apart  to  Belz, 

Bel.  Spare  us  at  leaft  a  moment  from  th'occafion  5 
Vwf»«has  not  yet" been  fully  told 
he  action  of  our  late  deliverance  ; 
he  fame  of  Carlos  may  compofe  her  forrows. 
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Alon.  Permit  the  a&ion  then  to  praife  itfelf ; 
Xate  in  the  night  at  lord  Alvarez*  hoafe, 
Five  hundred  friends  were  gathered  in  his  caufe, 
T'oppofe  the  vengeance,  that  purfu'd  his  fon  j 
But  in  the  common  danger,  braye  Alvarez, 
With  valiant  Carlos  at  their  head,  preferr'd 
The  publick  fafety  to  their  private  honour, 
And  march'd  with  fwerds  determin'd  'gainfl  the  Moors, 
This  brave  example,  ere  they  reach'd  the  harbour, 
Increased  their  numbers  to  three  thoufand  flrong. 

Bel.  Were  the  Moors  landed  ere  you  reach'd  the  port  ? 

Alon.  Not  till  fome  hours  after  ;   when  we  arriv'd, 
Our  troops  were  form'd,  Ximena  was  the  word, 
And  Carlos  foremoft  to  confront  the  foe. 
The  Moors  not  yet  in  view,  he  order'd  firft 
Two  thirds  of  our  divided  force  to  lie 
Concealed  i'th'  hatches  of  our  (hips  in  harbour ; 
The  reft,  whofe  numbers  every  moment  fwell'd, 
Halted  with  Carlos,  on  the  more,  impatient, 
And  filent  on  their  arms  repofing,  pafs'd 
The  dill  remainder  of  the  wafting  night. 
At  length  the  brightnefsof  the  moon  prefent* 
Near  twenty  fail  approaching  with  the  tide  ; 
Our  order  ftill  obferv'd,  we  let  them  pafs ; 
Nor  at  the  port,  or  walls,  a  man  was  feen. 
This  deadnefs  of  our  filence  wings  their  hope 
To  feize  th'  occafion,  and  furprize  us  fleecing. 
And  now  they  difembark,  and  meet  their  fate  ; 
For  at  the  inftant  they  were  half  on  fliore, 
Uprofe  the  numbers  in  our  {hips  concealed, 
And  to  the  vaulted  heaven  thunder'd  their  huzza's, 
Which  Carlos  echo'd  from  his  force  on  more  : 
At  this,  amaz'd  confufion  feiz'd  their  troops, 
And  ere  their  chiefs  cou'd  form  them  to  refift, 
Weprefs'd  them  on  the  water,  drove  them  on 
The  land,  then  fir'd  their  mips  to  Hop  their  flight: 
Howe'er  at  length  their  leaders,  bravely  rail)  ing, 
Hecover'd  them  to  order,  and  a  while 
Suftain'd  their  courage,  and  oppos'd  our  fury  : 
But,   when  their  burning  (hips  began  to  flame, 
The  dreadfel  blaze  prefenting  to  their  view 
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Their  flaughter'd  heaps  that  fell  where  Carlos  fought, 

(For  oh!   he  fought,   as  if  to  die  were  viftory) 

Their fruitlefs  courage  then  refign'd  their  hopes; 

And  now  their  wounded  king,    defpairing,  call'd 

Aloud,  and  haiPd  our  general  to  furrender, 

Whom  Carlos  anfwering  received  his  prifoner  : 

At  thisVthe  reft  had  on  fubmiffion  quarter ; 

Oar  trumpets  found,  and  (bouts  proclaim  our  victory  ; 

While  Carlos  bore  his  captive  to  his  father, 

Whofe  heart,  tranfported  at  the  royal  prize, 

Dropt  tears  of  joy,  and  to  the  king  convey'd  him, 

Where  now  he's  pleading  for  his  fbn's  diftrefs, 

And  afks  but  mercy  for  his  glorious  triumph.         [Exitj 

Xim.  Too  much  1  it  is  too  much,  relentlefs  heaven  ! 
Th'  oppreflion's  greater  than  my  foul  can  bear  I 
O  wounding  virtue  !    O  my  tortur'd  heart  I 
Art  only  thou  forbidden  to  applaud  him  ? 
Cannot  a  nation  fav'd  appeafe  thy  vengeance  ? 
Why!  why,  jult  heaven,  are  his  deeds  fo  glorious* 
And  only  fatal  to  the  heart  that  loves  him  ? 

Bel.  Compofe,  Ximena,   thy  diforder,  fee, 
The  king  approaches,  fmiling  on  Alvarez, 
Whofe  heart  o'erflowing  gufhes  at  his  eyes, 
And  fpeaks  his  plea  too  ftrong  for  thy  complaint,    [him. 
JKw^Then  fleep,  my  love,  and  virtue   arm  t'oppofe 
Let  rne  look  backward  on  his  fatal  honour, 
Survey  this  mournful  pomp  of  his  renown, 
Thefe  woeful  trophies  of  his  conquer'd  love, 
That  thro'  my  father's  life  purfu'd  his  fame, 
And  made  me  in  his  nuptial  hopes  an  orphan  : 
O  broken  fpirit !  would'il  thou  fpare  him  now, 
Think  on  thy  father's  blood  !  exert  the  daughter, 
Supprefs  thy  paflion,  and  demand  thy  victim  ! 

Enter  King,  Alvarez,  Sanchez,  &c* 

Khg.  Difmifs  thy  fear?,  my  friend,  and  man  thy  heart, 
For  while  his  aftions  are  above  reward, 
Mercy's  of  courfe  included  in  the  debt. 
Our  abjeft  bounty's  bankrupt  to  his  merit.  • 
Our  fubjefts  refcu'd  from  fo  fierce  a  foe, 
The  Moors  defeated,  ere  the  rude  alarm 
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Allow'd  us  time  to  order  our  defence, 
Our  crown  protecled,  and  our  fceptre  fixt, 
Are  aclions  that  fecure  acknowledgment. 

.  My  tears,  Sir,  better  than  my  wordswill  thank  you. 


Enter   Garcia. 

Gar.  Don  Carlos,,  Sir,  without,  attends  your  pleafure, 
And  comes  furrender'd,  as  his  word  engag'd, 
To  anfvvsr  the  appeal  of  fair  Ximena. 

King.  Attend  him  to  our  prefence. 

Xim.  Only  heart! 

King.  %imenat  with  companion  we  (hall  hear 
Butmuft  nat  have  thy  griefs  arraign  our  juftice, 
Jf  in  his  judge  thou  find'il  an  advocate: 
J^ot  lefs  his  virtues,  than  thy  wrongs  will  plead. 

£im.  O  fainting  caufe  ]  but  thus  my  griefs  demand  him. 

\Knceling, 

While  the  Kingraifes  Ximena,,  enter  Alonzo, 
and  ivhifpcrs  Alvarez. 

'Jfa.,  This  inftant,  fay'ft  thou  ?   Can  I  leave  my  fon,? 
Alon.  The  matter's  more  important  than  your  flay. 
Make  hafte,  my  lord. 
-  Al-v.  What  .can  thy  tranfport  mean  ? 
l^e  plain. 

Alon.  We  hav«  no  time  to  lofe  in  words, 

I  fay. 
.  Lead  on,   and  cafe  my  wonder.  [Exeunt* 

finter  Carlos,  and  kneels  to  the  King. 

King.  O  rife,  my  warrior,  raife  thee  to  my  breaft, 
And  in  |hy  maker's  heart  repeat  thy  triumphs. 

Ctfr.Thefe  honours,  Sir,  to  any  fenie  but  mine, 
Might  lift  its  tranfports  to  ambition's  height; 
But  while  -Ximenrfs  forrows  prefs  my  heart, 
^Forgive  me,  if,  defpahing  of  repofe, 
tafte  no  comfort  in  the  life  fhe  feeks  ; 
urge  theiffue  of  her  grief's  appeal. 

King.  Xitnena,  'tis  moft  true,  has  loft  a 

;  thou  haft  fav'd  her  Country  from  its  fate, 
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And  the  fame  virtue  that  demands  thy  life, 
Owes  more  than  pardon  to  the  public  weal. 

Xim.  My  royal  lord,  vouchfafe  my  griefs  a  hearing^ 
O  think  not,  Sir,  becaufe  my  fpirits  faint, 
That  the  firm  confcience  of  my  duty  daggers. 
The  criminal  I  charge^  has  kill'd  my  father  ; 
And,  tho'  his  valour  has  preferv'd  the  ftate,  • 
Yet  every  fubjeft  is  not  wrong'd  like  me, 
Therefore  with  eafe  may  pardon,  what  they  feel  not*] 
As  he  has  fav'd  a  nation  from  its  foes, 
The  thanks  that  nation  owes  him  are  but juft, 
And  I  muft  join  the  general  voice  t'applaud  him  : 
But  all  the  tribute,  that  my  heart  can  fpare  him, 
Is  tears  of  pity,  while  my  wrongs  purfue  him. 
What  more  than  pity  can  thofe  wrongs  afford  ? 
What  lefs  than  juftice  can  my  duty  alk  I 
If  public  obligations  muft  be  paid  him, 
Let  every  fingle  heart  give  equal  fhare : 
(Carlos  has  prov'd  that  mine  is  not  ungrateful) 
But  muft  my  duty  yield  fuch  difproportton  ? 
Muft  on  my  heart  a  father's  blood  be  levy'd, 
And  my  whole  ruin  pay  the  public  thanks  ? 
If  blood  for  blood  might  be  before  demanded, 
Is  it  lefs  due,  becaufe  his  fame's  grown  greater! 
Shall  virtue,  that  fhou'd  guard,  infult  your  laws, 
And  tolerate  our  paflions  to  infringe  'em  ? 
If  to  defend  the  public,  may  excufe 
A  private  wrong,  how  is  the  public  fafe? 
How  is  a  nation  from  a  foe  preferv'd, 
If  every  fubjecVs  life  is  at  his  mercy  P 
My  duty,  Sir,  has  fpoken,  and  kneels  for  judgment. 

Car.  O  noble  fpirit,  how  thou  charm'ft  myfenfe, 
And  giv'ft  my  heart  a  pleafure  in  my  ruin  !          [Apart. 

King.  Raife  thee,  Ximenay  and  compofe  thy  thought*. 
As  thou  to  Carlos'  deeds  halt  fpoke  impartial, 
So  to  thy  viitue,  that  purfues  him,  we 
Muft  give  an  equal  plaudit  of  our  wonder: 
,Bu,t  we  have  now  our  duty  to  difcharge, 
Which,  far  from  blaming,  Ihall  exalt  thy  own : 
If  thy  chafte  fame,  which  we  confefs  fublime, 
Compels  thy  duty  to  fupprefs  thy  love, 
To  raife  yet  higher  than  thy  matchlefs  glory. 
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Prefer  thy  native  country  to  them  both, 

And  to  the  public  tears  refign  thy  vi&im  : 

Where  a  whole  people  owe  their  prefervation, 

Shall  private  juftice  do  a  public  wrong, 

And  reed  thy  vengeance  with  the  general  forrow  ? 

Xim.  Is  then  my  caufe  the  public's  victim  ? 

King.  No. 

We've  yet  a  hope  to  conquer  thy  refentmenf, 
And  rather  wou'd  compofe  than  filence  it : 
For  if  our  arguments  Teem  yet  too  weak 
To  guard  thy  virtue  from  the  Jeaft  reproach, 
Beheld  the  generous  fandion  that  protects  it, 
Read  t^ere  the  pardon  which  thy  father  gives  him, 
And  wirh  his  dying  hand  affigns  thy  beauties. 

Xim.  My  father's  pardon  ! 

Xing.  Read,  and  raife  thy  worider. 

Xim*  (Reads)  *  Alvarez  wrong'd  me  in  my  mailer's 

'  favour, 
*   Carlos  is  brave,  and  has  deferv'd  Ximena  /' 

Car.  O  foul  of  honour!  now  lamented  victory! 

King.  Now,  fair  Ximena,  now  refume  thy  peace, 
Reduce  thy  vengeance  to  thy  father's  will, 
And  join  the  hand  his  honour  has  forgiven. 

Xim.  All  gracious  heav'n  !  have  my  fwol'n  eyes  their 

[fenfe? 

D,  San.  O  tottering  hope  !  but  I  have  yet  a  thought, 
That  will  compel  her  virtue  to  purfue  him. 

Xim.  Why  did  you  mew  me,  Sir,  this  wounding  good- 
This  legacy,  tho'  fit  for  him  to  leave,  [nefs  ? 

Wou'd  in  his  daughter  be  reproach  to  take  ; 
Honour  unqueftiori'd  may  forgive  a  foe, 
But  who'll  not  doubt  it  when  it  fpares  a  lover? 
If  you  proposed  to  mitigate  my  griefs, 
You  mou'd  have  hid  this  cruel  obligation. 
Why  wou'd  you  fet  fuch  virtues  in  my  view, 
And  make  the  father  dearer  than  the  lover  ? 

•Ming.  Since  with  fuch  rigour  thou  purfu'ft  thy  ven- 
And  what  we  meant  ibou'd  pacify,  provokes  it,  [geance, 
Attend  fubmiflive  to  our  laft  refolve: 
For  fince  thy  honour's  fo  feverely  ftritl, 
As  not  to  ratify  thy  father's  mercy, 
We'll  righj  at  once  thy  duty  and  thy  lover; 
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Give  thee  the  glory  of  his  life  purfu'd, 
And  Teal  his  pardon  to  reward  thy  virtue. 

Xitn.  Avert  it  heav'n,  that  e'er  my  guilty  heart 
Shou'd  impioufly  infult  a  father's  grave, 
And  yield  his  daughter  to  the  hand  that  kill'd  himv 

D.  San.  Unnatural  thought!  madam,   fupprefs  your 
Your  murder'd  father  was  my  deareft  friend  ;          [tears. 
Permit  me  therefore,  in  your  finking  caufe, 
To  offer  an  expedient  may  fupport  it. 

Xim.  Whatever  right  or  juftice  ma*y,  I'm  bound 
la  duty  to  purfue,  and  thank  your  friendship. 

D.  San.  Thus  then  to  royal  juftice  I  appeal, 
And  in  Xrmenas  right  her  advocate, 
Demand  from  Carlos  your  reverfe  of  pardon. 

King.  What  means  thy  tranfport  ? 

D.  San.  Sir,  I  urge  your  laws  ; 
And  fince  her  duty's  forc'd  to  thefe  extreams, 
There's  yet  a  law  from  whence  there's  no  appeal, 
A  right,  which  e'en  your  crown's  oblig'd  to  grant  her* 
The  right  of  combat,  which  I  here  demand, 
And  afk  her  vengeance  from  a  champion's  fword. 

Car.  O  facred  Sir,  I  caft  me  at  your  feet, 
And  beg  your  mercy  wou'd  relieve  my  woes  ; 
Since  her  firm  duty  is  inflexible, 
Confign  her  viftimto  the  braver  fword. 
Grant  this  expedient  to  acquit  my  crime, 
Or  filence  with  my  arm  her  heart's  reproaches  r 
O,  nothing  is  fo  painful  as  fufpenfe : 
This  way  our  griefs  are  equally  reliev'd, 
Her  duty's  full  difcharg'd,  your  juftice  crown 'd, 
And  conqueft  muft  attend  fuperior  virtue, 

King.  This  barb'rous  law,  which  yet  is  unrepealMt 
Has  often  againft  right,  grofs  wrongs  fupported, 
And  robb'dour  ftate  of  many  noble  fubjecb; 
Nor  ever  was  our  mercy  tempted  more 
T'oppofe  its  force,  than  in  our  care  for  Carlos: 
But  fince  his  peace  depends  upon  his  love, 
And  cruel  love  irfifls  upon  its  righr, 
We'll  truft  his  virtues  to  the  chance  of  combat, 
And  let  his  fate  reproach,  tr  win  Ximena. 

Xim.  What  unforefeen  calamities  furround  me! 
H  , 
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King.  Ximena!  now  no  more  complain,  we  grant 
Thy  fuit  ;  but  where's  this  champion  of  thy  caufe, 
Whofe  appetite  of  honour  is  fo  keen, 
As  to  confront  in  arms  this  laurell'd  brow, 
And  dare  the  fhining  terrors  of  his  fword  ? 

D.  San.  Behold  th'affailantofthis  glorious  hero. 
Your  leave,  dread  Sir,  thus  to  appel  him  forth.  [Drawi. 

Bel.  Hold,  heart,  and  fpare  me  from  the  public  fhame. 


D.  San.  'Carlos,  behold  the  champion 
Behold  th'avenger  of  brave  Gormaz*  blood. 
Who  calls  thee  t;aitor  to  thy  injur'd  love, 
Ungrateful  to  the  lighs  that  pitied  thee, 
And  proudly  partial  to  thy  father's  falfhood  ; 
Thefe  crimes  my  fwbrd  lhall  prove  upon  thy  heart, 
And  to  defend  them  dares  thee  to  the  combat. 

Car.  Open  the  lifts,  and  give  th*  afiailant  room, 
There  on  his  life  my  injur'd  fword  (hall  prove, 
This  arm  ne'er  drew  it  but  in  right  of  honour  : 
Pint,  for  thy  flander,  SanckiZ,,  I  defy  thee, 
And  throwing  to  thy  teeth  the  traitor's  name, 
Will  wafh  the  imputation  with  thy  blood, 
And  prove  thy  virtue  falfe  as  is  thy  fpirit  : 
For  notXimena's  caufe,  but  charms  have  fir'd  thee; 
Vainly  thou  fteal'ft  thy  courage  from  her  eyes, 
And  bafely  ftain'ft  the  virtue  that  fubdu'd  her. 

D.  San.  O  that  thy  fate  in  arms  - 

King.  Sanchez,  forbear  \ 

*Tisnot  your  tongues  mud  arbitrate  your  ftrife, 
Let  in  the  lifts  your  vauntings  be  approv'd. 
WJiofe  arm,  Jfimena,  lhall  defend  your  caufe  ? 

Xita.  O  force  of  duty  !  Sir,  the  arm  of  Sancbsx. 

t>.  San.  My  word's  my  gage. 

King.  'Tis  well,  the  Hits  are  fet,— 
Let  on  the  morn  the  combatants  be  cited, 
And,  Fel\x,  you  be  umpire  of  the  field. 

Car.  The  valiant,  Sir,  are  never  unprepai'd. 
O  Sir,  at  once  relieve  my  foul's  fufpenie, 
And  let  this  inftanthour  decide  our  fate. 

J).  San.  This  moment,  Sir—  I  join  in  that  with  Carlos, 
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King.  Since  both  thus  prefs  it,  be  it  now  decided. 
Carlos',    be  ready  at  the  trumpet's  call. 
You,  Felix,  when  the  combat's  done,  conduct 

The  victor  to  our  prefence Now,  Ximena, 

As  thou  art  jud  or  cruel  in  thy  duty, 
Expect  the  ifTue  will  reward  or  grieve  thee  : 
Sanchez,  fet  forward — Carlos,  we  allow 
Thy  pitied  love  a  moment  with  Ximena. 

[Ex.  King  and  traitr. 

D.  San.  A  fruitlefs  moment  that  mud  prove  his  laft. 

[£*//, 

Car.  Ximena  f  O  permit  me,  ere  I  die, 
To  tell  thy  heart,  thy  hard  unkindnefs  kills  me. 

Xim.  Ah  Carlos,  can  thy  plaints  reproach  my  duty? 
Nay,  art  thou  more  than  Sanchez  is  in  danger  ?          \. 

Car.  Or  thou  more  injur'd  than  thy  haplefs  father,- 
Whofe  greater  heart  forgave  my  fenfe  of  honour  ? 
Thou  can'ft  not  think  I  fpeak  regarding  life, 
Which  hopelefs  of  thy  love's  not  worth  my  care.« 
But,  oh  !  it  fttikes  me  with  the  laft  defpair, 
To  think  thai  lov'd  Ximena's  heart  had  lefs 
Gompaffior  than  my  mortal  enemy : 
My  life  had  then  indeed  been  worth  acceptance, 
Had  thy  relenting  throes  of  pity  fav'd  it; 
But,  as  it  is  purfu'd  to  th^fe  extremes, 
Thus  made  the  victim  of  fuperfl'ous  fame, 
And  doom'd  the  facrifice  of  filial  rigour, 
Thefe  arms  (hall  open  to  thy  champion's  fword, 
And  glut  tke  vengeance  that  fupports  thy  glory. 

Xim.  Haft  thou  no  honour,  Car/os,  to  defend  ? 

[Trembling* 

Car.  How  can  I  lofe  what  Sanchez  cannot  gain  ? 
For  wheie's  his  honour  where  there's  no  refinance? 
Is  it  for  me  to  guard  Ximeaa's  foe, 
Or  turn  outrageou?  on  the  friendly  breaft, 
Which  her  oiftrefsful  charms  have  vvarm'd  to  right  her  ? 

Xim.  O  cruel  Carlos!  thus  to  rack  my  heart 
With  hard  reproache?,  that  thou  know'ft  are  groundlefs* 
Why  doft  thou  talk  thus  cruelly  of  death, 
And  give  me  terrors  unconceiv'd  before  ? 
What  tho'  my  force  of  duty  has  puriu'd  thee>> 
H  4 
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Haft  thou  not  left  thy  courage  to  defend  thee  ? 
O!   is  thy  quarrel  to  our  race  reviv'd  ? 
Coa'dlt  thou,  to  right  thy  honour,  kill  my  father? 
.And  now  not  guard  it,  to  deflroy  Ximeaaf 

Car.  O  heavenly  found,  O  joy  unfelt  before! 

Xim.  O!    Js  my  duty  then  not  thought  compulfiver* 
Can'ft  thou  believe  I'm  pleas'd  while  I  purfue  thee  ? 
Or  thiok'ft  thou  I'm  not  pleas'd  the  king  preferv'd  thee  ? 
And  that  thy  courage  yet  may  wafd  my  vengeance  ? 
O  if  thou  knew'ft  what  tranfports  fill'd  my  heart, 
When  hrft  I  heird  the  Moon  had  fled  before  thee, 
Thy  love  wou'd  feel  confufion  for  my  flvame, 
And  fcarce  forgive  the  paftion  thou  reproached. 

0  Carlos,  guard  thy  life,  and  fave  Ximtna! 

Car.  And  fave  Ximena  !  O  thou  haft  fir'd  my  heart 
Wi(h  animated  love,  and  fav'd  thy  CWw— •— 

[Sound  trumfttt. 

But,  hark !  the  trumpet  calls  me  to  the  lift  1         [thee  i 
A7w.  May  heavVa  high  care,  and  all  iti  angels  guard 
C«r.  Words  wou'd  but  wrong  my  heart,  my  iwotd 
Shall  fpeak  ir. 

Stwcfox,  I  come—impatient  to  chaftifa 
Thy  love,  which  makes  thee  now  the  criminal: 

1  might  nave  fpar'd  thee,  had  the  rival  flept 
But  boldly  thus  avowM,  thou'rt  worth  my 
'Tis  faid  the  lion,  tho*  diftreft  for  food, 
Efpying  on  the  turf  the  huntfman  deeping, 
Reilrains  his  hunger,  and  forbears  the  prey  ? 
But  when  his  routing  foe,  alarm'd  and 
Uplifts  his  javelin  brandifht  to  aflail  him 
The  generous  favage  then  erecls  his  creft 

Grinds  his  iharp  fangs,  and  with  fierce  eyes  inflam*dr 

Surveys  him  worthy  of  his  rage  defy'd, 

Furious  uprearing  rufhes  on  the  game, 

And  crowns  at  once  his  vengeance  and  his  fame.     [Exitt 

Xim.  O  glo.-ious  fpirit!  O  hard-fated  virtue.1 
Wi'h  what  reludance  has  my  heart  purfu'd  thee  ! 

Bel.   Was  ever  breaft  like  mine  with  woe  divided ,? 
I  fear  the  dangers  of  the  faithlefs  Sanchez., 
And  tremble  more  for  his  dretd  fwoid's  fuccefs. 
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Shou'd  Car/os  fall What  flops  him  from  Ximena? 

Keep  down,  my  fighs,  or  feem  to  rife  for  her. 

Xim.  Te'.l  me,  Bekara,  was  my  terror  blameful  ? 
Might  not  his  paflion  make  my  heart  relent, 
And  feel  at  fuch  a  time  a  pang  to  fave  him  ? 

Bel.  So  far  was  your  companion  from  a  crime,. 
That  'tis  the  exalted  merit  of  your  duty. 
Had  Carlos  been  a  ftranger  to  your  heart, 
Where  were  the  virtue  that  your  griefs  purfu'd  him  ? 
Were  it  no  pain  to  lofe  him,  where  the  glory  ? 
The  facrifke  that's  great  muft  firft  be  dear ; 
The  more  you  love,  the  nobL-r  is  your  vidim. 

Xim.  Thy  partial  friendihip  fees  not  fure  my  faultr 
I  doubt  my  youthful  ignorance  has  err'd, 
And  the  ftrift  matron,  rigidly  fevere, 
May  blame  this  weaknefs  of  my  woman's  heart: 
But  let  her  feel  my  trial  firft,  and  if 
She  blames  me  then,  I  will  repent  the  crime. 

[Sound  trumpet  at 

Hark,  hark,  the  trumpet !  O  tremendous  found  1 
Behara  !  O  the  combat  is  begun, 
The  agonizing  terror  fliakes  my  foul  : 
Help  me,  fupport  me  with  thy  friendly  comforts;. 
O  tell  rre  what  my  duty  owes  a  parent, 
And  warm  my  wifhes  in  his  champion's  favour       « 
Oh  heaven  !  it  will  not,  will  not  be !  my  heart 
Rebels,  and  fpiteof  me  inclines  to  Carlos, 
Who  now  again,  in  Sanchez,  fights  my  father.. 
Now  he  attacks  him,  prefles,  now  retreats; 
Again  recovers,  and  refumes  his  fire, 
Now  grows  too  ftrong,  and  is  at  laft  triumphant! 

BeL  Reftrain  thy  thoughts,  colleft  thy  conilancy^ 
Give  not  thy  heart  imaginary  wounds, 
Thy  virtue  muft  be  providence's  care; 

Xim.  O  guard  me  heav'n — Help  me  to  fupport  it !  ah  f 

^Trumpets  and  {bouts*  • 

'Tis  done,  thofe  dreadful  mouts  proclaim  the  victor  ; 
]f  Carlos  conquers,  ftill  I've  loll  a  father  ; 
And  if  he  perifhes,  then — die  Xiwena. 

JBe/.  Conquer  who  may,  BO  hope  fupports 
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Enter  Garcia. 

Came  you,  Don  Garcia,  from  the  combat  ? 

Gar.  Madam, 

The  king,  to  mew  he  difapproves  the  cuftom, 
Forbad  his  own  domeflicks  to  be  prefent.  [Shouts  nearer. 
But  I  prefume  'tis  done,  thefe  ftiouts  confirm  it ; 
Hence  from  this  window  we  may  guefs  the  victor. 

Xim.  O  tell  me  quickly,  while  I  have  fenfe  to  hear  thee  ? 

Gar.  O  heav'n,  'tis  Sanchez,  I  fee  him  wiih  his  fword 
In  triumph  prefiing  thro'  the  crowd  his  way. 

Xim.  Sanchez!    thou'rt  fare  deceived.     O  better  yet 
Inform  thy  dazzled  eyes. 

Gar.  JTis  certain  he  ! 

For  now  he  flops,  and  feems  to  warn  them  back  ; 
The  crowd  retires,  I  fee  him  plain,  and  now 
He  mounts  the  fteps  that  lead  to  this  apartment. 

Xim.  Then,  fatal  vengeance,  thou  art  dearly  fated. 
Now  love  unbounded  may  o'erflow  my  heart, 
And  Carlos'  fate  without  a  crime  be  mourn'd: 
O  Sanchez,  if  poor  Car/ot  told  me  true, 
If 'twas  thy  Io$e,  not  honour  fought  my  caufs, 
Thy  guilt  has  purchas'd  with  thy  fword  my  fcorn, 
.And  made  thy  paffion  wretched  as  Ximena. 

Bel.  O  he,av'n,  fupport  her  nobler  refolution— 
But  fee,  he  comes  to  meet  the  difappointment. 

Enler  Don  Sanchez,  and  lays  ku  fword  at  Ximena'sy^. 

'X>.  San.  Madam,  this  fword,  that  in  your  caufe  was 
drawn — 

Xim.  Stain'ti  with  the  blood  of  Carlos,  kills  Ximena. 

D.  San.  I  come  to  mitigate  your  griefs. 

Xim.  Avant,  avoid  me,  wing  thee  from  my  fight ! 
O  ihou  haft  given  me  for  revenge,  defpair, 
Has  raviftit  with  thy  murderous  arm. my  peace, 
And  robb'd  my  wifhes  of  their  deareft  object. 

D.  Sax.  Hear  me  bat  fpeak. 

Xim.  Can'ft  thou  fuppofe  'twill  pleafe  me, 
To  hear  thy  pride  triumphant,  paint  my  ruin, 
Vaunt  thy  vain  prowefs,  and  reproach  my  forrows? 

D.  San.  Thofe  forrows*  woo'd  ygu  hear  my  ftory— 
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Xim,  Hence, 

To  regions  diftant,  as  thy  foul  from  joy, 
Fly,  and  in  gloomy  horrors  walle  thy  life  : 
Remorfe,  and  pale  affliction  wait  thee  to 
Thy  reft,  repofe  forfake  thee,  frightful  dreams 
Alarm  thy  fleeps,  and  in  thy  waking  hours 
May  woes  like  mine  pinfue  thy  fleps  for  ever ! 

Bel*  O  charming  rage  !  how  cordially  me  hates  him  f 

Enter  King. 

King.  What  dill  in  tears,  Ximena  ?  Still  complaining! 
Cannot  thy  duty's  full  diicharge  content  thee  ? 
Repin'ft  thou  at  the  at\  of  providence  ? 
And  think'ft  thy  caufe  ftill  wrong'd  in  heav'n's  decree^1 

Xim.  O  far,  Sir,  from  my  foul  be  fuch  a  thought, 
I  bow  fubmifiive  to  high  heav'n's  appointment. 
But  is  amiclion  impious  in  its  forrow  ? 
Tho'  vengeance  to  a  father's  blood  was  due, 
Is  it  lefs  glorious  that  I  priz'd  the  vicVim  ,? 
Has  nature  loft  its  privilege  to  weep, 
When  all  that's  valuable  in  life  is  gone? 

0  Carlos,  Car/os.'  1  Jliall  loon  be  with  thee. 

King.  Are  then  thefe  tears  for  C<jr!os~O  Ximena  £ 
The  vanquiih'd  Saxcbezlias  deceived  thy  giief, 
And  made  this  trial  of  thy  generous  heart  ; 
For  know  thy  Carles  lives,  and  lives  t' adore  thee. 

Xim.  What  means  my  royal  lord? 

King.  Inform  her,   Sanchez. 

D.  San.  The  fortune  of  the  combat  I  had  told  before^ 
Had,  Sir,  her  fright  endur'd  my  fpeech. 

1  wou'd  have  told  you,  madam,  as  oblig'd 
In  honour  to  the  conquering  Avord  of  Carlos, 

How  nobly,  for  your  fake,  he  fpar'd  your  champion  | 
When  on  the  earth  fuccumbent,  and  difarm'd, 
I  lay  :    '  Live  Sanchez,  faid  the  generous  viftor, 
'  The  life  that  fights  Kimctia'*  caufe  is  facred  ;, 

*  Take  back  thy  fword,  2nd  at  her  feet  prefent 

'  The  glorious  trophy  which  her  charms  have  won>> 

*  The  laft  oblation  that  defpair  can  make  her.* 
Toucht  with  the  noble  fullnefs  of  his  heait,, 

I  flew  to  execute  the  grateful  charge  j, 
,   H  d. 
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But,  madam,  your  affright  miftook  the  vidor, 
And  your  impatient  griefs  refus'd  me  audience. 

King,  Now  think  Ximena,  one  moment  think  for  Carlos, 

Xim.  O  love!  O  perfecuted  heart! 
laftrucl  me  heav'n  to  (up port  my  fame, 
To  right  my  paffion,  and  revere  my  father. 

D.San.  And  now  withjuft  confufion,  Sir,  Town 
In  me  'twas  guilty  love,  that  drew  my  fword  ; 
JBut  fince  th'  event  has  crown'd  a  nobler  pafiion, 
I  plead  the  merit  of  that  fword's  defeat, 
Regret  the  error,  and  intreat  for  pardon. 

King.  Sanchez,  thy  crime  is  punilht  in  itfelf. 
We  late  have  heard  of  thy  retraced  vows, 
Which,  on  thy  drift  allegiance,  we  enjoin 
Thy  honour  inftantly  to  ratify. 
Supprefs  thy  tears,  Belzara,  he  fhall  right  thee. 

Xim.  'Tis  fixt;  a  beam  of  heav'nly  light  breaks  forth, 
And  fhews  my  ruin'd  peace  its  laft  refource. 

Gar.  Don  Carlos,  Sir,  attends  your  royal  pleafure. 

Xing.  Has  he  your  leave,  Ximena,  to  approach  ? 

Xim.  O  Sir,  yet  hold,  I  dare  not  fee  him  now. 
While  my  depending  juftice  was  my  guard, 
I  faw  him  fearlefs  fium  afiaults  of  love : 
But  now  my  vanquifht  vengeance  dreads  his  merit, 
And  confcious  duty  warns  me  to  avoid  him; 
Since  then  my  heart's  impartial  lo  his  virtues, 
O  do  not  call  me  cruel  to  his  love, 
If  I,  in  reverence  to  a  father's  blood, 
Shou'd  fhut  my  forrows  ever  from  his  fight; 
For  tho*  you  raife  above  mankind  his  merit, 
And  I  confefs  it ftill  he  has  kill'd  my  father- 
Nay,  tho'  I  .grant  the  fact  may  plead  for  mercy, 
Yet 'twould  in  me  be  impious  to  reward  it; 
My  eyes  may  mourn,  but  never  niuft  behold  him  mores 
Yet,  ere  I  part,  let,  Sir,  my  humble  fenfe 
Applaud  >our  mercy,  and  confefs  your  juftice, 
Hence  to  fome  facred  cloifter  I'll  retire, 
And  dedicate  my  future  days  to  heav'n 
'Tis  done  —  O  had  me  to  my  peaceful  cell, 
Qnefigkfor  Carlo*—- Mw,  vain  world, 
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As  Ximena  //  going  ojft  enter  Alvarez  and  Alonzo* 
*  Turn,  turn,  Ximena,  O  prepare  to  hear 


A  ftory  will  diftraft  thy  fenfe  with  joy, 

Drive  all  thy  forrows  from  thy  finking  heart, 

And  crown  thy  duty  with  triumphant  love. 

Pardon,  dread  Sir,  this  tumult  of  my  foul* 

That  carries  in  my  rudenefs  my  excufe; 

O  prefs  rr.e  not  to  tell  particulars, 

But  let  my  tidings  leap  at  once  the  bounds 

Of  your  belief,  and  in  one  burft  of  joy 

Inform  my  royal  mafter,  that  his  crown's  fupporr, 

My  vanquifh'd  friend,  thy  father,  Gormaz,  lives; 

He  lives  in  health  confirm'd  from  mortal  danger,     [him* 

Thefe  eyes  have  feen  him,  thefe  bleft  arms  embrac'd 

The  mean?,  th'  occafion  of  his  death  fuppcs'd, 

Wou'd  afk  more  words  than  I  have  breath  to  utter; 

Alonzo  knows  it  all  -  O  where's  my  Carlos? 

King.  Fly  Sanchez!  makehim  with  this  news,  thy  friend* 
Alv*  O  lead  me,  lead  me,  to  his  heart's  relief.  -  . 


Xim.  O  heav'n  !  Alvarez  wou'd  not  fure  deceive  roe, 
King.  Proceed,  A'onzo,  and  impart  the  whole. 
Whence  was  his  death  fo  firmly  credited, 
And  his  recovery  not  before  reveal'd  ? 

Alon.  My  liege,  the  great  effufion  of  his  blood 
Had  fuch  effecl  on  his  deferted  fpiritf, 
That  I,  who  faw  him,  judg'd  him  quite  expir'd  ; 
But  when  the  abbot,  at  whofe  houfe  he  lay, 
With  friendly  forrow  wafh'd  his  hopelefs  wound, 
His  heaving  breaft  difcover'd  life's  return  : 
When  calling  ftrait  for  help,  on  ftiifrer  fearch, 
His  wound  was  found  without  a  mortal  fymptom  :; 
And  when  his  fenfes  had  refum'd  their  funclion, 
His  firft  words  fpoke  his  generous  heart's  concern 
For  Carlos,  and  Ximena  ;  when  being  told 
How  far  her  filial  vengeance  had  purfu'd  him, 
Is't  poffiblc,  hecryM?  Oh  heav'n  !  then  wept, 
And  begg'd  his  life  might  be  one  day  conceal'd^ 
That  fuch  exalted  merit  of  her  duty 
Might  raife  her  virtue  worth/  of  his  love, 
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But,  Sir,  to  tell  you  how  Alvarez  met  him, 

What  generous  reconcilements  pafs'd  between  them, 

Wou'd  afk  more  time  than  public  joy  cou'd  fpare. 

Let  it  fuffice,  the  moment  he  had  heard 

Ximena  had  appeal'd  brave  Carlos  to  the  lifts, 

We  flew  with  terror  to  proclaim  him  living——— 

But,  Sir,  fo  foon  the  combat  followed  your 

Decree,  that  breathlefs  we  arriv'd  too  late, 

And  had  not  his  phyficians  prefcrib'd 

His  wound  repofe,  himfelf  had  ventur'd  forth 

To  throw  his  errors  at  your  feet  for  pardon. 

King.  Not  only  pardon,  but  our  love  (hall  greet  him. 
Brave  Carlos  fliall  himfelf  be  envoy  of 
Our  charge,  and  gratulate  his  bleft  recovery  : 
Has  he  your  leave,  Ximena,  now  t'approach  you  ? 

X;#f.  My  fenfes  ftagger  with  tumultuous  joy, 
My  fpirits  hurry  to  my  heart's  furprize, 
And  finking  nature  faints  beneath  the  tranfport. 

Enter  Alvarez,  Sanchez,  and  Carlos. 

King*  Look  up,  Ximenay  and  compleat  thy  joy. 

'Xim*  My  Carlos!   oh  ! 

Car.  Ximena  !  oh  my  heart !  [Embracing. 

Alv.  O  Carlos!  O  Ximena!  yet  fupprefs 
Thefe  tranfports  till  kind  Gormaz?  hand  confirms  them  : 
Firft  pay  your  duty  there,  hafte  to  his  feet, 
And  let  his  fanftion  confecrate  your  love. 

King.  "Lofe  not  a  moment  from  his  fight !  O  fly  ! 
Tell  him  his  king  congratulates  his  health, 
And  will  with  loads  cf  honour  crown  his  virtues. 
Nor  in  his  orifons  let  his  heart  forget 
The  hand  of  heav'o,  whofe  providential  care 
Has  ordered  all  the  innocent  tofave, 
To  right  the  injur'd,  and  reward  the  brave* 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by   XIMENA. 


Well,  Sirs! 

T*M  come  to  tell  you',  that  my  fears  are  overt 
Tve  feen  papa,  and  havefecur'd  my  lover  ; 
And  troth  Tm  wholly  on  our  author's  fide, 
For  had  (as  Corneille  made  him}  Gormaz 
My  part  had  ended  as  it  fir  ft  begun, 
Jlnd  left  me  Jftll  unmarried  and  undone, 
Of,  what  were  harder  far  than  both — a  nun. 
The  French,  for  form  indeed,  poftpones  the  wedding^ 
But  gitts  her  hopes  within  a  year  of  bedding. 
Time  could  not  tie  her  marriage  knot  with  honourt 
The  father's  death  ft  ill  left  the  guilt  upon  her  : 
The  Frenchman  ftopt  her  in  that  fore 'd regard, 
The  bolder  Briton  *weds  her  in  reward : 
He  knew  your  tafte  wou  V  ne'er  endure  their  billing 
Shou'd  befo  long  deftrr'  d,  when  both  were  willing  * 
Your  formal  Dons  of  Spain  an  age  might  wait, 
But  Erglifl)  appetites  are  Jharperfet. 
3Tis  true,  this  difference  *we  indeed  difcover, 
That  though  like  lions  you  begin  the  lover, 
To  do  you  right ,  your  fury  Joon  is  over, 
Bejide,  the  fcene  thus  chang'dthis  moral  bears , 
That  virtue  never  of  relief  def pairs  : 
But  while  true  love  is  ft  ill  in  plays  ill- fated, 
No  wonder  you  gay  f  parks  of  pie  a  fur  e  hate  it  ; 
Bloodjhed  difcourages  what  Jhould  delight  you, 
^nd  from  a  ivrfe,  what  little  rubs  will  fright  you  f 
J$nd  virtue  not  conjid^r' d  in  the  bride, 
How  f  con  you  yawn,  and  cur je  the  knot  you've  ty'df 
How  of t  the,  nymph ,  whofe pitying  eyes  give  quarter^ 
Finds  in  her  captive Jhe  has  caught  a  Tartar  ! 
White  to  her  fpoufe,    that  once  jo  high  did  rate  her, 
She  kindly  gives  fen  tbouf and  pound*  to  bate  far. 
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$9  on  the  etber  Jide  fame  Jjgbing  fivain,  , 

Ybat  languijhes  in  love  ivbole  years  in  vain, 
Impatient  for  the  feaft,  rejoices  be' II  have  her, 
And  in  bis  hunger  <vonus  he?  II  eat  for  ever ; 
He  thinks  of  nothing  but  the  honey  moon, 
But  little  thought  he  could  have  dindfofoon  : 

Is  not  tbii  true  ?  Spfak Dearies  of  the  pit, 

Don't  you  find  too,  boiv  horribly  you're  bit  ? 

For  the  inftruftion  therefore  of  the  free, 

Our  author  turns  his  juft  c  at  aft  r  op  be  : 

£ efore  you  wed  let  love  be  under Jlood, 

Refine  your  thoughts,  and  chafe  it  from  the  tlood» 

JV*r  can  you  then  of  lading  joys  defpair,  -j 

Tsr  when  that  circle  holds  the  Britifhyhrr, 

Twr  beartt  mayfnd  Heroick  Daughters  there.  + 
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COMEDY, 


Dramatis  Perfonae. 


MEN. 

PalameJe,  a  Courtier,  Mr.  Wilkr. 

Rbodophil,  Captain  of  the  Guard,          Mr.  Booth. 
Celadon^  a  Courtier,  brother  to  Doralicet  Mr.  Cibber* 
Jafper,  Servant  to  Celadon, 


WOMEN. 

"Melantba,  an  affefled  Lady,  Mrs.  Braceglrtit* 

Doralice,  Wife  to  Rbodopbil,  Mrs.  Porter. 

Florimel,  a  Maid  of  Honour,-  Mrs.  Qldfield. 
F/avia,.  a  Maid  of  Honour. 

\   Sifters. 

,  > 

ijfa,  Mother  to  Qlinda  and  Sabina* 
Philotis,  Servant  to  Me/ant 6a. 
Beliza,  Servant  to  Doralice. 
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ACT    I.        SCENE    I. 
The    SCENE    «  Walks  near  the  Court. 

Eater  Celadon,  Doralice,  meeting  each  ether:    He  in  4 
Riding  Habit*     ^Thej  embrace. 

CeL  IPX  EAR   Doralice! 

JL/  Dor.  My  dear  brother !  welcome!  a  thoufandl 

welcomes.     Methinks   this   year   you    have 

been  abfent,  h:as  been  fo  tedious!  I  hope   as  you  have 

made  a  pleafant  voyage,  fo  you  have  brought  your  good 

humour  back  again  to  courf. 

CeL  I  never  yet  knew  any  company  I  could  not  be 
merry  in,  except  it  were  a.n  old  woman's. 

Dor.  Or  at  a  funeral. 

CeL  Nay,  for  that  you  mall  excufe  me;  for  I  wat 
never  merrier  than  I  was  at  a  Cf  editor's  of  mine,  whofe 
book  perifh'd  with  him.  But  what  new  beauties  have 
you  at  court?  How  do  Meliffa'&  two  fair  daughters ? 

Dor.  When  you  tell  me  which  of  them  you  are  in 
love  with,  I'll  anfwer  you. 

Cel.  Which  of  them,  naughty  fifter !  What  a  queftion's 
there?  With  both  of 'em,  wish  each  and  fingular  of 'em. 

Dor.  Blefs  me  !  you  are  not  ferious ! 

Cel.  You  look  as  if  u  were  a  wonder,  to  fee  a  man  in 
love  :  Are  they  not  handfome  ? 

Dor.   Ay,  but  both  together 

Cel,  Ay,  and  both  afunder  too:  Why,  I  hope,  there 
-fire  but  two  of  'em  ;  the  tall  finging  and  dancing  one, 
and  the  little  innocent  one  ? 

Dor.   But  you  can't  marry  both  ? 

Cel.  No,  nor  either  of  'em,  I  truft  in  my  confiitution  ; 
But  I  can  keep  them  company,  I  can  fing  and  dance 
with  'em,  and  treat  'em;  and  that,  I  take  it,  is  fome- 
svhat'  better  than  mufty  marrying  them:  Marriage  is 
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poor  folks  pleafure,  that  cannot  go  to  the  coft  of  variety  : 
But  I  am  out  of  danger  of  that  with  thefe  two,  for  I  love 
'em  fo  equally,  I  can  never  make  choice  between  'em: 
Had  I  but  one  miitrefs,  I  might  go  to  her  to  be  merry, 
and  (he  perhaps  be  out  of  humour,  there  were  a  viftc 
loft:  But  here,  if  one  of  'em  frowns  upon  me,  the  other 
will  be  the  more  obliging,  on  purpofe  to  recommend 
her  own  gaity  ;  befides  a  thoufand  things  I  cou'd  name. 

Dor*  And  none  of  'em  to  any  purpofe. 

CtL  Wei),  if  you  will  not  be  cruel  to  a  poor  lover, 
you  might  oblige  me,  by  carrying  me  to  their  Jodgingj. 

Dor,  You  know  I  am  always  bufy  about  the  queen, 

CtL  But  once  or  twice  only,  till  I  am  a  little  fluih'd 
in  my  acquaintance  with  other  ladies,  and  have  learn'd 
to  play  for  myfelf.  I  promife  you  Til  make  all  the  hafte 
I  can  to  end  your  trouble,  by  being  in  love  fomewhere 
elfe, 

Dor.  You  would  think  it  hard  to  be  deny'd  now. 

CV.  And  reafon  good.  Many  a  man  hangs  himfelf 
for  the  lofs  of  one  roiftrefs  ;  how  do  you  think  then  i 
/hould  bear  the  lofs  of  two,  efpecially  in  a  court  where  I 
think  beauty  is  but  thin  fown  ? 

Dor,  There's  one  Florimel*  the  queen's  ward,  a  new 
beauty,  as  wild  as  you,  and  a  vaft  fortune. 

CV/.  I  am  for  her  before  the  world  ;  bring  me  to  her, 
tnd  Ml  releafe  you  of  your  promife  for  the  other  two. 

Dor.  Well,  if  I  do  promife,  will  you  fwear  not  to  at 
tempt  any  other  woman  in  the  mean  time  ? 

CW,  Swear  !  by  all  the— 

Dor.  Hold!  before  you  fwear—  —What  do  you  think 
Of  thofe  two  inalk'd  ladies,  that  are  coming  yonder  ? 

CeL  Why,  I  fay  that  a  rafh  oath  is  better  let  alone 
than  repented  •  Dear  fitter,  don't  difturb  my  con- 
temptations.  {Putting  her  by. 

Dor.  Oh  !  your  fervant,  Sir,  [Exit  Doralice* 

Enter  Phormio,   walking  over  the  ft  age  haftily  :    dfter 
him  Florimel  tfWFiavia,  majked. 


Fla,  Pbormio,  Pbormio,  you  will  not  leave  us 
Phor.  In  faith,  I  have  a  little  bufmefs  -  [Exit  Phor. 
.Gel.  Cannot  Iferveyouin  the  gentleman's  room,  ladies? 
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Fla.  Which  of  us  wou'd  you  ferve  ? 

Cel.  Either  of  you,  or  both  of  you. 

Fla.  Why  cou'd  you  not  be  conftant  to  one? 

Cel.  Conftant  to  one !  I  have  been  a  courtier,  a  fol- 
dier,  and  a  traveller  to  gocd  purpofe,  iff  muft  be  con- 
flan  t  to  one.  Give  mefome  twenty,  fome  forty,  feme 
a  hundred  miftrefles :  I  have  more  love  than  any  one 
woman  can  turn  her  to. 

Flor.  Blefs  us !  let  us  be  gone,  coufm ;  we  two  are 
nothing  in  his  hands. 

Cel.  Yet,  for  my  part,  I  can  live  with  as  few  mif- 
trefles  as  any  man:  I  defire  no  fuperfluities,  only  for 
neceflary  change,  or  fo,  as  I  fhift  my  linen. 

Flor.  A  pretty  odd  kind  of  a  fellow  this;  he  fits  my 
hmnour  rarely {AJide* 

Fla.  You  are  as  unconftant  as  the  moon. 

Flor.  You  wrong  him,  he's  as  conftant  as  the  fun,  he 
would  fee  all  the  world  round  in  twenty-four  hour?. 

Cel.  JTis  very  true,  madam ;  but  like  him,  I  would 
vifit  and  away. 

Flor.  For  what  an  unreafonable  thing  it  were  to  ftay 
long,  be  troubiefome,  and  hinder  a  lady  of  a  frefh. 
lover  f 

Cel.  A  rare  creature  this ! Befides,  madam,  how 

like  a  fool  a  man  looks  when,  after  all  his  eagernefs  of 
two  minutes  before,  he  fhrinks  into  a  faint  fit,  and  a 

cold  compliment ! Ladies  both,  into  your  hands  I 

commit  myfelf ;  fliare  me  betwixt  you. 

Fla.  I'll  have  nothing  to  do  with  you,  fince  you  can* 
not  be  conftant  to  one. 

Cel.  Nay,  rather  than  lofe  any  of  you,  I'll  do  more; 
I'll  be  conftant  to  a  hundred  of  you:  Or  (if  you  will 
needs  fetter  me  to  one)  agree  the  matter  between  your- 
felves,  and  the  moft  handfome  take  me. 

Flor.  Tho*  I  am  not  (he,  yet  fince  my  mafk's  on,  and 
you  cannot  convince  me,  have  a  good  faith  of  my  beauty, 
and  for  once  1  take  you  for  my  fervanr. 

Cel.  And  for  once  I'll  make  a  blind  bargain  with  you ; 
tfrike  hands  ;  its  a  match,  mittrefs. 

Flor.  Done,  fervant. 
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Cel.  Now  I'm  fure  I  have  the  worft  on't ;  for  you  fe« 
the  worft  of  me,  and  that  I  don't  of  you,  'till  you  (hew 
your  face^— %— 'Yet  now  I  think  on't,  you  mult  be  hand- 
ibme 

Flor.  What  kind  of  beauty  do  you  like? 

Cd.  Juft  fach  a  one  as  yours. 

Flor.  What's  that? 

Cel.  Such  an  oval  face,  clear  fkin,  hazle  eyes,  thick 
brown  eye-brows  arfti  hair,  as  you  have,  for  all  the  world. 

F/a.  But  I  can  afTure  you,  (he  has  nothing  of  all  this. 

CW.  H  >ld  thy  peace,  Envy- Nay,  I  can  be  con- 

Jhnt  an'  I  fet  on't. 

Flor.  'Tis.very  well,  Celadon,  you  can  be  conftant  to 
one  you  have  never  feen,  and  have  forfaken  all  you  have 
/een. 

Cel.  It  feems  you  know  me  then :  Well,  if  tkou 
prove  one  of  my  caft  miftrefles,  I  would  ufe 
thee  moil  damnably,  for  offering  to  make  me  "love  thee 
twice. 

Flor.  You  are  i'th'  right:  An  old  miftrefs,  or  fervant, 
is  like  an  old  tune,  the  pleafure  on't  is  paft  when  we 
have  once  learn'd  it. 

Fla.  But  what  woman  in  the  world  would  you  wifh 
her  like? 

Cel.  I  have  heard  of  one  Florimel,  the  queen's  ward : 
would  me  were  as  like  her  for  beauty,  as  ihe  is  for 

jhumpuc  •' 

Fla,  Do  you  hear  that,  coufin  ? [To  Flor.  a/He. 

.     Flo,  Fhrimsl^  not  bandfome  :  Befides,    Ihe's  uncon- 
fiant,  and  only  loves  for  fome  few  days. 

CeL  If  /he  loves  for  (horter  time  than  I,  fhe  mutt  love 
by  winter-days  and  fummer-nights,  i'faith. 
.     Flor.  When  you  fee  us  together  you  mall  judge  :  In 
the  mean  time  adieu,  fweet  fervant. 

Cel.  Why  you  won't  be  fo  inhuman,  to  carry  away 
my  heart,  and  not  fo  much  as  to  tell  me  where  I  may 
Jhear  news  on't. 

Flor.  I  mean  to  keep  it  fafe  for  you  ;  for  if  you  had 
it,  you  would  beftow  it  worfe :  Farewel,  I  muil  fee  a 
iady. 

CeL  So  muil  I  too,  if  I  can  pull  oiFyour  maik. 


COMICAL    LOVERS. 

F/or.  You  will  not  be  fo  rude,  I  hope  ? 

Ccl.  By  this  light  I  will. 

F/or.  By  this  leg  but  you  (han't. 

[Exeunt  Flor.  and  Fla.  running* 

Cel.  Then  by.  this  hand,  next  time  1  fhall  take  better 
hold,  Mrs,  Nitnblefoct.  [Exit. 

Enter  Doralice   and  Beliza. 

Lor.  Beliza,  bring  the  lute  into  this  harbour;  the 
walks  are  empty:  I  would  hear  the  fong  the  princefs 
•Almatbea  bid  me  learn.  \^^ey  go  in  and  Jlng. 


JLntsr  Palamede,  in  a  Riding-Habit,  and  bears  the  Song. 
Re-enter  Dorahce  and  Beliza. 

BfL  Madam,  a  ilranger. 

Dor.  I  did  not  think  to  have  had  witne/Tes  of  my  bad 
iinging. 

Pal,  If  I  have  err'd,  madam,  I  hope  you'll  pardon 
the  curiofity  of  a  ftranger  ;  for  I  may  well  call  myfelf 
'fo,  after  five  years  abfence  from  the  court.  But  you 
have  freed  me  from  one  error. 

Dor.  What's  that,  I  befeech  you  ? 

Pal.  I  thought  good  voices  and  ill  faces  had  been 
infeparable  ;  and  that  to  be  fair,  and  to  fing  well,  had 
been  only  the  privilege  of  angels. 

Dor.  And  how  many  more  of  thefe  fine  things.can  you 
fay  to  me  ? 

Pal.  Very  few,  madam;  for  if  I  mould  continue  to 
fee  you  fome  hours  longer,  you  look  fo  killingly,  that 
I  ihould  be  mute  wi.h  wonder* 

Dor.  This  will  not  give  you  the  reputation  of  a  wit 
with  me;  You  travelling  Monfaurs  live  upon  a  ftock  you 
have  got  abroad  for  the  firit  day  or  two  :  To  repeat 
with  a  good  memory,  and  apply  with  a  good  grace,  is 
all  your  wit;  and  commonly  your  gullets  are  fow'd  up 
like  cormorants  ;  when  you  have  regorg'd  what  you  have 
taken  in,  you  are  the  leaneft  things  in  nature. 

Pal.  Then,  madam,  I  think  you  had  bell  make  that 

ufe  of  me  ;  let  me  wait  on  you  for  two  or  three  days 

^together,  and  you  mail  hear  all  I  have  learnt  ofcxtra- 

.crdinary  in  other  countries;  and  one  thing  which  I 
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never  faw  ti'l  I  came  home,  that  is  a  lady  of  a  better 
voice,  betrer  face,  and  better  wit  than  any  I  have  feen 
abroad.  And  after  this,  if  I  mould  not  declare  myfelf 
rnoft  paffionately  in  love  with  you,  I  mould  have  lefs 
wit  than  yet  you  think  I  have. 

Dor.  A  very  plain  and  pithy  declaration.  I  fee,  Sir, 
you  have  been  travelling  in  Spain  or  Italy,  or  fome  of 
the  hot  countries,  where  men  come  to  the  point  imme 
diately.  But  are  you  fure  thefe  are  not  words  of  courfe  ? 
for  I  would  not  give  my  poor  heart  an  pccafion  of  com 
plaint  againft  me,  that  I  engag'd  it  too  rafhly,  and  then 
could  not  bring  it  off. 

Pal.  Your  heart  may  truft  itfelf  with  me  fafely  :  I 
{hail  ufe  it  very  civilly  while  it  flays,  and  never  turn  it 
away,  without  fair  warning  to  provide  for  itfelf. 

Dor.  Firft  then,  I  do  receive  your  paflion  with  as  little 
conlideration  on  my  part,  as  ever  you  gave  it  me  on 
yours :  And  now  fee  what  a  miferable  wretch  you  have 
made  youifelf. 

Pal.  Who  !  I  miferable?  Thank  you  for  that.  Give 
me  Jove  enough,  and  life  enough,  and  I  defy  fortune. 

Dor.  Know  then,  thou  man  of  vain  imagination,  know 
to  thy  utter  confufion,  that  I  am  virtuous. 

Pal.  Such  another  word,  and  I  give  up  the  ghoft. 

Dor.  Then  to  ftrike  you  quite  dead,,  know  that  I  am 
marry'd  too. 

Pal.  Art  thou  marry'd?  O  thou  horrible  virtuous 
woman  \ 

Dor.  Yes,  marry'd  to  a  gentleman ;  young,  hand- 
fome,  rich,  valiant,  and  with  all  the  good  qualities  that 
will  make  you  defpair  and  hang  yourfelf. 

PaL  Well,  in  fpite  of  aU  that,  I'll  love  you  :  For 
tune  has  cut  us  out  for  one  another ;  for  I  am  to  be  rnar- 
ry'd  within  thefe  three  days ;  marry'd  paft  redemption, 
to  a  young,  fair,  rich,  and  virtuous  lady  ;  and  it  (hall 
go  hard  but  1  will  leve  my  wife  as  little  as  I  perceive 
you  do  your  hufband. 

Dor.  Remember  I  invade  no  property :  My  fervant 
you  are  only  till  you  are  married. 

Pal.  In  the  mean  time,  you  are  to  forget  you  have  a 
hulband. 
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JD^r.  And  you  that  you  are  to  have  a  wife. 

£V£  [Afide  to  l:er  lady.']  O  madam,  my  lord's  juft  at 
the  end  of  the  walks,  and  if  you  make  not  hade,  will 
difcover  you. 

Dor.  Seme  other  time,  new  fervant,  we'll  talk  farther 
of  the  premifes ;  in  the  mean  while  break  not  my  firft 
commandment,  that  is  not  to  follow  me. 

Pal.  But  where  then  fliall  I  find  you  again  ? 

Dor.  At  court.     Yours  for  two  days,   Sir. 

Put*  And  nights,  I  befeech  you,  madam. 

[Exeunt  Dor.  and  Bel* 

Pal.  Well,  I'll  fay  that  for  thee,    thou   art   a   very- 
dextrous  executioner ;  thou  haft  done  my  bufinefs  at  one 

ftroke  ;  yet  I   muft  marry  another And  yet  I  muft 

love  this;  and  if  it  leads  me  into  fome  little  inconveni- 
encies,  as  j^aloufies,  and  duels,  and  death,  and  lo  forth; 
yet  while  fweet  love  is  in  the  cafe,  fortune  do  thy  worft^- 
and  avam  mortality. 
. 
Enter  Rhodophih 

Rbo.  How,  PalamecU!  [Sees  PaJamede* 

Pal.  RboJvpbil! 

Rho.  Who  thought  to  have  feen  you  in  Sicily?  What 
brought  you  home  from  travel  3 

Pat,  The  commands  ofan  old  rich  father. 

Rho.  And  the  hopes  of  burying  him. 

Pal.  Both  together,  as  you  fee,  have  prevail'd  on  my 
good -nature.  In  few  words,  my  old  man  has  alieady 
married  me»  for  he  has  agreed  with  another  old  man* 
as  rich- rind  as  covetous  a-s  himielf;  the  articles  are  drawn, 
and  I  have  given  my  confent  for  fear  of  being  difin-  - 
herit.'d  ;  and  yet  know  not  what  kind  of  woman  I  am 
to  marry. 

Rho.  Sure  your  father  intends  you  fome  very  ugly 
wife,  and  has  a  mir.d  to  keep  you  in  ignorance,  till  you 
have  fhot  the  gulf. 

Pal.  I  know  not  that ;  but  obey  I  will,  and  muft. 

/?£0.'Then  I  cannot  chr.fe  but  grisve  for  all  the  good 
girls,  and  courtezans  of  Francs  and  Italy  ;  tkey  have  loft 
the  moft  kind-hearted,  doating,  prodigal  humble  fervant 
In  Europe. 

Vox,,  III.  I 
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Pal.  All  I  could  do  in  thefe  three  years  I  ftaid  beh'nd 
you,  was  to  comfort  the  poor  creatures  for  the  Jcfs  of 
you,  But  what's  the  reafon  that  in  all  this  time  a  friend 
could  never  hear  from  you? 

Rbo.  Alas,  dear  Palamede*  I  have  had  no  joy  to  write, 
nor  indeed  to  do  any  thing  in  the  world  to  pleafe  me  : 
The  greateft  misfortune  imaginable  is  fallen  upon  me  ! 
Pal.  Pr'ythee,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Rbo.  In  one  word,  I  am   marry'd  j  wretchedly  mar 
ry  'd  ;  and  have  been  above  thefe  two  years.     Yes,  faith, 
the  devil  has  had  power  over  me,  in  fpite  of  my  vows 
andrefolutipns  to  the  contrary. 

Pal.  I  fi  .d  you  have  fold  yourfelffor  filthy  lucre ;  (he's 
old,  or  i!l-condition'd. 

Rbo.  No,  none  of  thefe  :  I  am  fure  fhe's  young;  and 
for  her  humour,  (he  laughs,  fings  and  dances  eternally  j 
and  ,  which  is  more,  we  never  quarrel  about  it,  for  I  do 
the  fame. 

Pal.  You're  very  unfortqnate  indeed:  Then  the  cafe 
is  plain,  fhe'snot  handfome. 
.  Rbo.  A  great  beauty  too,  as  people  fay. 
Pal.  As  people  fay  !  Why,  you  Ihould  know  that  bell 
yourfelf. 

Rbo.  Afk  thofe  that  have  fmeh  a  ftrong  perfume  two 
years  together  what's  the  fcent. 

Pah  But  here  are  good  qualities  enough  for  one 
woman. 

Rbo.  Ay,  too  many,  Palamede :  If  I  could  put  'em 
in.to  three  or  four  women,  I  mould  be  content. 

Pa!.  O,  now  I  have  found  it,  you  diflike  her  for  no 
other  reafon,  but  becaufe  fhe's  your  wife. 

Rbo.  And  is  not  that  enough  ?  All  that  I  know  of 
her  perfe6ions  now,  is  only  by  memory  :  I  remember 
indeed  that  about  two  years  ago,  I  lov'd  her  paffion- 
ateJy  ;  but  thofe  golden  days  are  gone,  Palamede :  yet 
I  lov'd  her  a  whole  half  year,  double  the  natural  term 
of  any  miltrefs,  and  1  .hink  in  my  confcience  I  could 
have  held  out  another  quarter;  but  then  the  world 
began  to  lau^h  at  me,  and  a  certain  fhame  of  being  out 
of  falhion  fciz'd  me  :  At  laft,  we  arriv'd  at  that  point, 
and  (here  was  nothing  left  in  us  to  make  us  new  to  one 
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Yet  flill  I  fet  a  good  face  upon  the  matter* 
•find  am  infinite  fond  of  her  before  company}  but  when, 
\ve  are  albae,  we 'Walk  like  two  lions  in  a  room,  me 
one  way  and  I  another :  and  we  like  with  our  backs  to 
each  other.,  fo  f  ar  diftant,  as  if  the  faftiion  of  great  bede 
was  only  invented  to  keep  hu-(band  and  wife  fufficiently 
afunder. 

Pal.  The  truth  is,  your  difeafe  is  very  defperate  $  but 
though  you  cannot  be  cur'd,  you  may  be  patch'd  up 
a  little;  you  mult  get  you  a  nciftrefs,  Rhofophil :  That 
indeed  is  living  upon  cordials;  but,  as  faft  as1  one  fails* 
you  muft  (apply  it  with  another. 

Rfo.  Truth  is,  I  have  been  thinking  on'r.,  and  hav« 
jiift  refolv'd  to  take  your  counfcl ;  and  faith,  confider* 
ing  the  difadvantages  of  a  marry'd  man,  I  have  pro* 
vided  well  enough  for  ah  humble  finner,  that  is  not 
-ambitious  of  great  matters. 

Pal.  What  is  (lie  for  a  woman  ? 

Rho.  One  of  the  ftars  of  Syracufe,  I  a-flure  you  :  young 
enough,  fair  enough,  and,  but  for  one  quality,  jaft 
iuch  a  woman  as  I  could  wifii  for  ;  being  a  town  lady, 
without  any  relation  to  the  court ';  yet  Hie  thinks  herfelf 
•undone,  if  me  be  not  feen  three  or  four  times  a  day  with 
theprincefs:  and  for  the  king,  (be  haunts  and  watches 
him  fo  narrowly  in  a  morning,  that  me  prevents  even 
*the  chymifls,  who  beiet  his  chamber,  to  turn  their  mer 
cury  inio  his  gold. 

Pal.  Yet  hitherto  mechinks,  you  arc  no  very  unhappy 
tnan  ? 

Rbo.  With  all  this,  (lie's  the  greateft  goffip  in  nature; 
for,  befides  the  court,  fhe*s  the  moll  eternal  vifiter  of 
'the  town  ;  and  yet  manages  her  time  fo  well,  that  lh« 
feems  ubiquitary.  For  my  part,  I  can  compare  her  to 
nothing  but  the  fun  ;  for,  like  him,  (he  takes  no  reft, 
nor  ever  fets  in  one  place,  but  to  rife  in  another. 

Pal.  I  confefs  (he  had  need  be  handfome  with  thefe 
qualities. 

Rho.  No  lady  c*n  be  fo  curious  of  a  new  famion,  as 
Ihe  is  of  a-fcew  French  word.     She  is  the  very  mint  of 
the  nation,  and  as  faft  as  any  bullion  conivSOUl  of  France* 
.-coins  it  inrnifdiately  inio  our  language. 
I  2 
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Pal.  And  her  name  is 

Rbo.  No  naming  ;  that's  not  like  a  cavalier  :  Find 
ber  if  you  can  by  iny  defcriptjon  ;  and  I  am  not  I  ill 
a  painter,  that  I  need  write  the  name  beteat.h  the  pictur  f 

Pal.  W.jeil  then,  h.ow  far  have  you  proceeded  in  your 
love?  .  f 

Rbo.  'Tis  yet  in  the  bud,  and  what  fruit  it  may  bear, 
I  cannot  tell  5  for  this  infufferable  humour  of  haunt 
ing  the  court  is  fo  predominant,  that  (he  has  hitherto 
broken  ail  her  assignations  with  me,  for  fear  of  miffing 
jher  vifit  .there, 

Pal.  That's  the  hardeft  part  of  your  adventure;  but, 
for  aught  I  fee,  fortune  has  us'd  us  both  a'ike  ;  I  have  a 
firangekind  of  mifirefs  too  at  court,  besides  her  I  am  ttf 
jrnarry. 

Rbo.  You  have  made  hade  to  be  in  love  tl  en  ;  for,  if 
J  am  notmiftaken,  you  are  but  this  day  arriv'jd. 

Pal.  That's  all  one;.  I  have  feen  the  lady  already  who 
fcas  charnn'4  me;  feen  her  in  thefe  .walk?,  courted  her, 
and  received  for  .the  firft  time  an  anfwer  that  does  not  pu£ 
|ne  into  defp.air. 

Rho.  Have  you  f  ;en  your  honourable  mjftrefs  yet  ? 

Pah  No— but  I  was  juft  going  3$  I  nut  you. 

Rho.  Then  don't  let  me  hinder  you;  for  to  tell  yoy 
tjhe  truth,  J  have  a  fmall  affair  upon  my  hands. 

Pal.  Why  theri,  dear  Rbodcpkil- 

Rho.  No  ceremony;  We  4iall  meet,  and  compare 
cores. 

Pal.  Pofitn«ly. 

Rho.  Adieu     •  -  [Exeunt federally* 

ftntcr  Melantha  looking  in  a  fccket-glajs?  and  Philotis. 

PbiL  Count  Rbodophll's  a  fine  gentleman  indeed, 
madam  ;  and  I  think  aeferves  your  sffedlion. 

MeL  Let  me  die  but  he  is  a  line  perfon  ;  he  (ings  ancl 
dances  en  Fran$ois?  and  writes  the  billets  doux  to  a  mi 
racle. 

PhtL  And  thofe  are  no  fmall  talents  to  a  lady  that 
underftands  and  values  the  Frtncb  air,  as  your  Jactyfhip 
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Mel.  How  charming  is  the  French  air  !  and  what  a 
etourfTi  bete  is  one  of  our  untravell'd  iflanders  !  When  he 
would  make  his  court  to  me,  let  me  die,  but  he  is  juft 
jE/op's  afs,  that  would  imitate  the  courtly  French  in  his 
addrefies  ;  but  inflead  of  thofe,  comes  pawing  upon  me, 
and  doing  all  things  fo  mal  adr'oitly. 

Phil.  }Tis  great  pity  RhodophiTs  a  marry'd  man,  that 
you  may  not  have  an  honourable  intrigue  with  him. 

Mel.  Intrigue,  Pbihtis  !  that's  an  old  fhr«fe  ;  I  have 
laid  that  word  by:  Amour,  Affair,  founds  better.  BuC 
thou  art  heir  to  all  my  caft  words,  as  thou  art  to  my  oid 
ward-robe.  Oh,  Count  Rhodophil  !  Ah  man  cker  !  I  could 
live  and  die  with  him. 


Enter  Palamede,  and  a 

Sc-rv.  Sir,  this  is  my  lady. 

Pal.  Then  this  is  fhe  that  is  to  be  divine,  and  nympk, 
and  goddefs,  and  with  whom  I  am  to  be  defperately  in 
love.  [Botvs  to  her,  delivering  her  a  letter. 

This  letter,  madam,  which  I  prefent  you  from  your 
father,  has  given  me  both  the  happy  opportunity,  and 
the  boldnefs  to  kifs  ths  faireft  hands  in  Sicily. 

Mel.   Came  you  lately  from  Palermo,  Sir?  . 

Pal.  But  yeflerday,  madam. 

Mel.  [Reading  the  letter.]  Daughter  ',  receive  the  Bearer 
cfthis  letter,  at  a  gentleman  <wbom  I  have  chofen  to  tnake 
you  happy  ;  (O  Venus,  a  new  fervant  fent  me  !  and  let 
me  die,  but  he  has  the  air  of  a  gallant  homme.)  His 
father  is  the  rich  Lord  Cleodemus,  our  neighbour.  1  Jup~ 
fofe  you  ivill  find  nothing  difagrfeable  in  his  per/on^  or  his 
convcrfe  ;  both  which  he  has  improved  by  travel.  cfhg 
treaty  is  already  contludedt  and  I  Jhall  be  in  town  nuithin 
thefs  three  days  ;  fo  that  you  have  nothing  to  do,  but  to  obey 
your  careful  father. 

[7*0  Pa  fa.]  Sir,  my  father,  for  whom  I  have  a  blind 
obedience,  has  commanded  me  to  receive  your  paffionate 
addrefles;  but  you  muft  a!fo  give  me  leave  to  avow,  that 
J  cannot  merit  *em  from  fo  accomplifh'd  a  cavalier, 

Pal.  I  want  many  things,  madam,  to  render  me  ac- 
complilh'd  j  aad  the  firft  and  grcateft  of  them  is  your 
favour. 
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Mel.  Let  me  die,  Philotit^  but  this  is  exfremetjF 
fremhi  but  yet  Count  Rhodophil  -  A  gentleman,  Sir, 
that  underftands  the  grande  monde  fo  well,  who  has 
haunted  the  bed  converfations,  and  who,  in  (hort,  has 
Voyag'd,  may  pretend  to  the  good  graces  of  any  lady. 

Pal.  \_Afide.']  Hey-day  !  Grands  mctyle  !  Convention  f 
Voyag'd  !  and  Good  graces  !  I  find  my  miflrefs  is  one  of 
thcfc  that  run  mad  in  new  French  words. 

Mel.  I  fuppofe,  Sir,  you  have  made  the  tour  of  France, 
and,  having  feen  all  that's  fine  there,  will  make  a  con- 
fiderable  reformation  in  the  rudenefs  of  our  court  :  For 
Jet  me  die,  but  an  unfaftion'd,  untravell'd,  mere  Sici 
lian,  is  a  6fte;  and  has  nothing  in  the  world  of  an  bonnets 
komtne. 

Pal.  I  mud  confefs,  madam,  that—  — 

Mel.  And  what  new  minuets  have  you  brought  over 
with  you?  Their  minuets  are  to  a  miracle  1  and  our 
Sicilian  jigs  are  fo  dull  and  fad  to  'em. 

Pal.  For  minuets,  madam  - 
'tylel.  And  what  new  plajs  are  there  in  vogue?  And 
who  danc'd   beft  in   the  grande  ballet?   Come,  fweet 
fervanr,  you  (hall  tell  me  all. 

Pal.  yftde  ]  Tell  her  all  !  Why  fee  afks  all,  and 
will  hear  nothing—  —To  an  fwer  in  order,  madam,  to 
your  demands 

Mel  I  am  thinking  what  a  happy  couple  we  mall  be  1 
for  you  fhall  keep  up  yow  correfpondence  abroad,  and 
every  thing  that's  new  writ  in  Franct,  and  fine,  I  mean, 
all  that's  delicate,  and  lien  toume,  we  will  have  firft. 

Pal.  But,  madam,  our  fortune  - 

MeL  \  underhand  you,  $ir  ;  you'll  leave  that  to  me  : 
For  the  manage  of  a  family,  I  know  it  better  than  any 
Lady  in  Sicily. 

Pal.  Alas,  madam,  we—  — 

Mel.  Then  we  will  never  make  vifits  together,  nor  fee 
a  play,  but  always  apart;  you  ftiall  be  every  day  at  the 
king's  levee  t  and  I  at  the  queen's  ;  and  we  will  never 
meet,  but  in  the  drawing-room. 

Phil.  Madam,  the  new  prince  is  juft  pafe'd  the  end  of 
the  walk. 
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Mel.  The  new  prince,  fay'fl  thou  ?|Adieu,  dear  fervant, 
I  have  not  made  my  court  to  him  thefe  two  long  hours. 
Oh,  'tis  the  fweeteft  prince  !  So  cbligeant,  ckarmant,  ra- 

•vij/ant,  that Well,  I'll  make  hatte  to  kifs  his  hands  ; 

and  then  make  half  a  fcore  vifits  more,  and  be  with  you 
again  in  a  twinkling.  [Exit,  running  with  Phil. 

Pah  [So/us.~\  Now,  Love,  of  thy  mercy  blefs  me  from 
this  tongue ;  it  may  keep  the  field  againft  a  whole  army 
of  lawyers,  and  that  in  their  own  language,  French  gib- 
berifh.  'Tis  true,  in  the  day-time,  'tis  tolerable  when 
a  man  has  field-room  to  run  from  it;  but  to  be  Ihut  up 
in  a  bed  with  her,  like  two  cocks  in  a  pit,  humanity 
cannot  fupport  it.  I  muft  k'fi  all  night  in  my  own  de 
fence,  and  hold  her  down  like  a  boy  at  cuffs  ;  nay,  *r>d 
give  her  the  riling  blow  every  time  Ihe  begins  to  fpeak. 

[Exit. 
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Enter  Celadon,  meeting  Doralice. 

Dor.  "pjRother!    what   makes    you    here,   about  tnt 
|3  queen's  apartments  ?  Which  of  the  ladies  are 
you  watching  for  ? 

Cel.  Any  of  'em  that  will  do  me  the  good  turn  to 
make  me  foundly  in  love. 

Dor.  Then  I'll  befpeak  you  one ;  you  will  be  defpe- 
rately  in  love  with  Florimel.  So  foon  as  the  queen  heard 
you  were  return'd,  me  gave  you  her  for  a  miftrefs. 

Cel.  Thank  her  majefty  :  but  toconfefs  the  truth,  my 
fancy  lies  partly  another  way. 

Dor.  That's  ftrange :  Florimel  vo'ws  you  arc  in  love 
with  her  already 

Cel.  She  wrongs  me  horribly:  If  ever  I  faw  or  fpoke 
With  this  Florimel ! 

Dor.  Well,  take  your  fortune,  I  muft  leave  you. 

[Exit  Doralice* 

Enter  Florimel,  fees  him,  and  is  running  back. 
Cel.  Nay  faith,  [  am  got  betwixt  you  and  home ;  you 
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are  my  pm'ner,  Lady  Bright,  till  you  refolve  me  one 
cjueftion.  [Shejigns,]  Is  me  dumb?  I-gad,  I  think,1  (lie 
is.  What,  a  vengeance,  doft  thou  at  court  with  fuch  a 
jsre  face,  without  a  tongue  to  anfwerto  a  kind  quefiion  ? 
Art  .hou  dumb  indeed?  Then  thdu  can'ft  tell  no  tales— 

[Gees  to  kifs  her. 

Ftfr.  Hold,  hold,  you  are  not  mad  ! 

Cel.  Oh,  my  Mifs  in  a  mafque  !  have- you  found  your 
tongue? 

Flor.  'Twas  time,  I  think;  what  had  become  of  me, 
if  I  had  not? 

Cel.  Methinks  your  lips  had  done  as  well. 

Flor.  Yes,  if  my  mafque  had  been  over  'era,  as  it 
W2s  when  you  met  me  in  the  walks. 

Ce\.  Well,  will  you  believe  rre  another  time  ?  Did  I 
not  fay  you  were  intolerably  handfome?  They  may  talk 
of  Florimsl  if  they  w.ll,  but  i'faith  (he  muft  come  fliort 
of  you. 

Flor.  Have  you  feen  her  then  ? 

Cel.  I  look'd  a  little  that  way,  but  I  had  foon  enough 
of  her;  me  is  not  to  be  feen  twice  without  a  forfeit. 

Flor.  However,  you  are  beholden  to  her;  they  fay 
ibe  loves  you. 

Cel.  By  fate  foe  fhall  not  love  me;  I  have  told  her  * 
piece  of  my  mind  already  :  Pox  o*  thefe  coming  women, 
they  fet  a  man  to  dinner,  before  be  has  an  appetite. 

[FJavia  at  the  a'oor* 

Fla.  F.hrimel,  you  are  call'd  within 

Cel.  I  hope  in  the  lord  you  are  not  Florimel? 

Clcr.  Ev'n  me  at  your  fervice;  the  fame  kind  and 
coming  Florimel,  you  have  defcribed. 

Cel.  Why  then  we  are  agreed  already;  I  am  as  kind 
and  coming  as  you  for.  the  heart  of  you  :  I  knew  at  firft 
Vve  two  were  good  for  nothing  but  one  another. 

Flor.  But,  without  raillery,  are  you  in  love? 

Cel.  So  horribly  much,  that,  contrary  to  my  own 
maxims,  I  think  in  my  confcience  I  cou'd  marry  you. 

Flor.  No,  no,  'tis  not  come  to  that  yet :  But  if  you  are 
teally  in  love,  you  have  done  me  the  greateft  pleafure  ia 
the  world. 

Cel.  That  pleafure,  and  a  better  too,  I  have  in  ilore 
jfor  you. 
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Ffor.  1  his  animal  called  a  lover,  I  have  long'd  to  fe« 
thefe  two  years. 

Cfl.  Sure  you  walk'd  with  your  mafque  on  all  the- 
while;  for  if  you  had  been  feen,  you  could  not  have  been 
\vithout  your  wifli. 

Flor.  I  warrant  you  mean  an  ordinary  whining  lover :: 
but  I  mnft  have  other  proofs  of  love  ere  I  believe  it. 

Cfl.  You  (hall  have  the  beft  that  [  can  give  you. 

Flor.  I  would  have  a  lover,  that  if  need  be,  mould' 
hang  himfelf,  drown  him  {elf,  break  his  neck,  and  poifon* 
himfelf,  for  very  defpair.  He  that  will  fcruple  this,  isj 
an  impudent  fellow,  if  he  fays  he's  in  love. 

CeL  Pray,  madam,  which  of  thefe  four  would  you 
have  your  lover  do?  for  a- man's  but  a  man,  he  cannot 
hang,  and  drown,  and  break  his  neck,  and  poifon  him- 
feif,  all  together.  '•-.  : 

Flor.  Well  then,  becaufe  you  are  but  a  beginner,  and 
I  would  not  difcourage  you,  any  ore  of  thele  (hall  ferve1 
your  tirn  in  a  fair  way. 

Cel.  I  am  much  deceiv'd  in  thofe  eyes  cf  yours,  if  a 
treat,  a  fong,  and  the  fiddle,  be  not  a  more  acceptable 
proof  of  love  to  you,  than  any  of  thofe  tragical  ones  you< 
have  mention'd. 

Flor.  However,  you  will  grant  it.  is  but  decent  you- 
fhou'd  be  pale,  lean,  and  melancholy,  to  ihevv  you  are 
in  love;  and  that  I  mall  icquire  of  you  when  I  fee  you 
next. 

CeL  When  you  fee  me  next!  Why,  y^u  do  not  make 
a  rabbit  of  me,  to  be  lean  at  twenty- four  hours  warning? 
In  the  mean  while,  we  burn  day-light,  lofe  time,  and 
love. 

Fior.  Would  you  marry  me  without  confideration? 

Cel.  Ay,  to  choofe  ;  for  they  that  think  on't,  twenty 
to'one,  would  never  do  it:  hang  fore-cafe;  to  make 
fare  of  one  good  ni^ht  is  as  much,  in  reafon,  as  a  man 
ihould  exped  from  this  ill  world. 

Flor.  Methinks  a  few  more  years,  and  discretion,  would 
do  well ;  I  do  not  like,  this  going  to  bexl  fo  early,  it 
makes  one'fo  weary  before  morning. 

Cel.  Thai's  much,-  as.  your  pillow- is  laid  before 
go  to  flcep. 
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Flor.  Shall  I  make  a  proportion  to  you  ?  I  will 
you  a  whole  year  of  probation  to  love  me  in,  to  grow 
feferv'd,  difcreet,  fober,  and  faithful,  and  to  pay  me  ail 
the  fervices  of  a  lover. 

Ccl.  And  at  the  end  of  it  you'll  marryr  me  ? 

Flor.  If  neither  of  us  alter  our  minds  before 

C  /.  By  this  light,  a  neceffary  claufe bat  if  I  pay 

in  all  the  aforefaid  ferviees  before  the  day,  you  (hall  be- 
oblig'd  to  take  me  fooner  into  m-ercy. 

Flor*  Provided  if  you  prove  u.n faithful;  then  your  time 
of  a  twelvemonth  to  be  prolonged :  fo  many  fervices, 
I  will  bate  you  fo  many  days  or  weeks;  fo  many  faults, 
I  will  add  to  your  'prenticefhip  fo  much  more  :  and  of  all 
this  I  only  to  be  the  judge.  If  you  like  it,  follow  me, 
captive.  [She  pulls  him* 

Cel.  March  on,  conqueror.         [Exeunt  Cel.  and  Flor/ 

Enter  Palamedey^/aj. 

Pal.  Tis  pretty  odd,  that  my  miftrefs  mould  fo  much 
referable  Rho<k>pbiV*\  The  fame  news-monger,  the  fame 
paffionate  lover  of  a  court ;    the  fame,  but  Bafta ! 
fince  I  muft  marry  her,  I'll  fay  nothing  of  her,  bccaufe 
he  fhaJl  not  laugh  at  my  misfortune. 

Enter  RhodophiK 

Rho.  Well,  Pcdamede,  how  go  the;  affairs  of  love  ? 
You've  feen  your  ~miltrefs  ? 

Pal  I  have  fo. 

J&o.  And  how,  and  how  ?  Has  the  old  Cupid,,  your 
father,  chofen  well  for  you  ?  Is  he  a  good  woodman  ? 

Pal.  She's  much  handfomer  than!  could  have  ima* 
gtn'd  :  In  mort,  I  love  her,,  and  will  marry  her. 

Rbo*  Then  you  are  quite  off  your  old  miftrefs? 

Pal.  You  are  miftaken  ;  I  intend  to  love  'em  both,  as  a 
jeafonable  man  ought  to  do.  For  fince  all  women  have 
their  faults  and  imperfections,  'tis  fit  that  one  of  them 
Jhpuld ..help  the  t'other. 

Enter  Doralice,  walking  ly  and  reading* 

Pal.  Ods  my  life  I    Rhodrtitil,   will  you  keep .  J»j 

eounftl  I 


C  O"M  ICAL    LOVERS,         203 

.  Yes :  Where1*  the  fecret  ? 

Pal.  There  'tis.  [Shewing  Doralice.]  I  may  tell  you, 
as  my  friend  fub  Sigillo,  &c.  Th's  is  that  very  numeri 
cal  lady,  with  whom  I  am  in  love. 

Rho.  By  all  that's  virtuous,  my  wife.  [JJtJe. 

Pal.  You  look  ftrangely ;  how  do  you  like  her  ?  Ts 
ihe  not  very  handfome  ? 

Rho.  Sure  he  abufes  me.  [JJtJe.]  Why  the  devil  dp 
you  afk  my  judgment  ?  [To  him. 

Pal.  You  are  fo  dogged  now,  yr»u  think  no  man'g 
miftrefs  handfome  but  your  own.  Come,  you  mail  hear 
her  talk  too  ;  (he  has  wit,  la/ture  you. 

Rbo.  This  is  too  much,  Palamecfe.  [Going  lack* 

Pal.  Pr'ythee  do  not  hang  back  fo :  Of  an  old  try'd 
lover,  thou  art  the  moft  baihful  fellow, 

[  Pulling  him  forwards. 

Dor.  Were  you  fo  near  and  would  not  fpeak,  dear 
Jiufband  ?  [Looking  up* 

Pal.  Hufband  quoth-a  !  I  have  cut  out  a  fine  piece 
of  work  for  myfelf.  [Afede* 

Rho.  Pray,  fpoufe,  how  long  have  you  been  acquainted 
with  this  gentleman  ? 

Dor.  Who  !  I  acquainted  with  this  ftranger?  To  my 
beft  knowledge,  I  never  faw  him  before. 

Enter  Melantha  at  the  other  end. 

Pal  Thank?,  fortune,  thou  haff  help'd  me.       [djide* 

Rbo.  P&lamedt*  this  mull  not  pafs  fo;  I  mil  ft  know 
your  milirefs  a  little  better. 

Pal.  It  (hall  be  your  own  fault  elfe.  Come,  IM  in 
troduce  you. 

Rbo.  Introduce  me  !  Where? 

Pal.  There,  to  my  miflrefs.       [Pointing  to  Melantha, 
who  Jkoiftlj  pajjes  over  the  ft  age. 

Rbo.  Who!  Melantha!  O  heavens,  <  did  not  fee  her. 
f  PaL  But  I  did  ;  I  am  an  eagle  where  1  love:  i  have 
feen  her  this  half  hour. 

Dor,  [Afidi\  I  find  he  has  wit,  he  has  got  off  fo 
readily;  but  it  would  anger  me  if  hs  Qiould  love  Mr* 
i.tnika* 
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Rbo.  \_AJide.'}  Now  I  could  e'en  wifli  it  were  my,  wife 
Jje  lov'd,  I  find  he  is  to  be  married  to  my  miftrefs. 

Pal.  Shall  I  run  after,  and  fetch  her  back  again,  to 
^srefent  you  to  her? 

.Rho.  No,  you  need  not;  I  have  the  honour  to  have 
fome  fmall  acquaintance  with  her. 

"  Pal.  ^Afidt.\  O  Jupiter!  What  a  blockhead  was  I, 
not  to  find  it  out  ?  My  wife  that  muft  be,  is  his  miflrefs  ; 
I  did  a  little  fufpeft  it  before:  Well,  I  muft  marry  her, 
fcecaufe-  (lie's  handfome,  and  becaufe  I  hate  to  be  dif*- 
inherited,  for  a  younger  brother,  which  I  am  fure  I  (hall 
fete  if  I  difobey  ;•  and  yet  I  muft  keep  in  with  Rhodophit, 
"becaufe  I  love  h:s  wife. 

[7i?  Rhodo.J  I  muft  defire  you  to  make  my  excufe 
to  your  lady,  ifl  have  been  fo  unfortunate  to  caufe  anjt 
miftake,  and  withal  to  brg  the  honour'of  being  known 
to  her. 

Rbo.  O,  th~at*s  but  rearon.  Hark  you,  fpoufe,  pra)z 
Jock  upon  this  gentleman  as  my  frund  j  whom,  to  m/ 
knowledge,  you  have  never  feen  before  this  hour. 

Dor.  I  am  fo  obedient  a  wile,  Sir,  that  my  hufband'sr 
commands  mail  ever  be  a  law  to  me. 


again  kaftilyt  rum  to 

Mel.  O  my  dear,  I  was  juft  going  to  pay  my  devoirs- 
-to  you;.  I  had  not  time  this  morning,  for  making  mje 
court  to  the  king,  and  our  new  prince.  Well,  never 
nation  was  fo  happy,  and  all  that,  in  a  young  prince;. 
and  he's  the  kindeft  perfon  in  the  world  to  me,  let  me 
die  if  he  is  not.. 

'  Dor*  He  has  been  bred  up  far  from  court,    and  there 
fore— 

Mel.  .That  imports  not  :  Tho*  he  has  not  feen  the 
Grande  Monde,  and  all  that,  let  rne  die  but  he  has  the 
air  of  the  court  mod  abfolutely. 

Pal.  But  yet,,  madam,  he—  — 

Mel.  O'fervant,  you  can  teflify,  that  I  am  in  his  good 
graces.  Well,  I  cannot  flay  long  with  you,  becaofe  I 
luve  promifed  him  this  afternoon  -  Bin  hsrk  you,  my 
&aiy  Til  tell  you  a  fecret.  \Wbifpers  to  Dor. 

Rbo,  The  devil's  in  me  that  I  muft  love  this  woman. 
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Pa!.  The  devil's  in  me  that  I  mull  marry  this 

Mel.  \Rafag  her  voice.]  So  the  prince  and  I But 

you  mutt  make' a  fecret  of  this,  my  dear,  for  I  wou'd 
not  for  the  world  your  hufband  (hould  hear  it,  or  my 
tyrant  there  that  muft  be. 

Pal.  Well,  fair  impertinent,  your  whifper  is  not  loft, 
we  hear  you.  \_Afide* 

Dor.  I  underffand  then,  that 

Mel.  I'll  tell  you  my  dear,  the  prince  took  me  by  the 
hand,  and  prefs'd  it  a  la  derobse,  becaufe  ths  kin^ 
was  near,  made  the  doux yeux  to  me,  and  faid  a  thou- 
fand  gallantries,  or  let  me  die,  my  dear* 

Dor.  Then  I  am  fure  you— — 

Mel.  You  aremiftaken,    my  dear.. 

Dor.  What!    before  I  fpeak  ?. 

Mel.  -But  I  know  your  thoughts.  You  think,  my 
dear,  that  I  aflum'd  fcmething.  ^ furl e  into  my  coun 
tenance,  to  rebute  him  ;  but  quite  contrary,  I  regarded 
him,  I  know  not  how  to  exprefs  it  in  our  dull  Sicilian* 
language,  aim  air  enjoue  :  and  faid  nothing  but  adautre,, 
adautre,  and  that  it  was  all  grimace,  and  would  not. 
pafs  upon  me*. 

Enter  Flavia,  Melanthaym -far;  and  runs  a-wayfrcm 
Doralice. 

[To  Flavia.]  My  dear,  I  muft  beg  your  pardon,  I" 
was  juft  making  a  loofe  from  Doralice ,  to  pay  my  re- 
fpefts  to  you  :  Let  me  die,  if  I  ever,  pafs  time  fo  agree 
ably,  as  in  your  company;  and  if  I  would  leave  it  fot 
any  ladies  in  Sicily. 

Fla.  Here's  the  new  beauty,  Florimel,  is  coming 
this  way. 

Enter  Forimd,  Melantha  runs  to  her. 

MtL  O  dear  madam  !  I  have  been  at  your  lodgings, 
in  my  new  galeche  fo  often,  to  tell  you  of  a  new  amour, 
betwixt  two  perfons  whom  you  would  little  fufpecl  for 
if;  that,  let  me  die,  if  one  of  my  coacli-horfes  be  not 
dead,  and  another  cjuite  tu'd,,  and  funk  under  the  fa-?- 
tiguc, 
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FUr.  O,  Mclantba  /  I  cafii  tell  you  news  ;  the  prince 
is  coming  this  way. 

Mel.  The  prince!  O  fweet  prince!  He  and  I  are 

to- and  I  forgot  it— -Your  pardon,  fwcet  madam, 

for  my  abruptnefs.  Adieu,  my  dears.  Servant  Rboaopbili 
fervant,  fervant ;  fervant  all.  [Exit,  running. 

Hhodophil  goes  to  Florimel  WFlavia.  \Whiffers. 

Dor.  [To  Pal.]  Why  do  you  not  follow  your  miitrefs, 
Sir? 

Pal.  Follow  her !  Why  at  this  rate  fhe'll  be  at  the 
Indies  within  this  half  hour. 

Dor.  However,  if  you  can't  follow  her  to-day,  you'll 
meet  her  at  night  I  hope. 

Rho.  [To  bimfelf.]  I  begin  to  hate  this  Palamette,  be* 
caufe  he  is  to  marry  my  miftrefs:  Yet  break  with  him 
I  dare  not,  for  fear  of  being  quite  excluded  from  her 
company.  'Tis  a  hard  cafe,  when  a  man  muft  go  by 
his  rival  to  his  miftrefs :  But  'tis,  at  worft,  but  ufing 
him  like  a  pair  of  heavy  boots  in  a  dirty  journey;  after 
I  have  foul'd  him  all  day,  I'll  throw  him  off  at  night.— 

Pal.  But  can  you,  in  charity,  fuffer  me  to  be  mortified, 
without  affording  me  fome  relief?  If  it  be  but  to  punifli 
that  fign  of  a  hulband  there  ;  that  lazy  matrimony,  that 
dull  infipid  tafte,  who  leaves  fuch  delicious  fare  at 
home,  to  dine  abroad  on  worfe  neat,  and  to  pay  dear 
for't  into  the  bargain. 

Dor.  All  this  is  in  vain  :  Aflure  yourfelf,  I  will  never 
admit  of  any  vifit  from  you  in  private. 

Pal  That  is  to  tell  me  in  other  words,  my  condition 
is  defperate. 

Dor.  I  think  you  in  fo  ill  a  condition,  that  I  am  re- 
folv'd  to  pray  for  you  trr:s  very  evening,  in  the  clofe 
walk  behind  the  terras;  for  that's  a  private  place,  and 
there  I  am  fure  no  body  will  diilurb  my  devotions.  And 
fo  goad- night,  Sir.  [Exif. 

PaL  1  his  is  the  neweft  way  of  making  an  appoint 
ment  I  ever  heard  of:  Let  women  alone  to  contrive 
the  means :  I  find  we  are  but  dunces  to  'em.  Well, 
I  will  not  be  fo  prophane  a  wretch  as  to  interrupt  her 
devotions;  but  to  make  'em  more  effectual,  Fil  down, 
ppon  my  knees,  and  endeavour  to  join  my  own  with 'era* 
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f!a.  Celadon!  What  makes  him  here  ? 

[Exeunt  all  but  Flavia. 

Enter  to  Iyer  Celadon,  Olinda,  Sabina  ;  they  'walk   o<ver. 
the  Jl  age  together  ;  he  feeming  to  court  them* 

Olin.  Nay,    fweet  Celadon 
Sab.  Nay,  dear  Celadon. 


Fla.  O-ho  !  I  fee  his  bufinefa  now,  'tis  with 
two  daughters:  Look,  look,  how  he  peeps  about  to  fee 
if  the  coaft  be  clear;  like  a  hawk  that  will  not  plume 
if  me  be  lock'd  on—  —  — 

[Exeunt  Celadon,  Olinda,  Sabina.. 
So  -  at  laft  he  has  trufs'd  his  quarry. 

Enter  Florimel. 

Flor.  Did  you  fee  Celadon  this  way  ? 

Fla.  If  you  had  not  alk'd  the  queftion,  I  mould  have 
thought  you  had  come  from  watching  him;  heisjuffc 
gone  ofFwith  Meli/ja's  daughters. 

Flor.  Me/iffa's  daughters  !  He  did  not  court  'em  I 
hope. 

F/a.  So  bufily,  he  loft  no  time  :  While  he  was  teach* 
ing  the  one  a  tune,  he  was  kiffing  the  other's  hand* 

Flor.  O  a  fine  gentleman  ! 

Fla.  And  they  fo  greedy  of  him  !  Did  you  never  fee 
two  fifties  about  a  bait,  tugging  it  this  way  and  t'other 
way  ?  For  my  part,  I  look'd  at  leaft  he  fhould  have  lofit 
a  leg  or  arm  i'th*  fervice—  —  Nay,  never  vex  yourfelf, 
but  e'en  refolve  to  break  with  him. 

Flor.  No,  no,  'tis  not  come  to  that  yet;  I'M  correct 
him  firft,  and  then  hope  the  befl  from  time. 

Fla.  From  Time  1  Believe  me  there's  little  good  to 
be  expected  from  him.  I  never  knew  the  old  gentleman 
with  the  fcythe  ajid  the  hour-glafs  bring  any  thing  but 
grey  hairs,  thin  cheeks,  and  iofs  of  teeth  :  You  fee 
Celadon  loves  others. 

Flor.  There  is  ths  more  hope  he  may  love  me  among!! 
the  reft:  Hang't,  I  would  not  marry  one  of  thefe  folemn. 
fops  :  Give  me  a  fervant  that  is  an  high-flyer  at  all 
games,  that  is  bounteous  ofhimfelf  to  many  women; 
and  yet  whenever  I  pleas'ct  to  throw  out  the  lure  of 
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matrimony,  mould  comedown  with  a  fwinge,  and  By 
the  better  at  his  own  quarry. 

Fla.  But  are  you  fure  you  can  take  him  down  when 
you  think  good  ? 

'Flor.  Nothing  more  certain. 

Fla.  What  wager  will  you  venture  upon  the  trial? 

Flor.  Any  thing. 

Fla.  My  maidenhead  to  yours. 

Flor.  That's  a  good  one  :  Who  fliall  take  the  forfeit  ? 
.  Fla.  Well,  I'll  go  and  write  a  letter  as  from  thefe 
two  filters,  to  fummon  him  immediately  ;  it  fhail  be 
deliver'd  before  you.  I  warrant  you  fee  a  rtrong  com 
bat  betwixt  the  flefh  and  the  fpirit :  If  he  leaves  you  to- 
go  to  them,  you'll  grart  he  loves  them  better? 

Flor.  Not  a  jot  ;he  more :  A  bee  may  pick  of  many 
flowers,  and  yet  like  feme  one  better  than  all  the  re(f_ 

Fla.  But  then  your  beemuft  not  leave  his  iting  behind 
him. 

Flor.  Well,  make  the  experiment  however:  I  hear 
him  coming,  and  a  who-:e  noife  of  fidter's  at  his  heels. 
Hey-day,  what  a  mad  hufband  mail  I  have  ! 

Enter  Celador. 

FJa.  And  what  a  mad  wife  will  he  hare  !  WeU,  Imufr 
go  a  little  way,  but  I'll  return  immediately  and  write 
it:  You'll  keep  him  in  difceurfe  the  while.  [Exif.  Fla> 

Cel.  Where  are  you,  madam  ?  What  do  you  mean  to 
run  away  thus  ?  Pray  (land  to't,  that  we  may  difpatch 
this  bufinefs.  Caught  !  by  all  that's  impudent,  \_4fide. 

Flor.  I  think  you  mean  to  watch  me,  as  they  do 
witche?,  to  make  me  confefs  I  love  you.  Lord,  what 
a  buftle  have  you  kept  this  afternoon  !  What  with  eat 
ing,  fmging,  and  dancing,  I  am  fo  wearied,  that  1  fhall 
not  be  in  cale  to  hear  any  more  love  this  fortnight. 

Cel.  Nay/if  you  forfeit  on't  before  trial,  mercy  on  you 
\vhen  I  have  marry'd  you. 

Flor.  But  what  king's  revenue  do  you  think  will  main-, 
tain  this  extravagant  expence  ? 

Cel.  I  have  an  intolerable  father,  a  rich  old  rogue,  if 
he  would  once  die  I  Lord  how  long  does  he  mean  to  make. 
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t  Tier.  As  long  as  ever  he  can,  I'll  pafs  my  word  for 
Mm. 

Cel.  I  thin.k  then  we  had  beft  confider  him  as  an  obfli- 
'nate  old  fellow,  that  is  deaf  to  the  news  of  a  better  world, 
{and  ne'er  itay  for  him. 

Flor.  But  e'en  marry  and  get  him  grand  children  m 
abundance,  and  great  grand-children  upon  them,  and  fo 
inch  him  and  fhove  him  out  of  the  world  by  the  very  force 

of  new  generations. If  that  be  the  way,  you  mull  ex- 

cufe  me. 

Cel.  Bat  daft  thou  know  what  it  is  to  be  an  old  maid  ? 

Flor.  No,  nor  hope  I  iha'n't  thefe  twenty  years. 

Cel.  But  when  that  time  comes,  in  the  firtt  place  thou 
wilt  be  condemn'd  to  tell  {lories,  how  many  men  thou 
might'ft  have  had  ;  and  none  believe  thee  :  then  thou 
groweft  frbward,  and  impertinently  wearieil  all  thy  friends 
to  folicit  man  for  thee. 

Flor.  Away  with  your  old  common-place  wit:  lam 
refolv'd  to  grow  fat,  and  look  young  till  forty,  and  then 
Hip  out  of  the  world  with  the  firil  wrinkle,  and  the  repu 
tation  of  five-and-twenty. 

Cel.  Well,  what  think  you  now  of  a  reckoning  betwixt  us? 

Flor.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Cel.  To  difcount  for  fo  many  days  of  my  years  iervice, 
as  I  have  paid  in  fince  mordng. 

Flor.  With  all  my  heart. 

Cel.  Imprimis,  for  a  treat :  Item,  for  my  glafs  coach  : 
Item,  fur  fitting  bare,  and  playing  with  your  fan  :  and 
iaflly  and  principally,  for  my  fidelity  to  you  this  long 
hour  and  half. 

Flor.  For  this  I  bate  you  three  weeks  of  your  fervice: 
now  hear  your  bill  of  faults ;  for  your  comfort,  'tis  a 
ftiort  one. 

Cel.  I  know  ir. 

Flor.  Imprimis,  Item,  and  fum  total,  for  keeping  com 
pany  with  Melifla's  daughters. 

Cel.  Hew  the  deuce  came  you  to  know  of  that  ?   Gad, 

I  believe  the  devil  plays  booty  againil  himfelf,  and  tells 

•you  of  my  fins.  [djtie* 

Flor.  Theoflvnce  being  fo  frmlJ,  the  punifiiment  ihall 

be  proportionable  -,  I  will  fet  you  back  only  half  a  year. 
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Cel.  You're  moft  unconfcionable  :  Why  then  <!o  you 
think  we  (hall  come  together?  There's  none  but  the  olci 
patriarchs  could  live  long  enough  to  marry  you  at  this 
rate.  What,  do  you  take  me  for  fome  coulin  of  Metbu 
tern's,  that  I  muft  flay  an  hundred  years  before  I  come  to 
beget  fons  and  daughters  ? 

F/or.  Here's  an  impudent  lover;  he  complains  of  me, 
without  offering  to  excufe  himfelf ;  Item,  a  fortnight  more 
for  that. 

Cel.  So  there's  another  puff  in  my  voyage  has  blown 
me  back  to  the  north  of  Great-Britain. 

Flor.  AH  this  is  nothing  to  your  excufe  for  the  two 
fifters. 

Gel.  Faith,  if  ever  I  did  more  than  kifs  'em,  and  that 
but  once 

Flor.  What  could  you  have  done  more  to  me? 

Cel.  An  hundred  times  more;  asthouihah  know, dear 
rogue,  at  time  convenient. 

Flor.  You  talk,  you  talk  :  Ccu'd  you  kifs  Jem,  tho*  but 
ence,  and  never  think  of  me  ? 

Cel.  Nay,  if  I  had  thought  of  thee,  I  had  kifs'd  'em  over 
a  thoufand  times  with  the  very  force  of  imagination. 

Flor.  The  gallants  are  mightily  beholden  to  you  ;  you 
have  fosnd  'em  out  a  new  way  to  kifs  their  miftrefles, 
upon  other  women's  lips. 

Cel.  What  wou'd  you  have  ?  You  are  my  Sultana.  Queen, 
the  reft  are  but  in  the  nature  of  your  flaves :  I  may  make 
fome  flight  excurfion  in  the  enemy's  country  for  forage, 
orfo,  but  I  ever  return  to  my  head  quarters. 

Enter  Boy   with   a  Letter* 

Cel.  To  me  ? 

Boy.  If  your  name  be  Celadon.        [Celad.  reads  foftly* 
Cel.   [To  the  Page.]   Child,  come  hither  child,  here's 
money  for  thee  :  So,  be  gone,  quickly,  good  child,  be 
fore  any  body  examines  thee  :  Thou  art  in   a  dangerous 

place,  child \Thrufts  him  out.']  Very  good,  the  fifters 

fend  me  \\ord  they  will  have  the  fiddles  this  afternoon, 

and  invite  me  tofup  there Now  cannot  I  forbear,  and 

I  fhou'd  be  hang'd,  tho'  I  'fcap'd  a  fcouring  fo  lately  for 
it.   Yet  I  love  Flannel  better  than  both  of  'em  together. 
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— There's  the  riddle  on't.  But  only  for  the  fweet  fake 
ef  variety,  [djide.~\ Well,  we  muft  all  fin,  and  all  re 
pent,  and  there's  an  end  on't. 

Fhr.  What  is  it  that  makes  you  fidge  up  and  down  fo  ? 

Ctl.  Faith  I  am  fent  for  by  a  very  dear  friend,  and 
'tis  upon  a  bufinefs  of  life  and  death. 

Flor.  On  my  life,  fome  woman. 

Cel.  On  my  honour,  fome  man;  do  you  think  £ 
would  lye  to  you  ? 

Flor.  But  you  engag'd  to  fupw.ith  me. 

Cel.  Buc  I  cohfider  it  may  be  fcandalous  to  flay  late  in 
your  lodging*.  Adieu,  dear  creature,  if  ever  I  am 
falfe  to  thee  again [Exit  Celadon. 

Flor.  See  what  conftant  metal  you  men  are  made  oft 
He  begins  to  vex  me  in  good  earneft.  Hang  him,  let 
him  go  and  take  enough  ofe'm;  and  yet  methinks  \ 
can't  endure  he  mould  neither.  Lord,  that  fuch  a 
mad-cap  as  I  fhould  ever  live  to  be  jealous !  I  muft  after 
him.  Some  ladies  would  difcard  him  now,  but  I, 

A  Jitter  way  for  my  revenge  will  find, 

III  marry  him,  and fer<ve  him  in  bis  kind.     [Exit  Ftor» 


ACT    III.          SCENE    I. 

Rhodophil  meeting  Doralice  and  Flavia.     RhodoW 

phil  and  Doraiice  embrace. 


M 


Dor.  My  own  true  love  !  [Sbeflarts  lack."\ 
I  had  forgot  myfelf,  to  be  fo  kind ;  indeed  1  am  very 
angry  with  you,  dear  ;  you  are  come  an  hour  after  you 
appointed  :  If  you  had  ftaid  a  minute  longer,  I  was  juft 
confidering  whether  I  mould  ftab,  hang,  or  drown  my 
felf.  >  [Embracing  him. 
Rho.  Nothing  but  the  king's  bufinefs  could  have  hin- 
der'd  me;  and  I  was  fo  vex'd,  that  I  was  juft  laying 
down  my  cornmiffion,  rather  than  have  fail'd  my  dear. 

[Kiffing  her  hand* 

f/a*  Why,  this  is  love  as  it  iliould  be,  betwixt 
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and  wife  ;  fuch  another  couple  would   bring  marriagd 
into  fafhion  aga-in.     But  is  it  always  thus  betwixt  you  r" 

Rho.  Always  thus!  this  is  nothin?.  I  tell  you  theri 
is  not  fuch  a  pair  of  turves  in  all  Sictlj  :  there  is  fucli 
.an  eternal  -cooing  and  k'ffing  betwixt  us,  that  indeed  it 
is  fcandalous  before. company. 

Dor.  Well,  if  I  had  imagin'd  I  mould  have  been  this 
fondfool,  I  would:  nev.es  hav«  marry'd  the  man  I  lov'd 
I  marry'd  to  be  happy,  and  have  made  myfelf  mifcrsblff, 
by  over-loving.  Nay,  and  now  my  cafe  is  defperate, 
for  I  have  been  married  above  thefe  two  years,  and  fine 
myfelf  every  day  worfe  and  worfe  in  love ;  nothing  but 
madnefs  ran  be  the  end  on't. 

Fla.  Doat  on  to  the  extremity,  and  you  are  happy. 

Dor.  He  deferves  fo  infinitely  much,  that  the  truih  is 
there  can  be  no  doacing  in  the  matter;  but  to  love  well 
J  confefs  is  a  work  that  pays  itlclf :  'tis  telling  gold,  anc 
after  taking  it  for  one's  pains. 

Rbo.  By  that  I  ihould  be  a  veiy  covetous  perfon,  for 
I  am  ever  pulling  out  my  money,  and  putting  it  into  my 
pocket  again. 

Dor.  Oh  dear  Rhodopbil ! 

Rbo   Oh  fweet  Doralice  !  [Embracing  each  other . 

Fla.  [Afide.}  Nay,  I'm  refolv'd  I'll  never  interrupt 
lovers  :  I'll  leave  'em  as  happy  a&I  found  'em* 

•  r  o        -  f 

\bteals  away, 

Rho.  What,  is  Hie  gone  ?  \Looking  up* 

Dor.  Yes,   and  without  taking  leave. 
Rho.  Then  there's  enough  for  this  time. 
Dor.  Yes,   fure,  the  fcene's  done,   I  take  it. 

*  [Parting  from   her.     They  nvalk  contrary  on  fie 
ft  age,  he  with  his  hards  in  his  pocket •,  *whijiling) 
ft)t  finging  a  dull  melancholy  tune. 
R&o.  PCX  o'  your  dull  tune,  a  man  can't  think  for 
.you. 

Dor.  Pox  o'  your  damn'd  whiflling,  you  can  neither 
be  company  to  me  yourfeif,  nor  leave  me  to  the  freedom 
of  my  own  fancy. 

,Rho.  Well,  thou  art  the  moil  provoking  wife. 
.     Dor.   Well,   thou  art   the  duileft  hufband,    thou  art 
never. to  be  provok'd. 
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.  I  was  never  thought  dull  till  I  marry'd  thee,  and 
pow  thou  hail  made  an  old  knife  of  me,  thou  hail  whetted 
me  fo  iong  till  I  have  no  edge  left. 

f>ar.  I  fee  you  are  in  the  Jiufband's  fafaion,  you  referve 
all  your  good  humour  for  your  miftreff-s,  and  keep  your 
ill  f <  r  your  wives, 

Rbo.  Pi'yihee  leave  me  to  my  own  cogitations;  I  am 
thinking  over  all  my  fins,  to  find  for  which  of  them. 
fcwas  I  marry'd  thee. 

Dor.  Whatever  your  fin  was,  mine's  the  puniihment. 

Rbo.  My  comfort  is,  thou   art    not  immortal ;    and 
when  that  blefied,  that  divine  day  comes,  of  this  depart  « 
ture,  I  am  refolv'd  I'll  make  one  holy-day  more  in  the 
almanack,  for  thy  fake. 

Dor.  Ay,  you  had  need  rnake  a  holy-day  for  me,  for 
f  am  {ore  you  have  made  me  a  martyr. 

Rbv.  Then  fetting  my  victorious  foot  upon  thy  head,. 
in  the  firft  hour  of  thy  filence,  (that  is,  the  firtt  hour 
ijiou  art  dead,  for  I  defpair  of  it  before)  I  will  fwear- 
by  thy  ghoft,  an  oath  as  ternhle  to  me,  as  Styx  is  to 
the  gods,  never  more  to  be  in  danger  to  the  bonds  of 
matrimory— — 

D&r.  And  I  am  refolv'd  to  marry  the  very  fame  day 
tjjou  dy'Il?  if  it  be  to  fr.ew  how  Jittle  I'm  concern'd  for 
thee. 

Rho.  Pr'ythee,  Dcralice,  why  do  we  quarrel  thrs, 
s,.-days  ?  Ha  !  Th's  is  but  a  kind  of  heathenifh  life,  and- 
does  not  anfwer  the  ends  of  marriage.  If  I  have  err'd, 
propufe  what  reafonab-le  atonement  may  be  made  before 
we  deep,  and  1  fhall  not  be  refractory  :  But  withal  con- 
fider,  I  have  beea  marry'd  thefe  three  .years,  and  be  not 
too  tyrannical. 

Dor.  Why  fliould  you  talk  of  a  peace,  when  you  can 
gjve  no  fecurity  for  performance  of  articles  ? 

Rbo.  Then  fince  we  muft  live  together,  and  both  of. 
u.s  ftand  upon  our  te^ms,  as  to  the  matter  of  dying  firft, 
let  us  ev'n  make  ourfelves  as  meny  as  we  can  whh  our, 
misfortunes.  \Vhy  there's  the  devil  on't,  if  thou  couldft 
make  thy  favours  but  a  little  lefs  eafy,  or  but  a  little 
laore  unlawful,  thou  fiiould'il  fee  what  a  termagant 
ifover  I  would  prove,  I  b^>e  taken  fuch  pains  to 
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thee  D*ralicei  that  I  have  fancy'd  thee  all  the  fine  wo 
men  in  the  town  to  help  me  oat :  But  row  there's  none 
left  for  me  to  think  orr,  my  imagination  is  quite  jaded, 
Thou  art  a  wife  and  thou  wilt  be  a  wife,  and  I  can 
wake  thee  another  no  longer.  ^Exit.  Rhb« 

Dor.  Well,  fince  thou  art  a  hufband,  and  wilt  be  a 
hufband,  I'll  cry  if  I  can't  find  out  another  that  won't 
think  me  a  wife. 

Enter  Melantha  and  Flavia  to  her. 

MeL  Dear,  my  dear,  pity  nve,  I  am  fo  chagrin'd  to- 
«!ay,  and  have  had  the  moft  fignal  affront  at  court! 
went  this  afternoon  to  do  my  de-voir  to  the  princefs,  and 
trelp'd  to  make  her  court  fome  half  an  hour  t  After 
which,  fiie  went  to  take  the  air,  chofe  out  two  ladies 
to  go  with  her,  that  came  in  after  me,  and  left  me  moft 
barbaroufly  behind  her. 

Fla.  You  are  the  lefs  to  be  pitied,  MelAntka,  becaufe 
you  fubjed  yourfelf  to  thefe  affronts,  by  coming  per* 
petually  to  court,  where  you  have  no  bufinefs  nor  em 
ployment. 

MeL  I  declare  I  had  rather  of  the  two,  be  ratify* dt 
nay  maltraitee  at  court,  than  be  deify'd  in  the  town; 
for  pofitively,  nothing  can  be  fo  ridicule  as  a  mere  town 
lady. 

Fla.  And  therefore  I  would  e'en  advife  you  to  quit 
the  court,  and  live  either  wholly  in  the  town  ;  or,  if 
you  like  not  that,  in  the  country. 

Dor.  In  the  country!  nay,  that's  to  fall  beneath  the 
town ;  for  they  live  there  upon  our  offals  here  :  Their 
«ntertaitrmem  of  wit  is  only  the  remembrance  of  what 
they  had  when  they  were  lafl  in  town  5  they  live  thir 
year  upon  laft  year's  knowledge,  as  the  cattle  do  all 
night,  by  chewing  the  cud  of  what  they  eat  in  the 
afternoon. 

MeL  And  then  they  tell  for  news  fuch  unlikely  ftories : 
A  letter  from  one  of  us  is  fuch  a  prelent  to  'tm,  that 
the  poor  fouls  wait  for  the  carrier's  day  with  fuch  de* 
potion,  that  they  cannot  fleep  the  night  before. 

Fla.  No  more  than  I  can  Uig  night  before  I  am  to  g$ 
S  journey* 
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Dor.  Or  I,  before  I  am  to  try  on  a  new  gown. 

Mel.  A  fong  that's  ftale  here,  will  be  new  there  a 
twelvemonth  hence;  And  if  a  man  of  the  town  by 
chance  come  amonglt  *em,  he's  reverenc'd  for  teaching 
the  tune. 

Dor.  A  friend  of  mine,  who  makes  fongs  fomfctimes, 
Came  lately  out  of  the  Well,  and  vow'd  he  was  f3  put 
out  of  countenance  with  a  fong  of  his :  For  at  the  firft 
country  gentleman's  he  vifued,  hs  faw  three  taylors 
crofs  legg'd  upon  the  table  in  the  hall,  who  were  tear 
ing  it  out  as  loud  as  they  could  fing. 

—dftsr  the  pangs  of  a  defferate  lover ,  &c» 

And  all  that  day  he  heard  nothing  elfe,  but  the  daugh 
ters  of  the  houfe,  and  the  maids,  humming  it  over  in 
every  comer,  and  the  father  whittling  it. 

Fla.  Indeed  I  have  obferv'dof  myfelf,  that  when  I  ant 
out  of  town  but  a  fortnight,  I  am  fo  humble,  that  I 
would  receive  a  letter  from  my  taylor  or  mercer,  for  a 
favour. 

Mel.  When  I  have  been  at  grafs  in  the  fummer,  and 
am  new  come  up  again,  methinks  I  am  to  be  turn'dinto 
ridicule  by  all  that  fee  me:  But  when  I  have  been  once 
or  twice  at  court,  I  begin  to  value  myfelf  again,  and  to 
defpife  my  country  acquaintance. 

FJa.  There  are  places  where  all  people  may  be> 
adored,  and  we  ought  to  know  ourfelves  fo  well  as  to 
chufe  'em.  But  I  fee  we  (hall  leave  Melantka  where  w* 
found  her;  for  the  town  ard  country  are  become  more 
dreadful  to  her  than  the  court,  where  me  was  affronted. 
But  yon  forget,  we  are  to  wait  on  the  princefs.  Come, 
Doratice. 

Dor.  Farewell,    Melantba* 

Mel.  Adieu,  my  dear. 

Fla.  You  are  out  of  chanty  with  her  5  and  therefore  I 
fliall  not  give  your  fervics. 

MeL  Do  not  omit  it,  I  befeech  you  ;  for  I  have  fuch  a 
tender  for  the  court,  that  I  love  it  even  from  the  drawing 
room  to  the  lobby,  and  can  never  be  rtlutee  by  any 
nfage.  But  hark  you,  my  dear,  out  thing  I  had  fur- 
got  of  great  concernment, 
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Dor.  (Quickly  then,  we  are  in  hafle. 

Mel.  Dn  not  cail  it  my  feivice,  that's  too  vulgar  ;  but 
c!o  my  laife  mains  to  the  princefs. 

Dor.  To  do  you  fervice  then,  we  will  do  your  laife- 
wains  to  the  princefs.  [Exeunt  Fla.  and  Dor. 

Enter  Philotis  wit!}  a  paper  in  her  hand. 

MeL  O,  are  you  there,  minion  ?  And  well,  are  no* 
you  a  moft  precious  damfel,  to  retard  all  my  vifits  for 
want  of  language,  when  you  know  you  are  paid  fo  well 
for  forniming  me  with  new  words  for  my  daily  conver- 
iation  ?  Let  me  die,  if  I  have  not  iun  the  rifque  already, 
to  fpeak  like  one  of  the  vulgar  ;  and  if  I  have  one  phrafe 
left  in  all  my  flore  that  is  not  threadbare,  arid  fit  for 
nothing  but  to  be  thrown  to  peafants. 

Pb;l*  Indeed,  madam,  I  have  been  very  diligent  in 
my  vocation  ;  but  you  have  fo  drain'd  all  the  French 
piays  and  romances,  that  they  are  not  able  to  fupply 
you  with  words  for  your  daily  expences. 

McL  Drain'd  !  What  a  word's  there  •?  Epuifet,  you  fot, ' 
you.  Come,  produce  your  morning's  work. 

Phil  'I  is  here,  madam.  [Shews  the  paper. 

Mai.  O,  my  Venm  !  fourteen  or  fifteen  words  to  ferve 
me  a  whole  day  !  Let  me  die,  at  this  rate  I  cannot  laft 
tili  night.  Come  read  your  works  :  Twenty  to  one,  half 
of  them  will  rot  pal's  mufter  neither. 

Phil.Sotti/ti.-  [Reads.' 

Mel.  Sottifes,   ben,    that's  an  excellent  word  to  begin  • 
withal,  as  for  example:    He  or  me  faid  a  thoufand  Sot- 
tijes  to  me.     Proceed, 

Phil,  Figure:  A$  what  a  figure  of  a  man  is  there? 
Waive  and  Naivete. 

Mel,  Naive  ;   as  how  ? 

Phil.  Speaking  of  a  thing  that  wa»  naturally  faid  ;  it 
W.ES  fo  naivt,  or  fuch  an  innocent  piece  of  fimplicity  ; 
'twas  fuch  a  naivete. 

Mel.  Truce  with  your  interpretations ;  make  hafle. 

Phil.  Foible>  chagrin, grimace,  embaraffe,  dcuble entendrt, 
tfaivofue,  eclairttjj'enieni ,  Juife,  beveife,  f*fon}  penchant, 
'etcurdif  and  ridicule. 
»  Hold,  hold  -9  how  did  they  begin  * 
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P-biL  They  began  at  Scttifes,  and  ended  £fi  Ridicule,  i 
Mel.  Now  give  me  your  paper  in  my  hand,  and  hold 
you  my  glafs,  while  I  pra&ife  my  airs  for  the  day.  [Me- 
Jantha  Idught  in  the  glafs."}  How  does  that  laugh  become 
my  face  ? 

PbiL  Sovereignly  well,  madam. 
Mel.  Sovereignly  !  Let  me  die,  that's  not  amifs,  that 
word  mail  not   be  yours,  I'll  invent  it,  and  bring  it  up 
xnyfelf  5  my  new  head   fhall  be  yours  upon  it :  Not  a 
word  of  the  word,  1  charge  you, 
Phil.  I  am  dumb,  madam. 
Mtk  That  glance,  how  fuits  it  with  my  face  ? 

[Looking  in  the  glaft  again* 
Phil  'Tis  fo  languijj'cint* 

Mel.  LanguiJJant  /  That  word  fliall  be  mine  too,  and 
my  laft  Indian  gown  thine  for't.  That  figh. 

[Looks  again* 

PbiL  'Twill  make  many  a  man  figh,  madam,  'tis  a 
mere  Incendiary* 

Mel.  Take  my  blue  petticoat  for  that  truth.  If  thou 
haft  any  more  of  chefe  phrafes,  let  me  die,  but  I  could 
give  away  all  my  wardrobe,  and  go  naked  for  'em. 

Phil.  Go  naked !  Then  you  would  be  a  Venus,  madam. 
O  Jupiter  !  What  had  I  forgot  ?  This  paper  was  given 
ine  by  Rbodopbirs  page. 

Mel.  [Reading  the  letter.] — Beg  tie  favour  from  you— ~ 
Gratify  my  pajjion—fi  far — AJfignation — in  the — Grotto, 
—behind  the  7'erras — Clock  this  evening.-—  Well,  for  the 
Millet-doux,  there's  no  man  in  Sicily  muft  difpute  with 
Rbodopbil',  they  are  fo  French -,  fo  gallant,  and  fo  tendre* 
that  I  cannot  refift  the  temptation  of  the  affignation. 
Now  go  you  away,  Pbilotist  it  imports  me  to  pradlife 
what  I  mall  fay  to  my  fervant  when  I  meet  him. 

[Exit  Philotis. 

Rbodophil,  you'll  wonder  at  my  afTurance  to  meet  you 
here;  let  me  die,  I  am  fo  out  of  breath  with  coming, 
that  I  can  render  you  no  reafon  for  it.  Then  he  wiJl 
make  this  repartee  ;  Madam,  I  have  no  reafon  to  accufe 
you  for  that  which  is  fo  great  a  favour  to  me.  Then  I 
reply,  But  why  have  you  drawn  me  to  this  folitary  place  ? 
Lee  me  die,  but  I  am  apprehenfive  of  fome  violeacc 
VOL  III,  K 
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from  you.     Then  fays  he,  Solitude,  madam,  is  moft  fit 

•for  lovers ;   bat   by  this  fair  hand Nay  now,  I  vow 

you're  rude,  Sir :  O  fie,  fie,  fie!  I  hope  you'll  be  honour, 
•able  ? : ^You'd  laugh  at  me  if  I  Ihou'd,  madam— 
What  do  you  mean  to  ravifh  a  kifs  by  main  force  ?  Ha, 
*ia,  ha !  [Exit. 

Palamede   and  Doralice  meet ;  Jhe  nvitb  a   look  in  her 
band  feems  to  Jlart  at  fight  of  him* 

Dor.  'Tis  a  ftrange  thing  that  no  warning  will  ferve 
your  torn  ;  and  that  no  retirement  will  fecure  me  from 
your  impertinent  addreiTes !  Did  I  not  tell  you  that  I 
•was  to  be  private  here  at  my  devotions  ? 

Pal.  Yes  ;  and  you  fee  I  have  obferv'd  my  cue  ex- 
aSly :  I  am  come  to  relieve  you  from  them.  Come, 
ihut  up,  fhut  up  your  book ;  the  man's  come  who  is  to 
fupply  your  neceffities. 

Dor.  Then  it  feems,  you  are  fo  impudent  to  think  it 
was  an  affignation  ?  This  I  warrant  was  your  lewd  in 
terpretation  of  my  innocent  mearing. 

Pal.  Venus  forbid  that  I  mould  harbour  fo  unreafon- 
able  a  thought  of  a  fair  young  lady,  that  you  mould 
lead  me  hither  into  temptation,  I  confefs  I  might  think 
indeed  it  was  a  kind  of  honourable  challenge,  to  meet 
privately  without  feconds,  and  decide  the  difference 
betwixt  the  two  fexes.:  But  I  hope  you'll  forgive  me  if 
J  thought  arnifs* 

Dor.  You  thought  too,  1*11  lay  my  life  on't,  that  you 
might  as  well  make  love  to  me,  as  my  huiband  does 
to  your  miflref?. 

PaL  I  was  fo  unreafonable  to  think  fo  too. 

Dor.  And  then  you  wickedly  inferred,  that  there  was 
feme  juftice  in  the  revenge  of  it  :  Or  at  lead  but  little 
injury  ;  for  a  man  to  endeavour  to  enjoy  that,  which  he 
accounts  a  bleffing,  and  which  is  not  valu'd  as  it  ought 
by  the  dull  polfefibr.  Confefs  your  wickednefs ;  did 
you  not  think  fo  ? 

Pal.  I  confefs  I  was  thinking  fo,  as  faft  as  I  could  ; 
but  you  think  fo  much  before  me,  that  you  will  let  me 
think  nothing.  - 
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Dor.  'Tis  the  very  thing  that  I  defign'd:  I  have  fore- 
Itall'd  all  your  arguments,  and  left  you  without  a  word 
jnore,  to  plead  for  mercy.  If  you  have  any  thing  far 
ther  to  cfter,  ere  fentence  pafs  .  Poor  animal  !  I 
brought  you  hither  for  my  diversion. 

Pal.  That  you  may  have,  if  you'll  make  ufe  of  me 
the  right  way;  but  I  tell  thee,  woman,  I'm  now  paft 
talking. 

Dor.  But  it  may  be,  I  came  hither  to  hear  what  fine 
things  you  could  fay  for  yourfelf. 

Pal.  You  would  be  very  angry,  to  my  knowledge, 
if  I  ihould  lofe  fo  much  time  to  fay  many  of  'em ;  and 
by  this  hand  you  would 

Dor.  Fie,  Palamedt)  lam  a  woman  of  honour. 

Pal.  I  fee  you  are  ;  you  have  kept  touch  with  your 
afiignation,  and  before  we  part,  you  (hall  find  that  i 

am  a  man  of  honour yet  I  have  one  icruple  of  con- 

fcience— — — — 

Dor.  I  warrant  you  will  not  want  fome  naughty  argu 
ment  or  other  tofatisry  yourfelf 1  hope  jou  are  afraid 

of  betraying  your  friend  ? 

Pal.  Of  betraying  my  friend !  I  am  more  afraid  of 
being  betray'd  by  you  to  my  friend.  You  women  now 
are  got  into  the  way  of  telling  firft  yourfelves:  A  man 
who  has  any  care  of  his  reputation  will  be  loth  to  truft 
it  with  you.( 

Dor.  O,  you  charge  your  faults  upon  our  fex:  You 
men  are  like  cocks,  you  never  make  love,  but  you  clap 
your  wirgs,  and  crow  when  you  have  done. 

Pal.  Nay,  rather  you  women  are  like  hens ;  you 
never  lay,  but  you  cackle  an  hour  after,  to  difcover  your 
neft but  I'll  venture  it  for  once. 

Dor.  To  convince  you  that  you  are  in  the  wrong,  I'll 
retire  into  the  &9rkgr*ttot  to  my  devotion,  and  make 
fo  little  noife  that  it  {hall  be  impoffible  for  you  to  find  mtf. 

Pal.  But  if  I  do  find  you 

Dor.  Ay,  if  you  do  find  me 

[She  rum  in,  and  be  after* 

Enter  Rhodophil  and  Melantha. 

>  Let  me  die,  but  this  folitude,  and  that  grotto 
K  2 
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re  fcandaloos;  I'll  go  no  farther  :  Befides,  you  have  a 
fweet  lady  of  your  own. 

Rho.  But  a  fweet  miftrefs,  now  and  then,  makes  my 
fweet  lady  fo  much  more  fweet. 

Mel.  I  hope  you  will  not  force  me? 

.Rbo.  But,!  will  if  you  defire  it. 

Pal.  [Within.]  Where  the  devil  are  you,  madam;? 
S'4eath  I  begin  to  be  weary  of  this  hide  and  feek :  If 
you  ftay  a  little  longer,  'till  the  fit's  over,  I'll  hide  in 
toy  turn,  and  put  you  to  the  finding  of  me. 

[He  enters  .and  feet  Rho.  and  Mel. 
How,  RkoJopbil  andmy  miftrefs  J 

Mel.  My  fervant  to  apprehend  me  !  This  is/urprenant 
eu  dernier.. 

Rbo.  I  mud  an,  -there's  nothing  but  impudence  can 
help  me  out. 

Pal.  Rhodopbilt  how  came  you  hither  in  fo  good  com 
pany  ? 

,Rbo.  As  you  fee,  Palam;de^\  an  effect  of  pure  f;iend- 
fliip  ;  I  was  npt  able  to  live  without  you. 

Pal.  But  what  makes  my  miftrefs  with  you  ? 

Rba.  Why,  J  heard  you  were  here  alone,  and  could 
rot  in  civility  but  bring  her  to  you. 

M,l.  You'll  pardon  the  effects  of  a  paffion,  which  I 
may  now  avow  for  you,  if  it  tranfported  me  beyond 
the  rules  of  Bienfeance, 

Pal.  But  who  told  you  I  was  here?  They  who  told 
you  that,  may  tell  you  .more  for  aught  J  know. 

Rho.  O,  for  that  matter,  we  had  intelligence. 

Pal.  But  let  me  tell  you,  w«  came  hither  fo  privately, 
that  you  could  not  trace  us. 

Rbo.  Us !  what  us  ?  You  a:e  alone. 

Pal.  Us  !  The  devil's  in  me  for  miftaking.  Me,  I 
ireant :  Or  us;  that  is,  you  are  me,  or  I  you,  as  we 
are  friends,  that's  Us. 

Dor.  Palamede,   Palatnedel  \Wnbln* 

Rho.  I  mould  know  that  voice :  Who's  within  there, 
that  calls  you  ? 

Pal.  faith,  J  can't  imagine;  I  Relieve  that  place  is: 
haunted,. 

Dor.  Palamede,  Falamede!  \Witbin. 
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Kho.  Lord,  lord,  what  (hall  I  do?  Well,  dear  friend, 
to  let  you  fee  I  fcorn  to  be  jealous,  and  that  I  dare  truft 
my  mifbefs  with  you,  take  her  back,  for  I  would  not 
willingly  have  her  frighted  ;  and  I  am  refolv'd  to  fee 
who's  there?  I'll  not  be  daunted  with  a  bug-bear,  that's 
certain;  pr'ythee  difpute  it  not,  it  fliall  be  fo  ;  nay,  do 
not  put  me  to  fwear,  but  go  quickly  ;  there's  an  effect 
of  pure  friend/hip  for  you  now. 

Enter  Doralice,  and  looks  amazfJ,  feeing  them* 

Rbo.  Doralice!  I  am  thunder-ftruck  to  fee  you  here. 

Pal.  So  am  I,  quite  thunder-ftruck ;  was  it  you  that 
calPd  me  within  ?  (I  muft  be  impudent) 

Rbo.  How  came  you  hither,   fpoufe  ? 

Pal.  Ay,  how  came  you  hither?  And  which  is  more, 
how  could  you  be  here  without  my  knowledge  ? 

Dor.  [To  her  hujland.'}  O,  gentleman,  have  I  caught 
you  i'faith  ?  Have  I  broke  forth  in  ambufh  upon  you  ? 
I  thought  my  fufpicions  would  prove  true. 

Rho.  Sufpicions !  This  is  very  fine,  fpoufe.  Pr'ythee 
what  fufpicions  ? 

Dor.  O,  you  feigrf  ignorance :  Why  of  you  and  Ma- 
lantba-y  here  have  I  ftaid  thefe  two  hours,  waiting  with 
all  the  rage  of  a  paflionate  loving  wife,  but  infinitely 
jealous,  to  take  you  two  together;  for  hither  I  was  cer 
tain  you  would  come. 

Rbo.  But  you  are  miflaken,  fpoufe,  in  the  cccafion  ; 
for  we  came  hither  on  purpoie  to  find  Palamcde>  on  in 
telligence  he  was  gone  before. 

Pal.  Til  be  hang'd  then,  if  the  fame  party,  who  gave 
you  intelligence  I  was  here,  -did  net  tell  your  wife  you 
would  come  hither  :  Now  I  fmell  the  malice  out  on  both 
fides. 

Dor.  Was  it  fo,  think  you  ?  Nay,  then  Til  confefs 
my  part  of  the  malice  too.  As  foon  as  ever  I  fp.'d  my 
huiband  and  Melantba  come  together,  I  had  a  (Irangc 
temptation  to  make  him  jealous  in  revenge  ;  and  that 
made  me  call  Palamede,  Palatnede,  as  though  there  had 
been  an  intrigue  between  us. 

M*/.  Nay,  I  vow  there  was  an  appearance  of  an  in*1 
tsrgue  between  us  too. 
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Pal.  To  fee  how  things  will  come  about  ! 
Rko.  And  was  it  only  thus,  my  dear  Doralice? 

\_Emly_aces* 

Dor.  And  did  I  wrong  n'own  Rhodophil*  whh  a  falfe 

fufpicion  ?  [Embracing  him. 

Pal.  [d/ide.]  Now  I  am  confident  we  had  all  four  the 

fame  defjgn  :  'Tis  a  pretty  odd  kind  of  game  this,  where 

each  of  us   plays  for  double  flakes  :  This  is  juft    thruft 

and  parry  with  the  fame  motion;  I  am   to  get  his  wife, 

and  yet  to  guard    my  own   miftrefs.     But  I  am  vilely 

fufpicious,  thar,  while  I  conquer  in  the  right  wing,  I  Ihall 

be   routed   in   the  left:  For  both  our  women   will   cer 

tainly  betray  their  party,  becaufe  they  are  each  of  them 

for  gaining  two,  as  well  as  we  ;  and  I  much  fear, 

Jf'  their  neccffities  and  ours  <were  finoivn, 

They  have  more  need  of  two,  ih.n  vce  of  one, 

\Excuntt  embracing  one 


Enter  Mel'JTa.  after  her  Olmdaand  Sabina. 

Mel.  I  inuft  take  this  bufmefs  up  in  time  :  This  wild 
fellow  begins  to  haunt  my  houfe  again.  Well,  I'll 
be  bold  to  fay,  'tis  as  eafy  to  bring  up  a  young  lion, 
without  mifchief,  as  a  maidenhead  of  fifteen,  to  maka 
it  tame  for  a  hufband's  bed  :  Not  but  that  the  young 
man  is  ha"ndfome,  rich,  and  young  ;  and  I  could  be 
content  he  mould  marry  cne  of  them  :  But  to  feduce  'era 
J)Oth  in  this  manner  !  -  Weil,  I'll  examine  them  spart  ; 
and  if  I  can  find  out  which  he  ioves,  I'll  offer  him  h>s 
choice  -  Qlinda*  come  hither,  child.' 

Qlin.  Your  pleafure,  madam  ,? 

MeL  Nothing  but  your  good,  QUnda*  What  think 
you  of  Celadon  ? 

Qlin.  Why,  I  think  he's  a  very  msd  fellow  ;  bu-t 
yet  I  have  fome  obiigements  to  him  :  He  teaches  m* 
new  airs  on  the  Guitarre,  and  talks  wildly  to  me,  and 
I  to  him. 

Mel.  But  tell  me  in  earneft,  do  you  think  he  loves  you  ? 

OJin.  Can  you  doubt  it?  There  were  never  two  fo  cut 
out  for  one  another.:  we  both  love  finging,  dancing, 
treats  and  mufick.  In  ihort*  we  a;e  each  others  coun 
ter-part. 
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,   Mel.  But  does  he  love  you  ferioufly  ? 

O//'/..  Serioufly.!  I  know  not  that;  if  he  did,  per 
haps  1  mould  not  love  him  :  But  we  fit  and  talk,  and 
we  wrangle  and  are  friends:  When  we  are  together  we 
never  hold  our  tongues,  and  then  we  have  always  a 
noife  of  riddles  at  our  heels;  he  hunts  me  metrily  as  the 
hound  does  the  hare  :  and  either  this  is  love,  or  I  know 
it  not. 

Mel.  Well,  go  back,  and  call  Salina  to  me.  [Olind* 
goes  behind']  This  is  a  riddle  paft  my  finding  out:  whe 
ther  he  loves  her  or  no  is  the  queftion  ;  but  this  I  am 
fure  of,  fhe loves  him.  Q  my  little  favourite,  I  muft 
afk  you  a  queftion  concerning  Celadon :  Is  he  in  love 
with  you  ? 

Sab.  I  think  indeed  he  does  not  hate  me,  at  leaft  if 
a  man's  word  miy  be  taken  for  ir. 

Mel.  But  what  expreiTions  has  he  made  you? 
Sab.  Truly  the  man,  has  done  his  part:  he  has  fpoken, 
civilly  to  me,  and  I  was  not  fo  young  but  I  underftoqd 
him. 

Mel.  And  you  could  be  content  to  marry  him  ? 
.    Sab,  I   have  fworn   never  to  marry  ;    befides,  he's   a 
wild  young  man  ;  yet  to  obey  you,,  mother,  I  would  b* 
content  to  be  fscrific'd. 

Mel.  No,  no,  we  wou'd  but  lead  you  to  the  altar. 
Sab.  Not  to  put  off  the  gentleman  neither;  for  if  t 
have  him  nor,  I  am  refolv'd  to  die  a. maid;   thai's  once, 
niJthei-- 

Mel.  Both  my  daughters- are  in- love  with  him,  and  £ 
cannot  yet  find  he  loves  either  of  them. 

Olin.  Mother,  mother,  yonder's  G  ladon  in  the  walks. 
Mel.  Peace,  wanton,  you  had  bed  ring  the  bells  for 
joy.  Well,  I'll  not  meet  him,  becaufe  I  know  not 
which  to  offer  him,  yet  he.feems  to  like  the  youngefc 
bed;  I'll  give  him  opportunity  with  her.  Qlinda,  do< 
you  make  hiile  after  me. 

Olin.  This  is-fomething  hard  though.     [Exit  MelifTa* 

Enter  Celadon. 

Gel.  You  fee,  ladies,  the  leafl  breath  of  yours  brings 
K  4. 


224          The    COMIC  A  I,    LOVER*. 

me  to  you  :  I  have  been  feeking  you  at  your  lodgings, 
«i)d  from  thence  came  hither  after  you. 
Sab.  'Tis  well  you  found  us. 

Gel.  I  found  you  !  Half  this  brightnefs  betwixt  you 
two  was  enough  to  have  lighted  me;  I  could  never  mils 
jny  way :  Here's  fair  Olinda  has  beauty  enough  for  one 
family  j  Such  a  voice,  fuch  a  wit,  fo  noble  a  ftatnre,  fo 
white  a  fkin  ! 

Olin.  I  thought  he  would  be  particular  at  laft.    [djidu 

Cet.  And  young  Sabina,  fo  fvveec  an  innocence;  iuck 

ft  rofe-bud  newly   blown.     .This  is  my  goodly  palace  of 

love,  and  that  my  little  with-drawing  room.         A  word, 

madam .  [To  Sab* 

0/;«  I  like  not  this  [dfide.~\  Sir,  if  you  are  not  tot 
fcufy  with  my  fitter  I  would  fpeak  with  you. 

CeL  I  come,  madam— 

Sab.  Time  enough,  Sir ;  pray  finifli   your  difcourfe 
~*        And  as  you  were  a  faying,  Sir 

Olin.  Sweet,  Sir 

Sab.  Sifter,  you  forget  my  mother  bid  you  make  hafle. 
Olin.  Well,  go  you  and  tell  her  J  am  coming 
Sab.  1  can  never  endure  to  be  the  me/Tenger  of  ill 
news;  but  if  you  pleafe,  I'll  fend  her  word  you  won't 
come. 

Olin.  Minion,  minion,  remember  this 

[Exit  Olinda. 

Sal.  She's  horribly  in  love  with  you. 
CeL  Lord,   who  could  love  that  walking  fteeple  !  Ihe'g 
fo  high,  that  every  time  (he  fmgs  to  me,  I  am  looking 
up  for  the  bell,  that  tolls  to  church-*— —Ha  !  give  me 

my  little  fifth  rate  that  lies  fo  fnug She,   hang  her, 

a  Vutcb-buMt  bottom  ;  fhe's  fo  tall  there's  no  board 
ing  her.  But  we  lofe  time— -Madam,  Jet  me  feal  my 
Jove  upon  your  mouth.  [K:fs.']  Soft  and  fvveet,  by  hea- 
»en  !  Sure  you  wear  rofe-leaves  between  your  lips ! 

Sab.    Lord,    lord,  what's  the  matter  with    me  !  My 
breath  grows  fo  fhort  I  can  fcarce  fpeak  to  you. 

CeL  No  matter,  give  me  thy  lips  again,  and  I'll  fpeak 
for  thee. 

Sal.  You  don't  love  me— 
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Cil.-i  warrant  thee  ;  fit  down  by  me,  and  kifs  again  ; 
f  She  warms  fatter  than  Pigmation's  image.  [JfiJc.] 
[Ki/s.~\  -  1  marry,  Sir,  this  was  the  original  ule  of 
lips  ;  talking,  eating,  and  drinking  came  by  the  by 

Sab*  Nay,  pray  be  civil,  will  you  be  at  quiet  ? 

Cel.  What  would  you  have  me  fit  ftill  and  look  upon  ' 
you  like  a  little  puppy  dog,  that's  taught  to  beg  wich  * 
his  fore-leg  up. 

Enter  FlorimeJ. 

Flor.  Celadon  the  faithful  !   in  good  time,  Sir—  - 

CfL  In  very  good,  Florimel;  for  heaven's  fake  heJp  > 
jne  quickly. 

Flor.  What's  the  matter? 

Dor.  Do  you  not  fee  here's  a  poor  gentlewoman  in  ' 
a  fwoon  \  (Swoon  away  \)  I  have  been   rubbing  her  this 
half  hour,  and  cannot  bring  her  to  her  fenfes. 

Flor.  Alas  !  how  came  fhe  fo  ? 

Cel.  O  barbarous,  <io  you  ftay  to  afk  qaefiions  ?  Run  " 
for  charity. 

Flor.  Help,  help,  alas  poor  lady  .—         [Exit  Flor. 

Sa6.  Is  fhe  gone  ? 

Cel.  Thanks  to  my  wit  that-  help'd  me  at  a  pinch  : 
I  thank  heaven,  I  never  pump'd  for  a  lye  in  my  life  yet. 

Sat>.  I  am  afraid  you  love  her,   Celadon. 

Lei.  Only  as  a  civil  acquaintance,  or  fo  :  But  how 
ever  to  avoid  flander,  you  had  bed  be  gone  before  fhe 
comes  again. 

Sal.  I  caa  find  a  tongue  as  well  as  (he  -  -• 

Cel.  Ay,  but  the  truth  is,  I'm  a  kind  of  a  fcancalous 
perfon,  and  for  you  to  be  feen  in  my  company  --  • 
day  in  the  walks,  by  this  kifs  I'll  be  wirh  vou  pre- 
icatly...  .  [Exif  Sab.  - 

Enter  Florimel 


FKr.  Help,  help,  I  can  find  no  body. 

Cel.  *Tis  needlels  now,  my  dear,  (lie's  recovered  and 
gone  off,  but  fo  wan  and  weakly  -  ••  •  — 

Flor.  Umh  !  what  was  your  bufinefs  here,  Celadon  ? 

Cel.  Charity,  charity,  chriflian  chanty  ;  you^  faw  I 
was  labouring  for  life  with  her.  - 
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Flor.  But  how  came  you  hither  ?  Not  that  I  cart— — 
•But,  only  to  be  fatisfy'd.  [&'»£*• 

Cel.   You  are  jealous,  in  my  confcience. 
Flor.  Who,  I  jealous !  Then  I  w^lh  this   figh  may  be 
the  laft  that  eVer  1  may  draw. 
Cel.  But  why  do  you  figh  the;;  ? 
Flor.  Nothing   but   a  cold,    I  cannot   fetch    breath 

well But  what  will   you  fay,  if  I  wrote  the  letter 

you  had  to  try  your  faith  ? 

Cle.   Hey-day!   this  is  juft  the  devil  and  the  iinner  ; 

you  lay  fnares   for  me,    and  then  puniih  me  for   being 

taken  ;   here's  trying  a  man's   faith  indeed  :    What,  do 

you   think  I  had   the  faith  of  a  flock  or  of  a  ftone  r* 

Nay,  and  you  go  to  tantalize  a  man  'Gad,  1  love 

upon  the  fquare,    I  can  endure  no   tricks  to  be  ufed  to 

me.  [Olinda  and  Sabina  at  the  door  peeking* 

Olin.  Sab.    Celadon,  Celadcn  ! 

Flor.   What  voices  are  thcfe  ? 

Cel.  Some  comrades  of  mine  that  call  me  to  play— • 

Pox  on  'em,  they'll  fpoil  all— {/{fide. 

Flcr.    Pray  let's  fee  'em. 

Cel.  Hang 'em,  tatter-de  malions,  they  are  not  worth 
your  fight :  P/ay,  gentlemen,  be  gear,  I'll  be  with  you 
immediately. 

Sal.  No,  I'll  flay  here  fjr  you. 

Flor.  Do  your  gentlemen  fpeak  wkh  treble  voices? 
I'm  refolv'd  to  fee  what  company  you  keep. 

Cel.  Nay,  good  my  Dear —  [He  lays  hold  of  \  her 

tj  pull  her  lath,  Jhe  lays  hold -of  Olinda,   by  nvbcm 
Sabina  holds  ;  Jo  that  h>>  pulling^  they  all  come  in. 
Tier.  A  e  thefe  your  comrades?     [&4gv.]  Tis  Stre- 
phrn    calls,  iv/jat  wculd    my  love?   Why    do    you  not 
roar  out  like  a  great  bafs-viol,  C 'cms  follow  to    the  M>r- 
tie  c-rove.---?ra.:'y  Sir,    which  of  thefe   fair  ladies    is  it, 
for^whom  you  were  to  do  ihe  coartefy  ?   for  it  were  un- 
confciorable  to  leave  you  to  'em  both.     What,  a. man's 
but  a  man,  you  know. 

Oli  ••  The  gentleman  may  find  an  owner. 
$*b.  Though  no;  of  you. 
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Flor.  Pray  agree  whofe  the  loft  (heep  is,  and  take 
him. 

Cel  'Slife,  they'll  cry  n>e  anon,  and  tell  my  marks. 

Sab.  Come  away,  Jitter,  we  (hali  be  jeer'd  to  death  eif*. 
[Exeunt  Olinda  WSabina. 

Flor.  What  do  you  look  that  way  for  ?  You  can't 
forbear  leering  after  the  forbidden  fruit— But  when 
e'er  I  take  a  wencher's  word  again 

Cel.  A  wencher's  woid  !  why  (hould  you  fpeak  fo 
contemptibly  of  the  better  half  of  mankind  ?  I'll  (land 
up  for  the  honour  of  my  vocation. 

Flor.  You  are  in  no  fault,  I  warrant 

CsL  Not  to  give  a  fair  lady  the   lye,   I  am  in  fault; 

but  otherwife Come   let  us  be   friends,  and  let  n  a 

wait  upon  you  to  your  lodging*. —  - 

Flor.  This  impudence  (hall  not  fave  you  from  my 
table  book.  Item,  A  month  more  for  this  fault 

Cel.  Pflnh!  POiah!  You -(hall  feel  will  fo  belabour 
you  with  conftancy  and  flames-,  and  darts,  and  blank 
verfe,  and  foft  things,  and  all  that,  that  before  I  part 
with  you,  I  will  reduce  that  unmerciful  long  fcroll  in 
your  table  book,  to  within  two  feconds  of  the  critical' 
minute. 

Flor.  Say  you  fo,  Sir  ?  I  have  a  good    mind    to  put 

you  to  a  proof  of  your  gallantry What  would  you 

fay  if  I.mould  make  you   an  affignation  at  the  mafque- 
rade  to-night?  But  by  the  way,  I  have  a  mind  to  play-1 
deep  there,  and  for  fear  I  (hould  baulk  my  fortune  for~ 
want  of  a  good    fum,  you   mall  lend  me  two  or  three 
hundred  piftoles* 

Cel.  Ah!  dear  madam,  th:s  is  the  lead  p'osf  you 
could  have  made  of  me.  I  have  juft  that  fum  in  my 
ftrong  box,  and  the  minute  you  meet  me  at  the  maf- 
querade,  thsy  are  pofuively  at  your  fervice---l'll  bring1 
'em  myfelf- But  how  (hall  I  know  you  ? 

Flor.O  \    I'll  (hew  you   my    face Bat  you  promife 

not    to  mention   the  word  Love  to   any  woman  before 
I  come. 

Cel.  Fie,  fie,  doubt  my  conftancy  \  you  mi^ht  as  vveih 
my  honour. 
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F'or.  Well,   remember  then  I  depend  upon  both— 
Adieu,  lam  in  hade. 

CeL  One  minute  will  break  no  fquares,    I'll  warrant 
you. 

Flor*  No,  no,  no  more,  I  (hall  give  you  a  forfeit  of 
my  company* 

Cel.  A  forfeit !  why  you  have  but  tantalized  me  all 
this  while. 

Flor.  What  would  you  have  ? 

CeL  An  hand,  a  lip,  or  any  thing  that  you  can 
fpare;  when  you  have  conjur'd  up  a  fpirir,  you  muft 
give  him  fome  employment,  or  he'll  tear  you  to  pieces* 
Flor.  Well,  well,  becaufe  I  won't  difcourage  your 
conftancy— — theie,  there's  a  lock  of  my  hair  fet  in 
diamonds  to  help  your  contemplation— -Now  not  one 
word  or  ftep  farther,  but  take  your  leave  in  dumb  fbew, 
«nd  be  gone. 

Cel.  Oh  !  [2?0w/»g-,  and  affeftingafigh* 

Flor.  Oh  impertinent ! 

So  have  I  Jeen  in  tragick  fcenes  a  lover, 
With  dying  eyes  his  parting  fains  difccver, 
While  thefoft  nymph  looks  hack  to  <vi£<w  him  far, 
Andfpeaks  her  anguifo  *with  hsr  handkercher  : 
dgain  they  turn,  Jiill  oglir.g  as  before, 
STill  each  gets  backward  to  the  diftant  door, 
T'/jen,  tube?  ib:  I  ft,  loft  look  their  grit f  betrays, 
^he  Aft  is  ended,  and  the  mitftck  plays, 

[Exeunt,  mimicking  this. 


A  C  T    IV.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Mnter  Palamede,  Rhodophil,  in   mafquerade,  with  flam 
beaux  before  them. 

faL  *  |  ^H  f  S    mafquersding,    Rbodophil,  is  a   moft 

jL      glorious  invention. 

Rhv.  I  believe  it  was  inverted  firft  by  fome  jealous 
Jover,  to  difcover  the  haunts  of  his  jilting  miibefr, 
er  by  fome  diftrefled  fervanr,  to  get  an  opportunijy 
with  another  man's  wife. 
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fa/.  No,  no,  it  muft  be  the  invention  of  a  woman, 
there's  fo  much  fubtlety  and  love  in  it. 

Rbo.  Let  the  invention  be  whofe  it  will,  I'm  fure 
'tis  extremely  pleafant;  for  to  go  unknown  is  the  next 
degree  to  going  invifible.  \£nter  Beliza.]  Bgliza,  What 
makes  you  here  ? 

Mel.  Sir,  my  lady  fent  me  after  you,  to  let  you 
know  (he  finds  herfelf  a  little  indifpos'd,  fo  that  five  can 
not  be  at  court,  but  is  retired  to  reft  in  her  own  apart* 
ment,  where  fhe  (hall  want  the  happinefs  of  your  dear 
embraces  to-night. 

Rbo.  A  very  fine  phrafe,  Btliza,  to  let  me  know  my 
wife  defires  to  lie  alone. 

Pal.  I  doubt,  Rkodopkil+yw  take  the  pains  to  inftnift; 
your  wife's  women  in  thefe  elegancies. 

Rbo.  Tell  my  dear  lady,  that  (ince  I  muft  be  fo  un 
happy,  as  not  to  wait  on  her  to-night,  I  will  lament 
bitterly  -for  herabfence:  'Tis  true,  I  fhal!  ftay  a,  little 
here  at  court  to-night,  but  without  her  1  (hall  take  no 
divertifiement. 

Btl.  I  (hall  do  your  commands,  Sir.         [Exit  Beliza. 

Rho.  She's  fick,  as  aptly  for  my  purpofe,  as  if  (he  had 
contriv'd  it  fo. 

Pal.  Sick  !  and  lies  alone  !  Then  it's  poffible  (he  may 
have  contriv'd  it  for  my  purpofe.  Mum  ! 

Rbo.  Well!  if  ever  woman  was  a  help-meet  for 
a  man,  my  fpoufe  is  fo ;  £>r  within  this  hour  I  re 
ceived  a  note  from  Melanthay  that  (he  would  be  here  iir 
jnalquerade  in  boy's  habit,  to  rejoice  wich  me  before 
fhe  enter'd  into  fetters,  for  I  find  fhe  loves  me  better 
than  Palamede*  only  becaufe  he's  to  be  her  hufband: 
There's  fomething  of  antipathy  in  the  word  Marriage 
to  the  very  nature  of  love:  marriage  is  the  mere  ladle 
of  affeftion,  that  cools  it,  when  'tis  never  fo  fiercely 
boiling  over. 

Pal.  Dear  Rboetopkil,  I  muft  beg  your  pardon,  there's 
an  occafion  fall'n  out,  which  I  had  forgot :  I  can't  be  at 
the  mafquerade  to-nighr. 

Rbo.  Dear  Palamede,  I  am  forry  we  (ha'n't  have 
ore  courfe  together  at  the  heid  ;  but  I  find  your  game 
Hes  fingle :  Good  fortune  to  you  with  yoer  miftrefs.  \Exit $ 
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Pal.  So,  he  has  wifh'd  me  good  fortune  with  his  wife*' 
there's  no  fin  in  this,  then.  Here's  fair  Jeave  given; 
Well,  I  muft  go  vifit  the  fick:  I  cannot  refift  the 
temptations  cf  my  charity.  O  what  a  difference  will 
fhe  find  betwixt  a  dull  refty  husband,  and  the  free 
fpirit  of  a  lover  1  He  fets  out  like  a  carrier's  horfe^ 
plodding  on  becaufe  he  knows  he  muft,  with  the  bells 
of  matrimony  chiming  fo  melancholy  about  his  neck, 
in  pain  till  he's  at  his  journey's-end,  and  defpairing  to 
get  thither.  \ClaJhing  of  Swords.]  Hark  !  What  noife  ia 
that  ?  fwords  !  nay  then  have  with  you.  [Exiti 

&-**/irPalamedc  with  RhodophiJ,<zW  Doralice  in  Man't 
Habit. 

Kbo.  FrienJ,  your  relief  was  very  timely,  otherwife 
I  had  been  opprefs'd. 

Pal.  What  was  the  quarrel  ? 

Rho.  What  I  did,  was  in  refcueof  this  youth. 
.    Pal.  What  caufe  could  he  give  'em  ? 

Dor.  The  common  caufe  of  fighting  in  mafquerade  > 
they  vvere  drunk,  and  I  was  fober, 
,  Rho.  Have  they  rot  hurt  you  ? 

Dor.  No,  but  I'm  exceedingly  ill  with  the  fright  on'iv 

Pa!.  Let's  lead  him  to  fome  place,  where  he  may  re- 
frelh  himfelf. 

Rbo.  Do  you  conduct  him  then.- 

Pa!.  How  crofs  this  happens  to  my  defign  of  going 
to  Doralice!  for  I'm  confident  (he  was  fick  on  purpcic- 
that  I  mould  vifit  her.  Hark  you,  Rbodcpbii,  cou'd 
not  you  take  care  of  this  tripling  ?  I  am  partly  en- 
gsg'd  to-night. 

-Rho.  You  know  I  have  bufinefs  -,  but  come,  youth, 
if  it  rnuft  be  fo 

Dor.  No,  good  Sir,  don't  give  yourfelf  that  trouble  ; 
I  iliall  be  fafer,  and  better  pleas'd  with  your  fxiend  here* 

Rho.  Farewell  then,  once  more  I  vvifh  you  a  good  ad 
venture.  : 

Pal.  Damn   this  kindnefs!  now   muft   I  be  troubled 
this  young  rogue,  and  mifs  my  opportunity  with 
Palaraede  with  Dora!ice». 
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*Fhe  Scene   opens  to  the  mafquzrade.     Company  of  all  forts  ^ 

and  Jo  me  at  play.  Celadon  Iccfang  on. 
GV.  Let  me  fee,  I  am  to  lend  Florimel  three  hundred 
pittoles  to  night  ;  and  if  fhe  had  prefs'd  me  for  three 
hundred  and  two,  I  muft  pofitively  have  borrowed  a 
couple  to  have  made  up  the  fum  :  She  was  refolved  to 
leave  me  without  a  crofs  in  my  pocket,  I  find  ;  wifely 
presuming,  that  while  I  want  money  for  my  Menu  ple- 
fiews,  I  mall  the  oftener  come  to  her  for  confolation  :— 
ijuppcfe  now  I  fliould  baulk  her  defign,  and  fairly  ven-* 
ture  one  hundred  of  them  to  win  a  couple  more  to  'em 
•—  —  Stay  -  let  me  fee—  I  have  the  box,  and  throw 
A  Don  fets  me  ten  piftoles,  I  nick  hrm  --  Ten 
more  -  1  fweep  them  too  -  Now  in  all  reafon  he  is 
nettled  and  fets~  me  twenty.  -  Urn  !  Say  you  fo; 
my  Hide  Don,  fays  I  -  Slap  !  I  win  them  too.  Novv 
he  kindles,  and  butters  me  with  forty  -  they  are  a 
my  own.  In  fine,  he  is  vehement,  and  bleeds  on  to 
fourfcorc,  or  an  hundred  :  And  I  not  willing  to 
tempt  fortune,  come  away  a  moderate  winner  of  about 
two  hundred  piftoles  -  Ay!  ay,  exactly  the  fum  I  ha  v« 
occafion  for—  Ha  1 


Enter  F  la  via  and  Florimel  in 

I'gad,  and  here  comes  another  thing  ;  I  have  always 
Ccctfion  for  a  fine  woman,  by  Jupiter* 

Flor.  Do  you  think  he  won't  know  me  ? 

F!a.  Not  if  you  keep  your  defign  of  pafiing  for  an 
African.  , 

Flor.  Wei!,,  now  I  ftull  make  a  fair  tryal  of  him  ; 
For  I  have  a  ftrange  mind  to  know  if  his  confcience 
will  let  him  be  as  gjeat  a  rogue  to  MeJtfa's  daugh 
ters,  as  he  has  been  to  me. 

Fla.  I  never  doubt  his  confcience  for  any   thing 
Se<%  he  is  making  to  the  bait  already. 

CeL  If  your  wit  and  face,  madam,  come  up  to  what 
the  reft  of  your  perfon  promifes,  there's  one  heart  gone 
aftray,  to  my  knowledge. 

Flor.  JTis  true,  Sir,  I  have  been  flatter'd  in  my  own 
country  with  the  reputation  of  a  little  handfojnenefs  > 
ba;  how  it  will  pafs  in  Siejfy,  is  a  quedion. 
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Ctl.  Why,  madam,  are  not  you  of  Sicily? 

FJor.  No,  Sir,  of  Morocco  ;  I  onty  caine  hither  to  fee 
fome  of  my  relations,  who  are  fettled  here,  and  turn'd 
chriftians,  (incc  the  expullion  of  my  countrymen  the 
Moors. 

Cel.  Arc  you  then  a  Mahomet  an  ?^ 

Flor*  A  Mujfulman,  at  your  fervice.  - 

Ctl.  A  Mujjuhuoman^  fay  you  ?  I  proteft  by  your  voice 
I"fhould  have  taken  you  for  a  certain  Chriiiian  lady  of 
my  acquaintance.  - 

Flor.  It  feems  you  are  in  love  then  ;  if  fo,  Sir,  I  have 
done  with  you:  'Twill  be  dangerous  for  a  poor  brown 
^African  to  invade  the  dominions  of  a  Sicilian  complexion.  - 

Cel.  Plhah  !  Some  little  liking  I  might  have,  but  that 
was  only  a  morning  dew,  'tis  drawn  up  by  the  funfliine 
of  your  beauty.     I  find  your  African  Cupid  is  a  much 
farer  archer,  than  ours   of  Europe     •  'Yet       <  wou'd  I  .« 
ceu'd  fee  you       <  One  look  would  fecure~your  conqueft.  - 

F/or.  No,  no,  I'll  referve  my  face  to  gratify  your 
imagination  with  But  in  earneft,  do  you  love  me? 

Ctl.  Ay,  by  Alba^  do  I  moft  intolerably  :  You  have 
wit  in  abundance  :  by  your  motion  I  fee  you  dance  to 
a  miracle;  by  your  voice,  I'm  fure  you  fing  like  an 
angel ;  and  it  one  were  bat  to  fee  your  face,  I'll  war* 
rant  it  looks  like  a  Cherubim. 

Flor.  But  can  you  be  conftant  upon  occaficn  ?  S 

Cel.  Conftant!  Ay,  by  Mahomet.  . 

Fhr.  You  fwear  like  a  Turk,  Sir ;  but  take  heed,  CUT  • 
prophet  is  a  fevere  puniiher  of  promifc-breakers. 

CeL  Pfhah  L  Madam,  your  prophet  is  a    Cavalier,    I 
warrant;  I  honour  him.for  the  handfome  provifion  he  has   • 
made  for  us  lovers  in  the  other  world,    as  black  eyes,    . 
young  limbs,  and  fre(h  m i Ore fTes  every  day  in  the  week. 
Ah!  go  thy  ways,  little  Mafomet,  Tfaith  thou  lhalt  al 
ways  have  my  good  word. 

Flor.  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  we  are  a  little  too  particular;  . 
all  the  company  are  at  play,  you  fee ;  if  you  have  a 
mind  to  venture  your  money,  I'll  make  one  with  you 
immediately— In  the  mean  time,  when  you  have  aa 
idle  thought  to  throw  away,  bellow  it  on  jour  fervani 
Fatyma. 
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Ctl.  This  lady  Fatyma  pleafes  me  moil  infinitely. 

Fla.  Falfe,  or  true,  maciam  ? 

Flor.   Falfe,  as  water;  but  by  fire,  air,   and   earth^. 
I'll  fit  him  for't.     Have  you  the  high  dice  about  you  ? 

Fla.  I  have  'em. 

Flor.  By  your  leave,  Sir,,  what's  your  game  ? 

Ccl.  RafHe,  madam Come,  fet  what  you  pleafe, 

'tis  no  matter  what  I  lofe ;  the  greatei*  itake,  my  heart, 
is  gone  already. 

Flor.  There*  [She  Jets,  and  he  throws. 

Cel.  So,  I  have  a  good  chance,  two  quarters  and  a  fix. 

Flor.  Two  fixes  and  a  trey  wins  it.  [Sweeps  the  money*, 

Cel.  Very  welJ,  madam Come,  I'll  try  my  for 
tune  once  again— What  have  I  here?  two  fixes  and  a 
quatre — Come,  an  hundred  piftoJes  more  upon  that  throw* 

Flor.  I'm  at  you,  Sir. Flavia,  the  high  dice. 

Fla.  There. 

Flor.  Three  fives,  I  have  won  you,  Sir. 

Cel.  Blood  and  furies !  it  would  never  have  vex'd  me 
to  have  loft  my  money  to  a  Cbrijlian,  but  to  a  Pagan  ! 
an  Infidel! 

Fla.  Come,  come,  madam,  e'en  give  over  while  you 
are  a  winner. 

CeL  I  hope  the  lady  is  not  under  the  curb  of  a  go 
verned,  madam  ;  you'll  give  her  leave  to  do  what  {he 
pleafes  with  her  own,  fure. 

Flor.  Since  you  are  fo  briflc,  Sir,  come,  there's  your 
hundred  piftoles  again,  cover  'em  and  I  am  at  you. 

Cel.  S'ay,  madam 1  will  cover  you,  tho'  I'm  ftrip'd , 

for't ;  give  me  the  box         Here       -Frelh  dice. 

Flor.  I'll  throw  with  the  old  ones. 

Cel.  There,  madam—- -Juft  in,  faith  !  Two  fives  and> 
an  ace. 
.Flor.  Come  on,  Sir         Three  fours rit's  mine. 

Cel.  Umh  ! Loll  !  loll !  de  doll!    What  the  devil, 

did  I  mean  to  play  with  this  Brunei  of  Afric  ? 

Fla.  May  the  lady  have  leave  to  go  now,  Sir  ? 

Cel.  If  your  ladymip  had  never  come  hither,  there 
wou'd  have  been  no  great  lofs  of  your  company.  Come, 
madam,  this  diamond  locket  to  twenty  pifloles. 

Flor.  Some  lady's  favour,  I  prefume ;  I   am  loth  tt , 
wn  it, 
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CW.  Upon  honour,  madam,  my  own  hair,  defignM 
only  for  an  old  aunt  tnat  lives  in  the  country. 

Flor.  Nay  then,  Sir,  if  it  be  your  own,  I  won't  un 
dervalue  it 1  here's  thirty  piitoles  againft  it  :  Have* 

at-it Two  fixes  arid  a  five 1  Hand  fair  for't. 

[He  throws.]  'Tis  mine,  Sir.. 

CeL  Confume  and  grind  the  fouls  of  thcfe  dice  !    •  «• 

Net  one   flake  in   five  :  The  devil if  ever  I  touch 

box  again.     Ah,  plague  of  your  jeft. 
Flavin  JfcaAes  the  box  at  him,  and  goes  out  laughing  at  Flor, 
A  pretty  figure  I  (hall  make  to  Fieri  me  I  by  and  by- 
Now  wjll  I  (leal  into  a  corner,  and  laugh  at  myfelf  rnoft 
unmercifully  :  For  my  condition  is  fo  ridiculous,  that 
'tis-  pafl  cu/fing.  [Exit* 

*The  fcene  changes  into  an  eating  houfe,  bottle's  of  wine  ort 

the  talk.     Paltmede,  and  Dora  ice  in  men  s  habit* 

Dor.  Now  cannot  I  find  in  my  heart  to  difcover  my 
felf,  though  I  long  he  ftiould  know  me.  [.4fide* 

Pal.  I  teil  thee,  boy,  now  I  have  feen  thee  fafe,  I  inuft 
be  gone;  I  have  no  leifure  to  throw  away  on  thy  raw  con- 
verfation.  I  am  a  perfon  that  underftand  better  things,  I— • 

Jbor.  Were  I  a  woman,  Oh  how  jou'ci  admire  me  !  Cry 
up  every  word  I  faid,  and  fcrew  jour  face  into  a  fub- 
ittifliYe  fmile. 

Pal.  Ay,  boy,  there's  dame  Nature  in  the  cafe  :  He 
who  cannoc  find  wit  in  a  miftrefs,  deferves  to  find  no 
thing  elfe,  boy.  B.it  thefe  are  riddles  to  the?,  chil 
and  I  have  not  leifure  to  inftruft  thee  ;  I  have  affaiis  to 
difpatch,  g^eat  affairs  ;  I  am  a  man  of  bufinefs. 

Dor.  Come,  you  fliall  not  go  ;  you  have  no  affair  but 
what  you  may  difpatch  here,  to  my  knowledge. 

Fa!.  I  now  find  thou  art  a  boy  of  more  underflanding 
than  I  thought  thee  ;  a  very  lewd  wicked  boy. 

Dor.  You  are  miftaken,  Sir,  I  would  only  have  you 
fhew  me  a  more  lawful  reafon  why  you  would  leave  me, 
than  I  can  why  you  fhould  not,  and  PJ1  not  flay  you  ; 
for  I  am  not  fo  young,  but  I  underfiand  the  preffing- 
occafions  of  mankind  as  well  as  you. 

Pal.  A  very  forward  and  underftanding  boy  !  thou 
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in  great  danger  of  a  page's  wit,  to  be  brifk  at  fourteen, 
and  dull  at  twenty.  But  I'll  give  thee  no  farther  account, 
I  muft  and  will  go. 

Dor.  My  life  on't,  your  miftrefs  is  not  at  home. 
Pal.  This  imp  wi!l  make  me  very  angry.     I  tell  thee, 
young  Sir,  fheVat  home,  and  at  home  for  me;  and-, 
which  is  more,  ihe  is  a-bed  for  me,  and  iick  for  me^ 
Dor.  For  you  only  ? 
Pal.  Ay,  for  me  only. 

Dor.  But  how  do  you  know  (he's  fick  a-bed  ? 
Pal.  She  fent  her  hufband  woid  fo. 
Dor.  And  are  you  fuch  a  novice  in  love,  to  believe  a 
wife's  meflage  to  her  hulband? 

Pal.  Why,  what  the  devil  mould  be  her  meaning  elfe? 
Dor.  It  may  be,  to  go  in  mafquerade  as  well  as  yoii;f 
to  obferve  your  haunts,  and  keep  your  company  without 
ydur  knowledge. 

Pal.  Nay,  I'll  truft  her  for  that ;  fhe  loves  me  too  well 
to  difguife  herfelf  from  me. 

Dor.  If  I  were  {he,  I  v*ould  di%uife  myfelf  on  pur* 
pcfe  to  try  your  wit,  and  come  to  my  fervaat  li'ke  a 
riddle,  read  me  and  take  me. 

Pal.  I  cou'd  know  her  in  any  fhape  ;  my  good  genius 
would  prompt  me  to  find  out  a  handibme  woman. 
There's  fomething  in  her  that  would  attract  me  to  her 
without  my  knowledge.  g 

Dor.  Yet  Aill  my  mind  gives  me,  that  you  have  met 
her  difguis'd  to-night,  and  have  not  known  her. 

Pal.  This  is  the  moft  pragmatical,,  conceited,  little 
fellow,  he  willnteds  underftand  my  bufinefs  better  than 
myfelf.  I  tell  thee  once  more,  thou  doit  not  know  my 
millrefs. 

Dor.  And  I  tell  you  once  more,  that  1  know  her  bettei1 
than  you  do. 

Pal.  The  boy  is  refolv'd  to  have  the  laft  word.  I  find 
I  mail  go  without  a  reply.  [Exit. 

Dor.  Ah,  mifchief,  I  have  loft  him  with  my  fooling. 
Palatntdei  Patamede;  'tis  I,  Doraiicc.  [He  returns,  Jhe  Clucks 
off 'her  peruke ',  and  putt  it  on  again,  when  be  knows  bfr.\ 
Pal.  O  heavens!  Is  it  you  madam  £ 


The    C  o  M  i  c  A  L    E  n  v  E  R  ».. 

Dor.  Now,  where 'was  your  good  genius,  that  wou'cf 
prompt  you  to  find  me  out  ? 

Pal.  Why,  you  fee  I  was  not  deceiv'd  ;  you  yourfelf4. 
were  my  good  genius. 

Enter  Rhodophil,  and.  Melantha    in    Ivy's  kdbit.     Rho* 
dophiljess  Palamede  kiffing  Doralice's  hand* 

Rho.  Palamede!  Again  I  ,am  fallen  into  your  quar-~ 
ters.  What  !  engaging  with  a  boy  .^ 

Pal.  I  was  juft  chaftizing  this  young  villain  ;  he 
was  running  away  without  paying  his  ihare  of  the 
reckoning. 

Rho.  Then  I  find  I  was  deceived  in  him. 

Pal.  Yes,  you  are  deceived  in  him  :  'Tis  the  archelfr- 
rogue,  if  you  did  but  know  him. 

MeL  Good  Rhtdophil,  let's  go  off  A~la-deroleet  for 
fear  I  fhould  be  difcover'd. 

Rbo.  There's  no  retiring  now,  I  warrant  you  for  difV 
covery  :  Now  have  I  the  oddeft  thought  to  entertain 
you  before  your  fervant's  face,  and  he  never  the  wifer  j 
'twill  be  the  prettied  juggling  trick  to  cheat  him  y»he». 
he  looks  upon  us. 

Mel.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  caprice  in  you. 

Pal.  [To  Doralice.]     This  RbodopbiVs  the  unluckieft  ' 
fellow  to  me!    This  is   now  the   tecond  time  he    has 
b'arr'd  the  dice,  when  we  were  juft  ready  to  have  nick'd 
kim  ;  but  if  ever  I  get  the  box  again. 

Dor.  Do  you  think  he  will  know  me?  Am  llikemyfelf?" 

Pal.  No  more  than  a  piilureJn  the  hangings. 

Dor.  Nay,  then  he  can  never  difeover  me,  now  ths 
wrong  fide  of  the  arras  is  turned  towards  him. 

Pal.  At  lead,  'twill  be  fome  pleafure  to  me  to  en  joy  ^ 
what  freedom  I  can,  while  he  looks  on;  I  will  ilorm  • 
the  out- works  of  matrimony  even  before  his  face.  . 

Rbo.  What  wine  have  you  here,  Palamede? 

Pal.  O)d  Chios,  or  the  rogue's  damn'd  that  drew  it. 

Rbo.  Come  to  the  mod  conilaut  of  miitreffes  ;  that! 
believe  is  yours,  Palamede. 

Dor,  Pray  fpare  your  feconds ;  for  my  part,  I  am  but 
d  weak  brother. 

P&L  Now,  to  the  trueft  of  turtles ;  /that  is,  your  .wife* 
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that  lies  fick  at  home  in  the   bed  of  honour. 
Rbo.   Now  let's  have  one  common    healch,  and   fo 

done. 

Dor.   Then,  for  once,  I'll  begin  it.    Here's  to  him  that 
4ias  the  fairelt  lady  in  Sicily  in  mafquerada  to-night. 

Pal.  This  is  fuch  an  obliging  health,  I'll  kifs  thee, 
.dear  rogue,  for  thy  invention.  [Kiffes  her, 

.Rho.  He  who  has  this  lady,  is  a  happy  man,  with 
out  difpate.  [Rifles  her.]- — -I'm  the  moft:  concern'd 
in  this  I  am  fare.  [djultm 

Pal.  Was  it  not  well  found  out,  Rkodopbil? 
Mel.  Ay,  this  was  bien  trouve  indeed. 
Dor.  [To  Melantha.]  I  fuppofe  I  (hall  do  you  a  kind- 
Jiefs,  to  enquire  if  you  have  been  in  France,  Sir? 
Mel.  To  do  you  fervice,  Sir. 

Dor.  O,  Monfieur>  vot re  valet  bien  bumble.  [Saluting  her. 
*M.il.    Et   <uotre  efclawe,    Monfisur,    de  tout  mon   cteur* 

[Returning  the  falute* 

Dor.  I  fuppofe,  fweet  Sir,  you  are  the   hope  and  joy 

of  fome  thriving  citizen,  who   has   pinch'd   himfelf  at 

home  to  breed  you  abroad,  where  you  have  learn'd  your 

*xercifes,  as  it  appears,  moft  auksvardly,  and  are  return'd, 

with  the  addition   of  a  new  lac'd  coat,    and  a  long  wig, 

to   your  good   old   father,  who  looks  at  you   with  his 

mouth,  while  you  (pout  French  with  your  Mon  Monfaur* 

Pal.  Let  me  kifs  thee  again  for  that,  dear  rogue. 

Mel.  And  you,    t  imagine,    are  my   young   matter, 

whom  your  mother  durit  not  truft  upon  fait  water,    but 

left  you  to  be  your  own  tutor  at  fourteen  ;  to  be   very 

briik  and   entreprenant ;  tocndeavour  to  be  debauch'd  ere 

you  had  learnt  the  knack  on't ;  to  value  yourfelf  upon  sa 

intrigue  before  you  get  it,  and  to  make  it   the  height 

of  your  ambition  to  get  a  player  for  your  miftrefs, 

Rbo.  [Embracing  Melantha.]  Oh  dear  ycun£  bully, 
thou  halt  tickled  him  with  a  repartee  ¥  faith. 

Mel.  You  are  one  of  thofe  that  applaud  our  country 
plays,  where  drums,  and  trumpets,  and  blood  and 
^wounds  are  wit. 

Rbo.  Again, my  boy!  Let  me  kifs  thee  moft  abundantly. 

Dor.  You   are  an  admirer  of  the  dull  French  poetry, 

which  is  fo  thin,    that  'Us  the  very  leaf-gold  of  wit, 


*£ke   COMICAL    LOVERS 

the  very  wafers  and  whipp'd  cream  of  fenfe,  for  which 
a  roan  opens  his  mouth,  and  gapes  to  fwallow  nothing  ; 
And  to  be  an  admirer  of  fuch  profound  dulnefs,  one 
ftiufl  be  endow'd  with  a  great  perfection  of  impudence 
and  ignorance. 

Pal.  Let  me  embrace  thee  mod  vehemently. 

Mel.  I'll  facrifice  my  life  for  French  poetry.   [Advancing* 

Dor.  I'll  die  upon  the  fpotforcur  country  wit. 

Rbo.  ['To  Melantha.]  Hold,  hold,  young  Mars;  Pa* 
'iatffede,  draw  back  your  hero. 

Pah  'Tis  time ;  I  mall  be  drawn  in  for  a  fecond  elfe, 
at  the  wrong  weapon. 

Md.  Oh,    that  I  were  a  man  for  thy  fake! 

Dor,  You'll  be  a  man  as  foon  as  I  fha'l. 

Enter  a  mejjenger  to  Rhodophil. 

Mfft  Sir,  the  King  has  inftantbufinefs  with  you. 
faw    the  guard  drawn   up  by   your  lieutenant,   before 
the  palace  gate,   ready  to  march* 

Rka.  'Tis  fomewhat  fudden  ;  fay  tbat  f  am  coming. 
[Exit  Meffenger.']  Now,  Palamede,  what  think  you  of  thia 
fport  ?  This  is  fome  fudden  tumult,  will  you  along  ? 

Pal.  Yes,  yes,  I  will  go ;  but  the  devil  take  me  if 
ever  I  was  lefs  in  humour.  Why,  the  pox,  could  they 
not  have  (laid  their  tumult  till  to-morrow?  Then  I  had 
done  my  bufmefs,  and  been  ready  for  'em.  Truth  is, 
I  had  a  little  tranfitory  crime  to  have  committed  firft  ; 
and  I  am  the  worft  man  in  the  world  at  repenting,  till 
a  fin  be  thoroughly  done  :  But  what  (hall  we  do  with 
the  two  boys  ? 

jR£0.  Let  'em  take  a  lodging  in  the  houfe,  till  the 
bufmefs  be  over. 

Dor.  What,  lie  with  a  boy  ?  For  my  part,  I  own  it, 
J  cannot  endure  to  lie  with  a  boy. 

Pal.  The  more's  my  forrow,  I  cannot  accommodate 
you  with  a  better  bed  fellow. 

Mel.  Let  me  die,  if  I  enter  into  a  pair  of  meets  with 
him  that  hates  the  French.  [Exit. 

Dor.  Pifh,  take  no  care  for  us,  but  leave  us  in  the 
greets;  I  warranr  you,  as  late  as  it  is,  I'll  find  my 
iodgi-ng  as  well  as  any  drunken  bully  of 'em  all.  [£v&. 
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Til  fight  in  mere  revenge,  and  <wreak  my  paj/ton 
On  all  that  f poll  this  hopeful  ajfignation.       [Aflde. 

Pal,  I  am  fure  we  fight  in  a  good  quarrel. 

Rogues  may  pretend  religion  and  the  laws, 

But  a  kind  miftrefs  is  the  good  old  caufe*      [Exeunt, 

Scene  changes  again    to   the   mafquerade ;     CeladoR 
looking  en  at  the  gaming- 1 able • 

<Cel»  What  witchcraft  made  me  put  it  into  fortune'* 
/er  to  jilt  me  thus ;  not  only  to  lofe  my  money,  but, 
In  all  probability,  my  miftrefs  along  with  it!  Well  !  I 
forefee  what  it  will  come  to — —{he'll  quarrel  with  me 

upon't,  I  fuppofe fo  that  I  have  nothing  to  do  but  to 

fet  a  good  face  upon  the  matter,  and  e'en  begin  with 

her  firft Here  me  comes,  faith,  and  Mrs.  Nimble* 

^Tongue,  my  evil  genius,  along  with  her  !  Jafper,  come 
hither,  \WbiJpers  hi*  Man.] that's  all. 

Jaf.  I'll  endeavour,  Sir. 

Enter  Florimel  and  Flavia  unmaflfd. 

Flor.  §o,  Sir!  I'm  as  good  as  my  word,  you  fee. 

CeL  I  am  forry  you  came  fo  late,  madam,  for  the 
company's  broke  up,  you  fee.  Am  I  to  wait  upon  you 
.home,  or  will  you  be  fo  kind  to  take  a  hard  lodging 
with  me  to-night? 

Flor.  No,  Sir,  you  mall  have  the  honour,  if  you 
pleafe,  to  fee  me  to  my  own  lodgings. 

del.  No  more  words  then,  but  let's  away  to  prevent 
difcovery. 

Fla.  Dear  Sir  !  You  are  in  mighty  hade  to  be  lid  of 
the  lady,  methinks. 

Cel.  O  fie,  madam,  but  if  the  lady  (hou'd  want  fleep, 
you  know,  'twould  fpoil  the  luftre  of  her  eyes  to-mor 
row,  and  then  ten  to  one  but  fhe  iofes  half  a  dozen 
. conquetts  by  it. 

Flor.  No,  no,  Sir,  I  am  a  peaceable  princefs,  and 
content  with  my  own,  I  mean  your  heart  and  purfe : 
For  the  truth  is,  I  have  loft  my  money  in  mafquerade 
to-night,  and  I  am  coiae  to  claim  your  promi§  of  fup- 
plying  me. 
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Cel.  Madam,  you  make  me  entirely  happy  in  your! 
commands  ;  to-morrow  morning  my  fervant  lhall  wait 
'tjon  you  with  three  hundred  piitples. 

Flor.  Buti  left  my  company  with  promife  to  return 


£to  play. 
Cel. 


Pihah  !  Flay  upon  tick,  antf  lofe  the  Indies;  I'll 
difcharge  it  all  to-morrow. 

Flor.  No,  no,  to-night,  if  you'll  oblige  me. 

Cel.  Jafper,  go  and  bring  me  three  hundred  piftoles 
immediately. 

Jaf.  Sir  -  [Staring."] 

Cel.  Do  you  expoftulate,  you  rafcal  ?  How  he  flares! 
you  impudent  rogue,  you  have  not  been  diverting 
your  felf  with  the  infide  of  my  ftrong  box,  have  you  f 
I'll  be  hang'd  if  this  villain  has  not  loll  ail  my  gold  at 
play:  If  you  have,  confefs  it  immediately,  (irrah  ;  and 
then  perhaps  I'll  pardon  you  :  But  if  you  offer  to  (land 
in  a  lye,  you  dog,  I'll  have  no  mercy  on  you.  Come,  did 
you  lofe  it.? 

Jaf.  Sir,  'tis  not  for  me  to  difpute  with  you- 
As  to  the  gold,  Sir  -  1  -  confefs  -  1  ......  1- 

Cel.  O  do  you  fo,  Sir?  Do  you  hear  him,  madam, 
this  impudent  rogue  ccnfe/Tes  he  has  loft  it. 

Flor.  Ay,  as  fure  as  e'er  he  had  it,  I  dare  fwear  for 
him  :  But  commend  me  to  you  for  a  kind  matter,  that 
can  let  yourfervantplay  off  three  hundred  piftoles  with 
out  the  leaft  fign  of  anger  to  him. 

Fla.  'Tis  a  fign  he  has  a  greater  bank  in  flore  upon 
occafion. 

Cel.  Well,  madam,  I  muft  confefs,  I  have  more  by 
me  than  I  will  fpeak  of  at  this  time  :  But  till  you  have 
given  me  fatisfa&ion 

Flor.  You  fatisfaftion!  what  for  my  being  difappointed 
of  your  promife  ? 

Cel.  Don't  tell  me  of  a  promife,  madam,  my  pro- 
rnife  was  made  upon  a  foppoiition  that  your  conduit 
would  defeive  it?  but  lince  I  fee,  madam,  how  littld 
regard  you  have  to  your  reputation  and  your  money, 
and  all  that,  madam  - 

Flor.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Cel.  Mean  !  What,   you  have  done  nothing  to  make 
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S  ifoan  jealous,  I  warrant ;  Going  out  a  gaming  in 
qerade  at  unreafonable  hours,  and  lofing  your  money 
at  play  is  no  fault  with  you,  I  fuppofe  .?  V/hat  do  I 
mean?  Have  r.ot  you  been  gaming,  madam,  and  ex 
travagantly  Jofi  your  money?  Your  money,  madarnj 
death  !  that  lofs  above  all  provokes  me. 

F/J.    I  believe  you,  becaufe  Ihe  comes  to  y^u  for  more* 

Flor.  Is  this  the  mightv  quarrel  then  ?  But  fuppofe* 
Sir,  I  am  able  to  clear  myfelf. 

•CeL  (won't  fuppofe  any  fuch  trvng,  madam,  I  know 
it  all  impoffibie,  there's  noexcufein  nature  can -be  found 
For  it-:  I'll  Hop  my  ears  if  you  but  offer  it* 

Flor.  You'll  hear  me  fure. 

CeL  To  do  this  in  the  beginning  of  an  amour,  and 
to  a  jealous  fervant  as  I  am :  Had  I  all  the  wealth  of 
Peru  after  fuch  an  extravagance,  I  would  not  part  with 

fingle  Mare-vedis  to  you. 

Flor.  To  this  I  anfwer-^—— 

CeL  Anfwer  nothing  at  all,  madam,  for  it  ""will  b'Ut 
Inflame  the  quarrel  between  us :  i  muft  come  to  my- 
felf  by  little  and  little,  and  when  I  am  ready  for  fat's* 
Faction,  if  you  can  think  of  any  that's  proper  for  an  in- 
(ur'd  lover  to  take,  I'll  then  perhaps  confulc  my  ho 
nour,  whether  I  fhall  receive  it  or  no* 

Flor.  Pfhah!  Pfhah  !  this  anger's  all  affeaed,  a 
mere  pretence  to  {ham  me  cfT  of  the  promife  you  made* 

CeL  Very  fine  !  fham  you  madam  ! 

Flor.  Sir,  you'll  find,  I  know  you  atlaft. 

CeL  And  you'll  find,  madam,  that!  knovV  yoQ,  aftd 
fo  well  too,  that  my  poor  heart  akes  for't  i  1  knew  by 
your  Haying  fo  long,  you  had  loft  your  money  )  and 
therefore  I  once  had  it  in  my  mind  to  go  home  to  bed 
without  fpeakingtoyou:  Butfince  I  knew  you'd  certainly 
come  to  borrow  more  of  me,  I  was  refolv'dto  ftay  and— 

Flor.  And  let  me  have  it ;  that  will  be  kind  irrdtfed. 

CeL  No,  no,  madam,  to  reproach  you,  to  declare  my 
grievances,  which  are  great  attd  many. 

Fla.  What   money   he   may  have  about  him,  I 
tell,  but  I'm  furc  he  does  not  want  for  impudence. 

CeL  And  therefore  I  muft  tell  you,  madam  "  »<'" 

Fkr.  I'll  hear  of  noihing  but  the  money* 
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Fla.  Ay,  (lick  to  that,  madam. 

Cd.  Do  you  think  me  a  perfon  to  be  us'd  fo  ? 

Flor.  Look  you,  Sir,  I  won't  quarrel  with  you  : 
Where's  the  money  ? 

Cel.  By  your  favour,  madam,  we  will  quarrel. 

Flor.  Money,  money. 

Cel.  I  am  angry,  and  can  hear  nothing. 

Flor.   Money,  money,  money,  money. 

Cel.  I  thank  my  liars,  I  never  was  fo  barbaroufly 
U£'d  in  all  my  life. 

Flor.  Then  you  are  refolv'd  to  ftand  it  out,   I  fee. 

Cel.  Madam,  I  have  fenfe  enough  to  know  when  I'm 
affronted. 

Flor.  And  intend  to  pufh  this  quarrel  to  an  extremity  ? 

Cel.  I  ihall  venture  to  carry  it  up  to  the  provocation, 
madam. 

Flor.  Very  well,  Sir,  and  becaufe  your  refentment 
{han't  want  a  frefh  occafion  to  fupport  it,  know  then  I 
have  loft  no  money  to-night,  and  only  pretended  that 
I  had,  to  make  a  trial  of  your  generofity,  (tojfis  a 
furfe.)  And  now,  Sir,  I  prefume  the  quarrel  lies  a  little 
of  my  fide,  fo  that  as  foon  as  you  pleafe,  Sir,  that  ex 
traordinary  treafure,  your  heart,  is  again  at  your  own 
difpofal. 

Cel.  O  madam !  the  leaft  I  can  do  in  return,  is  to 
let  go  the  flippery  hold  I  had  of  your  ladylhip's :  And 
becaufe  you  (han't  fay  I  keep  any  thing  that  belongs  to 
you,  madam,  take  back  your  picture  and  your  hand 
kerchief. 

Flor.  I   have  nothing  of  your's  to   keep :  therefore 
take  back  your  liberal  promifes,  take  'em  in  imagination. 
Cel.  Not  to  be  behind   hand  with   you  in  airs,  ma 
dam—Here  I  give  you  back  your  locket   of  diamonds : 

Take  you  that  in  imagination 

FLr.  No.  Sir,  I  happen'd  to  have  fecur'd  that  in  re 
ality,  ever  fince  your  imagination  loft  it  to   the  ladyl 
Fafyma*  [Shows  the  Lcckst*  j 

Cel.  Oh  !  the  Devil,  if  the  lady  Fafyma  be  turn'd 
Chriftian  again,  I  am  routed  to  all  intents  and  purpofes.  j 

Flor.  By  Alha!  and  fo  you  are,  Sir:  By  Mahomet\ 
you  are ;  and  to  let  you  fee  I  fcorn  to  keep  any  of  your 
heathen-offerings,  there,  there's  your  money  again  ; 
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t*ke  it  back  with  your  oaths  and  proteftations,  they're 
never  the  worfe  for  wearing,  I  afTure  you  :  Therefore 
take  'em  fpick  and  fpan,  as  they  are  for  the  ufe  of  your 
new  feraglio. 

Fla.  Now  come  away  in  triumph,  madam,  the  dayfs 
your  own. 

Flor.  Let  him  go.firft,  I'll  (lay  and  keep  the  honour 
of  the  field. 

Cel.  I  /hall  not  part  with  that,  madam ;  I'll  net  re 
treat,  if  you  flay  till  midnight. 

Fla.  So,  fo  ;  here's  like  to  be  more  blows,  I  find : 
But. I'll  e'en  leave 'em  to  fight  cut  their  weapons  by  them- 
felves.  \_Afede.}  [£^. 

[Florimel  and  Celadon  walk  carelffy  by  one  anothw, 
bumming  a  fever  al  tune 

Cel.  Well,  to  lee  how  ridiculous  a  thing  paflkm  is  ! 
HQW  like  a  fool  a  man  looks,  when  he  has  quarrellU 
with  the  woman  he  would  give  one  of  his  eyes  to  be 
reconcil'd  to. 

Flor.  And  a  Lover  that  expefh  his  Miftrefs  fhould  be 
reconcil'd  to  him  without  his  making  the  firft  motion, 
muft  certainly  have  a  ttrong  proof  of  his  ignorance. 

.Cel.  Then  (as  I  have  often  faid)  for  a  woman  to  lay 
fnares  for  a  man,  and  punifh  him  for  being  taken — — 
To  have  no  regard  to  the  frailities  of  human  nature. 
Well !  Nay,  for  a  man  to  be  inclin'd  to  afk  her  pardon  5 
and  me  to  be  fo  unmerciful,  as  not  by  0113  fingle  Jook, 
or  word,  to  encourage  his  penitence. 

Flor.  Well,  if  ever  I  engage  with  another  ferrant, 
I  fancy  I  (hall  have  more  wit,  than  to  tempt  him  in  a 
difguife  again:  For  'tis  certainly  as  dirett  a  folly,  as  to 
throw  zVenice-Glafs  to  the  ground  to  try  if  it  vvou'd  net 
break  :  And  to  part  with  him  upon't,  ,is  fuperlativdy 
ridiculous. 

Cel.  Madam,  if  it  were  not  to  pleafe  fome  people; 
I  don't  fee  any  fuch  great  neceflity  of  fome  people's 
parting. 

Flor.    I  proteft,  I  fancy  fome  people  often  do  it,  only 
becaufe  perhaps  they  imagir.vi  ether  people  have  a  mind 
lo  ir. 
\.  Cel.  And  fcppofe  a  man  wers  d':c£Uy  to  afk 
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women's  pardon,  ten  to  one  they'd  have  ftomach  enough 
to  refufe  it. 

Flor.    A  raodeft  lover  may  be  refus'd  anything:   But 
there  is  a  certain  gracelefs  aflurance  in  Tome  men,  that 
fome  rattle-brain'd  women  areilrangely  bewitch'd  to. 
Ce\.    Come!    cornel    fmce  it  muft  out  then— I  do 

confefs that  I  fancy  you  think  that  I  have  been  in 

the  wrong :  Not  but  at  the  fame  time  you  muft  own* 
that  the  worft  you  can  fay  of  me  is,  that  you  could  not 
put  yourfelf  into  any  (liape  that  I  did  not  like  you  in, 
•——In  fliort, 

Vko"  mojt  of  my  crime  is,  I  have  lo<v*dyou  thrice  overt 
From  whence  you  this  ufe,   and  advantage  difco<uert 
Whenyeitre  a  new  m\ftrefst  I'm  as  oft  afrejh  lover. 

[Exeunt. 


A  C  T    V.          S  C  E  'N  E    I. 

tte  W  A  L  K  s. 

Enter  palamede,  Stratton.     Palamedc  with  a  letter  in 
bis  band. 


Pal.  nr^HIS  evening,  fay'ft  thou  ?  Will  they  be  both 
JL  here? 

Stra.  Yes,  Sir  ;  both  my  old  mafter,  and  your  mif- 
trefs's  father  :  The  old  gentleman  rid  hard  this  jour 
ney  ;  they  fay  it  fhall  be  the  laft  time  they  will  fee  the 
town  ;  and  both  of  them  are  fo  pleas'd  with  this  mar 
riage,  which  they  have  concluded  for  you,  that  I  am 
afraid  they  will  live  fome  years  longer  to  trouble  you 
with  the  Joy  of  it. 

Pa/.  But  this  is  fuch  an  unreasonable  thing,  to  im* 
pofe  upon  me  to  be  marryfd  to-morrow  ;  'tis  hurrying 
a  man  to  execution,  without  giving  him  time  to  fay  his 
prayers.  Go  now  and  provide  your  mailer's  lodgings. 

Stra.  I  go,   Sir.  [Ex/f* 

Pal.  It  vexes  me  to  the  heart,  to  leave  all  my  defigns 
tvith  Doralice  unfinifli'd  to  have  flown  her  fo  often  to  a 
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mark,  and  dill  to   be  bob'd  at  retrieve     If  I  had  but 
once  enjoy 'd  her  -  • 

Enter  Dcralice, 

Dor.    Who's  that  you  are  fo  mad  to  enjoy,  P'atamede? 

Pal.    You  may  eafiJy  imagine  that,,  i'wcet  Dora/ice. 

Dor.  More  eafily  than  you  think  I  can:  I  metjuft 
now  with  a  certain  man,  who  came  to  you  with  letters 
from  a  certain  old  gentleman,  yckp'd  your  father  j 
whereby  lam  given  to  underfland,.  that  to-morrow  you* 
are  to  take  an»  oath  in  the  church  to  be  grave  hence 
forward,  to  g®  ill-drefs'd  and  Hovenly,  10  get  he  rs 
for  your  eilace,  and  to  dandle 'em  for  your  eriverfron  r 
and  in  ihort,  that  love  and  counlliip  are  to  be  sff> 
more. 

Pal  Now  have  I  fo  much  fhame,  to  be  thus  appre 
hended  in  this  manner,  that  I  can  neither  fpeak,  nqr 
look  upon  you  ;.  1  have  abundance  in  me,  that  I  find : 
But  if  you  have  any  fpark  of  true  friendship  in  you,  re 
tire  a  little  with  me ;  and  bellow  your  charity  upon  a 
poor  dying  man-  A  little  comfort  from  a  miilrefs, 
before  a  man  is  going  to  give  himfelf  into  marriage,  is 
as  good  as  lufty  dofeof  ftrong  water  to  a  dying  malefac 
tor  ;  ii  takes  away  the  fenfe  of  hanging  from  him. 

Dor.  No,  good  Palamadz,  I  muft  not  be  fo  injurious 
to  your  bride:  'Tis  ill  drawing  from  the  bank  to-day, 
when  all  your  ready  money  is  payable  to-morrow, 

Pal.  A  wife  is  only  to  have  the  ripefcuit  that  falls  of 
itfelf. 

Dcr.    But  a  wife  for  the  firft  quarter  is  a  miftrefs.. 

Pal.  But  when  the  fecond  comes. 

Dor.  When  it  does  ccme,  you  are  fo  given  to  va 
riety,  that  you  would  make  a  wife  of  me  in  another 
quarter. 

Pal.  No,  never,  except  I  were  mam'd  to  you  :.  Mar* 
py'd  people  can  never  oblige  one  another  ;.  for  all  they 
do  is  duty,  and  consequently  there  can  be  no  thanks  : 
But  love  is  more  frank  and  generous,  than  he  is  honeft  ;. 
he's  a  liberal  giver,  but  a  curled  paymafter. 

Dor.  \  declare  I  will  have  no  gallant  ;  but  if  I  wou'd 
he  (hould  never  be  a  marry'd  man  :  A  marry'd  man  is 
but  a  miilrefs 's  half  fervant;,  fot  a-  lover  that  comes  to 
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me  that  fmells  o'th'  wife  !  'Slife,  I  vvou'd  as  foon  wear 
her  old  gown  after  her,  as  her  hufbanck 

Pal  Am  I  then  to  be  difcarded  for  ever  ?  Pray  da 
bat  mark  how  terrible  that  word  founds.  For  ever  !  Oh 
Dora/ice. 

Dor.  Come,  corae,  PalameJe,  we  have  drawn  off  al 
ready  as  much  of  our  love  as  would  run  clear;  after  pof- 
feffing,  the  reft  is  but  jealcufies,  and  difquiets,  and  quar- 
jelling  and  piecing. 

Pal.  Nzy,  after  one  great  quarrel,  there's  never  arry 
found  piecing  ;  the  love  is  apt  to  break  in  the  fame  place 
again. 

Dor.  I  declare  I  would  never  renew  an  old  love;  that's 
like  him,  who  trims  an  old  coach  for  ten  years  together, 
when  he  might  buy  a  new  one  cheaper. 

Pal.  Wei),  madam,  I  am  convinc'd  that  'us  beft  for 
us  not  to  have  gone  any  farther;  but  gad  the  flrongeft 
reafon  is,  becaufe  I  can't  help-it. 

Dor.  The  only  way  to  keep  us  new  to  one  another, 
is  never  to  go  any  further;  as  they  keep  grapes,  by 
hanging  them  upon  a  line,  they  mud  touch  nothing  if 
you  would  preferve  'em  frefh. 

Pal.  But  then  they  wither,  and  grow  dry  in  the  very 
keeping  :  However,  I  fhall  have  a  warmth  for  you,  and 
an  eagemefs  every  time  I  fee  you ;  and  if  I  chance  to 
out-live  Melantba* 

Dor.  And  if  I  chance  to  out-live  Rhodophil* 

Pal.  Well,  I'll  cherim  my  body  as  well  as  I  can  upon 
that  hope.  'Tis  true,  I  would  not  directly'  murder  the 
wife  of  my  bofom  ;  but  to  kill  her  civilly,  by  the  way 
ofkindntfs,  J'Jl  put  as  far  as  another  man:  I'll  begin 
to  morrow  night,  and  be  very  wrathful  with  her,  that's 
ieff>!v'd  on. 

Dor.  Well,  Palamede,  hejre's  my  kand,  I'll  venture  to 
ie  your  fecond  wife-,  for  all  your  threatnings. 

Pal.  in  the  mean  time  I'll  watch  you  hourly,  as  I 
would  the  ripenefs  of  a  melon,  and  I  hope  you'll  give 
me  leave,  now  and  then,  to  look  on  you,  and  fee  if  you 
are  not  ready  to  be  cut  yet. 

Dor.  No,    no,   that  muft  not  be,    Palamede,   for  fear 
the  gardener  fhould  come  and  catch  you  taking  up  i 
glafs. 
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Enter  Rhodophi!. 

&bo.  [AfiJe.]  Billing  fo  fweetly,  now  lam  confirm'd 
in  my  fufpicions :  I  muft  put  an  end  to  this,  Vre  it  go 
farther.  [To  Doralice.J  Cry  your  mcicy,  fpoufe,  I  fear 
1  have  interrupted  your  recreations. 

Jjor.  What  recreations  ? 

Rho.  Nay,  no  excufes,  good  fpoufe,  I  Taw  a  fair  hand 
convey'd  to  lip,  and  preft,  as  iho'  you  had  been  fqueez- 
ing  foft  wax  together  for  an  'indenture.  Palamede,  you 
and  I  mull  clear  this  reckoning  j  why  wou'd  you  have 
feduc'd  my  wife  ? 

Pal.  Why  v/ou'd  you  have  debauch'd  my  mi  'refs  ? 

Rho  ,  What  do  you  think  of  that  civil  couple,  that 
play'd  at  a  game  call'd  Hide  and  feek,  laft  evening  in 
the  grotto? 

Pal.  What  do  you  think  of  that  innocent  pair,  who 
made  it  their  pretence  to  feek  for  others,  but  came  in 
deed  to  hide  themfelves  there  ? 

Rho.  All  things  confider'd,  I  begin  vehemently  to 
fufpecl,  that  the  young  gentleman  I  found  in  your 
company  iall  night,  was  a  certain  youth  of  my  acquaint 
ance. 

Pal.  And  I  have  an  odd  imagination,  that  you  never 
could  have  fufpedled  my  fmall  gallant,  if  your  little 
viilainous  French  man  had  been  a  falfe  brother. 

Rho.  Farther  arguments  are  needlefs  :  Draw  off:  I 
fhall  fpeakto  you  now  by  the  way  Q{ Bilbo. 

\_Claps  his  hand  to  his  JkvorJ. 

Palt  And  I  (hall  anfwer  you  by  the  way  of  Danger- 
field.  [Claps  his  hand  on  his. 

Dor.  Hold,  hold,  are  not  'you  two  a  couple  of  mad 
fighting  fools,  to  cut  one  another's  throats  for  nothing  ? 

Pal.  How,  for  nothing?  he  courts  the  woman  I  muft 
marry. 

Rho.  And  he  courts  you,  whom  I  have  marry'd. 

Dor.  But  you  can  neither  of  you  be  jealous  of  what 
you  love  not. 

Rho.  Faith,  I  am  jealous,  and  that  makes  me  partly 
fufueft  I  love  you  better  ihan  I  thought. 

Dor.  Piih  !  a  mere  jsaloufy  of  honour, 
L  4 
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Rho.  G.ad,  I'm  afraid  there's  fomething  elfe  i  n't ;  fop 
Palamede  has  wit;  and  if  he  loves  you,  there's  feme- 
thing  more  in  you  than  I  have  found  ;  fome  rich  mine 
for  ought  I  know,  that  I  have  not  yet  difcovered. 

Pal.  'Slife,  what's  this?  here's  an  argument  for  me 
to  love  Melantha ;  for  he  has  lov'd  her,  and  he  has  wit 
too,  and,  for  ought  I  know,  there  may  be  a  mine  in  her- 
too;  but  if  there  be,  I'm  refolv'd  V\\  dig  for't. 

Dor.  [To  Rhodophil.]  Then  I  have  found  my  ac 
count  in  raifing  your  jealoufy  ;  O!  'tis;  the  moft  deli 
cate  ftiarp  fance  to  a  cloy'd  Itoinach  ;  it  will  give  you  a 
new  edge,  Rhodophil 

Rbo,  And  a  new  point  too,  Doralicet  if  I  cou'd  be 
fure  thou  art  honeft, 

Vi9r-  If  you  are  wife,  believe  me  for  your  own  fake •:. 
Love  and  religion  have  but  one  thing  to  ftruft  to  ;  that's 
a  fouad  faith.  Confider,  if  I  have  piay'd  falfe,  you  can 
never  End  it  out  by  any  experiment  you,  can  make  upon 
me. 

PaL  Rhoa'opbif,  you  know  me  too  well,  to  imagine  I.? 
fpeak  for  fear;  and  therefore,  in  consideration  of  our 
paft  iriendihip,  I  will  tell  you,  and  bind  it  by  all  things 
holy,  that  Doraiice  is  innocent. 

Rbo.  Friend,  I  believe  you,  *nd  vow  the  fame  for 
yon.  Mdantba',  but  the  devil  on't  is,  How  fhall  we  keep 
'em  &  >• 

P$l.  What  doft  thcu  think  of  a  blefijd  community 
betwixt  us  four,  for  the  folace  of  the  women,  and  the- 
jelief  of  the  men  ?  Mr  thinks  it  would  be  a  pleafant  kind- 
of  life;  wife  and  hufband  for  the  Handing  dijh,  and 
miftrefs  and  gallant  for  thedefert. 

Rho.  Then,  I  think,  Palanude,  we  had  as  good  make 
a  firm  league,  not  to  invade  each  other's  property. 

Pal.  Content,  I  fay,  from  hencefofth  let.  all  ads  of 
hoftility  ceafe  betwixt  us  ;  and  that  in  the  ufual  form 
of  treaties,  as  we.il  by  fea  as  by  land,  and  in  all  freflv 
Waters. 

Dor.  I  will  add  one  provifo,  that  whofoever  breaks, 
the  league,  either  wiih  war  abroad,  or  by  neglefl  at 
home»  both  the  women  {frail  revenge  themfelyes  by  the 
help  of  the  other  garry. 
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R!>o.  That's  but  reafonable.  Come  away,  Doralic*,. 
I  have  a  great  temptation  to  be  fealing  articles. 

Pal.  Halt  thou  fo  ?  Nay  then,  [Claps  him  on  the 
Jhoulder.~\  fall  on  Macditff.  And  curs'd  be  he  that  firit 
cries,  Hold,  enough.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Florime!  in  man's  habit1. 

So  !  Pgad,  I  think  I  am  a  very  pretty  fellow  !  'Twill 
be  rare  now  to  out-do  this  mad  Celadon  in  all  his  tricks,, 
and  get  both  his  miftreffrs  from  him;  then  I  (hall  re 
venge  myfelf  upon  all  three,,  and  fave  my  own  flake 
into  the  bargain  ;  for  I  find  I  do  love  the  rogue  in  fpight 
of  all  his  infidelities.  Yonder  they  are,  and  this  way 
ihey  muft  come  -  If  cloaths,  noife,  nonfenfe,  and  a 
pert  air  will  carry  them,  Fll  pum  as  fair  for  their,  favour* 
as  the  brifkeft  beau  of  'cm  all. 


Enter  to  her  Celadon,  Olinda,, 

Olin.  Never  mince  the  matter  ! 

Sab.  You  have  left  your  heart  with  Florimel',  vy*' 
know  it. 

Cel.  You  know  you  wrong  me;,  when  I  am-,  with-  Flo- 
rimel  'tis  (till  your  prifoner,  it  only  draws  a  longer  chain; 
after  it. 

Flor.  Is   it  e'en  fo  !  then  farewell  poor 


Cel.  But  let's  leave  the  difcourfe^,  'tis  all  digreflion. 
that  docs  not  fpeak  of  your  beauties-  ••  - 

Flor.  Now  for  me  in  the  name  of  impudence  !  -  - 
\Walks  with  them,']  They  are  the  greateit  beauties,  \ 
eonfefs,  that  ever  I  beheld 

CfL  How  now,  what's  the  meaning  of  this,  ycung; 
fellow  r 

Fhr.  And  therefore  |  can-not  wonder  that  this  gentle 
man,  who  has  the  honour  to  be  known  to  you,  (hou'd 
admire  you  -  fince  I  that  am  a  ilranger  - 

Cel-  And  a  very  impudent  ore,,  as  I  rake  it,  Sir 

Flor.  Am  fo  extremely  futpriz'd,  that  I  admire,  love,, 
»m  wounded,  and  dying  in  a  moment. 

CW.  Ikave  feen  him  fomewhere,  but  where  I  know- 
Li 
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jiot ;  pr'ythee,  my  friend,  leave  us,  doft  thou  think  we 
do  not  know  our  way  in  court  ? 

Flor.  I  don't  pretend  to  inftruft  you-  in  your  way,  for 
iyou  fee  1  do  not  go  before  you;  but  you  cannot  poffibly 
Jleny  me  the  happinefs  to  wait  upon  thefe  ladies;  me, 

CeL  Thee,  who  (hall  be  beaten  moft  nnmercifully,  if 
thou  doft  follow  them. 

Flor.  You  will  not  draw  fo  near  court,  I  hope  ? 

CeL  Pox  on  him  an  impertinent  puppy,  I  don't  know 
what  to  do  with  him  :  let's  walk  away  fafter,.  and  be 
fid  of  him 

Flor.  O,  take  no  care  for  me,  Siry  you  fhall  not  lofe 
me  ;  I'll  rather  mend  my  pace,  than  not  wait  on  you  — 

Olin.  I  begin  tu  like  this  fellow— 

CeL  You  make  bold  here  in  my  feraglio,  and  I  fhail 
$ nd  a  time  to  tell  you  fo,  Sir. 

Flor.  When  you  find  a  time  to  tell  me  on*t,  I  mail 
find  a  time  to  anfwer  you  :  but  pray  what  do  you  find  in 
^ourfelf  fo  extraordinary,  that  you  mould  ferve  thefe 
ladies  better  than  I;  let  me  know  what  'tis  you  value 
yourfclf  upon,  and  let  them  judge  betwixt  us. 

CeL  I  am  fomewhat  more  a  mart  than  you. 

Flor.  That  is,  you  are  fa  much  older  than  I  :  Da 
you  like  a  raan  ever  the  better  for  his  age,  ladiss  ? 

Sab*  Well  faid,  young  gentleman. 

CeL  Piih,  thee  !  a  young  raw  creature,  thou  haft  ne'er 
been  under  the  barber's  hands  yet. 

Fl*r.  No,  nor  under  the  barber-furgeon's  yet,  as  you 
have  been. 

CeL  'Slife,  what  would'ft  thou  be  at  ?•  I  am  madder 
than  thou  art. 

Flor.  The  devil  you  are:  I'll  tope  with  you— I'll  fing 
with  you — 111  dance  with  you — I'll  fwagger  with  you--- 

CeL  I'll  fight  with  you. 

Flor.  Out  upon  fighting  :  'tis  grown  fo  common  » 
fafhion,  that  a  modifh  man  contemns  it  f  a  man  of 
garniture  and  feather  is  above  the  difpenfation  of  the 
iword  :  What's  your  opinion,  ladies  ? 

Olin,  O,  Sir,  no  young  creature  can  endure  a 
that's  cjuarrelfome. 
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Sal.  This  is  the  rareft  gentleman,  I  could  live  and  die 
with  him 

Olin.  You  and  I  are  merry,  and  juft  of  an  humour, 
Sir,  therefore  we  two  mould  love  one  another. 

Sab.  And  you  and  I  are  juft  of  an  age,  Sir;  and 
therefore,  methinks,  we  mould  not  hate  one  another. 

Cel.  Then  1  perceive,  ladies,  I  am  a  caft-away,  a 
reprobate  with  you  :  Why  faith  this  is  hard  luck  now, 
that  I  mould  be  no  lefs  than  one  whole  hour  in  getting 
your  affeclions,  and  mull  now  lofe  'em  in  a  quarter 
of  ir. 

Qlin,  No  matter,  let  him  rail ;  does  ths  lofs  afflift  you 
Sir? 

Cel.  No  in  faith  does  it  not;  for  if  you  had  not  for- 
faken  me,  J  had  you ;  fo  the  wiljows  may  flourifti,  for 
any  branches  I  mall  rob  them  of. 

Sab.  However,  we  have  the  advantage  to  have  left 
you  ;  not  you  us, 

Cel.  Thai's  only  a  certain  nimblenefs  in  nature  you 
women  have  to  be  firfl  inconftant;  but  if  you  had  made 
the  more  hafte,  the  wind  was  veering  too  upon  my  wea- 
theicock  ;  the  beft  on't  is,  Florimel  is  worth  both  of 
you. 

Flor.  'Tis  like  me'll  accept  of  their  leavings. 
Cel.  She  will  accept  on't,  and  fbe  mall  accept  on't ; 
I  think  I  know  more  of  her  mind  than  you,  Sir. 

Enter  Melifla. 

Mel.  Daughters,  there's  a  poor  collation  within  that 
waits  for  you. 

Flor.  Will  you  walk,  mufty  Sir  ? 

Cel.  No,  merry  Sir,  1  wo'not;  I  have  furfeited  of  that 
old  woman's  face  already. 

Flor.  Begin  fome  frolick  then;  what  will  you  do  for 
her? 

Cel.  Faith,  I  am  no  dog,  to  mow  tricks  for  her;  I 
cannot  come  aloft  fur  an  old  woman. 

Flor.  Dare  you  kifsher?  I  never  was  dar'd  by  any 
man— By  your  leave,  old  madam — Now,  Sir,  here's 

health  to  you [Kffis  her. 

L  6 
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jM*/.  Away,  Sir;  a  Tweet  young  man  as  you  are,  to 
abufe  the  gift  of  nature  fo. 

Cel.  Good  mother,  do  not  commend  me  fo  ;  I  am  flefli 
and  blood,  and  yru  do  not  know  what  you  may  pluck* 
upon  that  reverend  perfon  of  your's——— Come  on,  follow 
your  leader. 

Flor.  Stand  fair,  mother 

Cel.  What  with  your  hat  on  ?  Lie  thou  there/— » 

I  lor.  And  thou  too 

[I  ft  plucks  of  her  bat,  and Jhe  her  peruke,  and  difcovers  berfeff, 

Omnes.     Florimei! 

Flor.  My  kind  miitrefTes,  how  forry  I  am,  lean  do 
you  no  further  fervice  :  I  think  I  had  befl  reiign  you  to 
Celadon,  to  make  amends  for  me. 

Gel.  Lord,  what  a  misfortune  it  was  that  the  gentleman 
could  not  hold  forth  to  you. 

Olin.  We  have  loft  Celadon  too; 

Mel.  Come  away;  this  is  pad  enduring. 

Exeunt  MelifTa  and  Olinda, 

$a&.  Well!  if  ever  I  believe  a  man  to  be  a  man  for 
the  fake  of  a  peruke  and  feather  again 

Flor.  Come,  Celadon,  fliall  we  make  accounts  even  ? 
ILord!  what  a  hanging  look  was  there  j.  indeed  if  you  had 
been  recreant  to  your  miftrefs,  or  had  forfworn  your  love, 
that  fmner's  face  had  been  but  decent ;  but  for  the  vii- 
Xuous,  the  innocent,  the  conftant  Celadon  f 

CeL  This  is  not  very  heroic  in  you  now,  to  exult  over 
a- man  in  his  misfortunes;  but  take  heed,  you  have  rcbb'd* 
me  of  my  two  miftretfes ;  and  I  (hall  grow  defperately 
conftant,  and  all  the  temped  of  my  love  will  fall  upon 
your  head,  I  mall  fo  pay  you. 

Flor.  Who,  you  pay  me  ?  You  area  bankrupt,  cafl 
beyond  all  poflibility  of  recovery. 

Cel.  If  I  am  a  bankrupt,  I'll  be  a  very  honefl  one; 
\vhen  I  cannot  pay  my  debts,,  at  lead  L'll  give  you  up  the 
pofleffion  of  my  body. 

Flor.  No,  I'll' deal  better  with  you  ;  fince  you  are  un 
able  to  pay,  I'll  give  in  your  bond. 

CeL  Faith,  that's  fo  generoufly  faid,  that  the  leaft  I- 
can  do  now,  is  to  pay  it  elf"  like  a  man  of  honour,-  both 
principle  and  i 
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.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Cel.  Why  fince  I  fee  nothing  but  ready  love  will 
fatisfyyou,  I'll  e'en  make  up  your  accounts,  and  marry 
you. 

I  lor.  Which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  if  I'll  forgive  you  the 
debt,  you'll  pay  me.- 

Cel.  Plhah,  pfhah,  the  funds  of  this  conftitution  are 
better  able  to  pay  than  you  imagine  -  Come,  come, 
I'll  put  you  into  an  handfome  penfion,  make  you  my 
wife,  that  is,  fo!e  teller  of  ray  exchequer,  and'then  you 
may  pay  yourfelf. 

Flor.  Well,  for  a/Turance  - 

Cel.  Look,  you,  madam,  no  airs,  for  by  thofe  breeches— 

Flor.  Which  I,  when  ever  I  do  marry,  am  refolved  to 
wear,  till  all  the  world  calls  me  Florimel  the  'wilful. 


Enter  Doralice,  Rhodophil,  Palamede 

Dor.  Florimel. 

Flor.  Nay,  now  I  mall  have  no  mercy. 

Pal.  Dear  Celadon,  I  give  you  joy,-  for  I  perceive  by 
-the  lady's  breeches  you  are  marry  'd. 

Flor.  So,  fo,  Flavia  has  given  them  all  their  lefTons>- 
I  find.  Remember  this  ^A  fide  to  Flavia,,- 

Fla.  Come,  come,  madam,  never  mince  the  matter,, 
for  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  knew  your  inclinations,  and 
becaufe  I  was  willing  to  give  you  a  har.dfome  pretence  to 
follow  'em  too,  I  have  brought  down  all  your  friends 
upon  you,  tofpeak  a  good  word  for  a  poor  honed  gen 
tleman,  that,  I  know,  has  not  sffuraace  enough  to  do  it 
himfelf  :  And  now,  Sir,  I  fuppofeyour  quarrel  and  mine's 
at  an  end  —  —  \¥o  Celadcn*. 

-  Cel.  I  am  extremely  oblig'd  to  your  good  intentions, 
madam,  and  if  you  pleafe  to  add  one  more  favour  to  'em, 
I  fhall  confefs  myfelf  your  humble  fervant,  as  long  as.  I 
live. 

Flar  To  my  poor  power,  Sir,  you  may  command  me, 

Cel.  Only  that  you  would  be  pleas'd,  madam,  to  ufe 
your  interert  with  the  good  company,  that  they  woulc}' 
engage  Florimel"  never  to  be  friends  with  me. 

F/or.O,  dear  Sir,  1  grant  that  without  your  makirvg 
any  inteieil  fgr'tj.  bat  pray  how  come  you  to  be  a£rai4 
cn't? 
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CeL  Becaufe  I  am  fure,  as  foon  as  ever  you  are,  youl 
marry  me. 

Flor.  Do  you  fear  it  ? 

Ccl.  No,  'twill  come  with  a  fe  r. 

Flor.  If  you  think  fo,Iwill  not  (tick  with  you  for  an  oath. 

Cfl.  I  require  no  oath  till  we  come  to  church,  anc 
then,  after  the  pried,  I  hope;  for  I  find  it  will  be  my 
deliiny  to  marry  thee. 

Flor.  If  ever  I  fay  a  word  after  the  black  gentleman 
''for  thee,  Celadon-  <  "•*•» 

CeL  Then  I  hope  you'll  give  me  leave  to  beftow  a 
faithful  heart  elfewhere. 

Flor.  Ay,  but  if  you'll  have  one,  you  muft  befpeak 
it :  for  1  am  fure  you  have  none  ready  made. 

Rho.  What  fay  you  madam  ?    lhall  he  marry  Flavia? 

Flor'  No,   (he'll  be  too  cunning  for  him. 

Dor,  What  fay  you  to  Olinda  then  ?  She's  tall,  and 
fair,  and  bonny. 

Fkr.   And  foolifh,  and  apifh,  and  fickle. 

Pal.  But  Satin1*,  pretty  and  loving,  and  young  and 
innocent. 

Flcr.  And  dwarfifh,  and  childifh,  and  fond,  and  flip 
pant  ;  if  he  marries  her  fitter,  he  will  get  maypoles  ;  and 
if  he  marriesh?r,  he  will  gee  fairies  to  dance  about  them. 

CeL  Nay,  then  the  cafe  is  clear,  F!orimel\  if  you  take 
*em  all  from  me,  'tis  becaufeyou  referve  me  for  your  A  If. 

Flcr.  But  this  marriage  is  fuch  a  bug-bear  to  rr.e  ; 
much  might  be  done  if  we  could  invent  but  any  v.ay  to 
make  it  eafy. 

CeL  Some  foolifh  people  have  made  if  uneafy  by 
drawing  the  knot  f.fter  than  they  need:  But  we  that 
are  w:i>r,  will  Icofen  it  a  little. 

Flor.  >TIs  true  indeed,  there's  fome  difference  between 
2  girdle  and  a  halter. 

CJ.  As  f>r  the  firft  year,  according  to  the  laud*l/1e 
cuftom  cf  new  mrrry'd  people,  wefhrjl  follow  one  ano 
ther  up  inro  chambers,  and  down  into  gardens,  and 

think    we  flidll   rever  ha\e  enough  of  one  another • 

So  far  'tis  pleafant  enough,  I  hope. 

Flcr.  But  after  that, when  we  begin  to  live  like  hufband 

and  wife,  ?nd  never   come  near   one  a&cther. vvhai 

then,  Sir  I 
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Cd.  Why  then  our  only  happinefs  muft  be  to  have 
one  mind,  and  one  will,  Fiorimel. 

Flor.  One  mind,  if  you  pleafe  ;  but  pr'ythee  let's  have 
two  wills,  for  I  find  one  will  be  little  enough  for  me 
a'one.  But  how  if  thoie  two  wills  (hould  meet  and  clam, 
Celadon  ? 

Cel.  I  warrant  thee  for  that,  hufband  and  wives  keep 
their  wills  far  enough  afunder  for  ever  meeting:  One 
thing  let's  be  fare  to  agree  on,  that  is,  never  to  be 
jealous. 

.      Flor.  No,  but  e'en  love  one  another  as  long  as  we  can, 
and  confefs  the  truth  when  we  can  love  no  longer. 

Cel.  When  I  have  been  at  play,  you  ihall  never  afk 
roe  what  money  I  have  loft. 

.     Flor.  When  I  have    been  abroad,  you  jQiall  never  en- 
cju  rs  who  treated  me. 

Cel.  Provided  always,  that  whatever  liberties  we  take 
with  other  people,  we  continue  very  honeft  to  one  another. 

Flor.  As  far  as  will  confift  with  a  pleafant  life. 

Cel.  Laftly,  whereas  the  names  of  hujland  and  wife 
.hold  forth  nothing,  but  clafhing  and  cloying,  and  dull- 
refs  and  faintnefs  in  their  fignirkation  ;  they  ftiall  be 
aboliih'd  for  ever  betwixt  us. 

Flor.  And  infteadof  thofe,  we'll  be  marry'd  by  the 
more  agreeable  names  of  mijlrefs  and  gallant. 

Cel.  None  of  my  privileges  to  be  infring'd  by  thre, 
Flonmel,  under  the  penalty  of  a  month's  falling  night?, 

Flor.  None  of  my  privileges  to  be  enfring'd  by  ihee 
dladoriy  under  the  penalty  of  cuckoldom. 

Cel.  Well,  if  it  be  my  fortune  to  be  made  a  cuckold, 
1  had  rather  thpu  (hould'ft  make  me  one,  than  any  one 
in  Sicily  :  And  for  my  comfort,  I  mall  have  thee  ofte^cx 
than  any  of  thy  fervants. 

Flor.  La  ye  now,  is  not  -fuch  a  marriage  as  good  as 
wenching,  Celadon? 

Cel.  This  is  very  good  :   but  not  fo  good,  Fiorimel. 

Omn.  A  wedding  !  A  wedding  ! 

Pal.  So,  fo !  Here's  every  body's  bufmefs  done  but 
mine. 

,    Rho.  Here  comes  a  fmall  emiflary,   Palamadei  and  I 
fai.cy,  in  order  10  finifn  it- 
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Enter  Philotis  haftily. 

Pal    Ha!   well  my  dear,  what  news? 

Phtl.  O,   Sir,  I  am  glad  I  have  found  you  I 

PaL  What's  the  matter? 

Phil.  My  lady  has  jult  now  received  a  letter  from  her 
father,  with  an  abfolute  command  to  difpofe  herfelf  to 
marry  you  to-morrow. 

PaL  And  (he  takes  it  to  death,  I  prefume. 

Phil.  O  dear  Sir,fhe's  under  a  greater  misfortune  than 
the  Apprehenfion  of  being  marry 'd  to  fo  fine  a 
gentleman. 

PaL  O,  dear  madam — but  pray  what  is  it  ? 

"Phil.  Why,  Sir,  me  is  in  fo  unconfolable  a  concern  for 
her  being  out  of  favour  with  the  princefs,  that  Ihe  pro- 
fcefts,  fte'll  neither,  eat,  drink,  fleep,  or  marry,  till  Ihe 
has  made  her  peace  with  her. 

Pal.  That's  hard. 

Phil,  Now,  Sir,  you  mud  know,  upon  the  extraor 
dinary  cccafions,  fhe  always  pra&ifes  what  (he  is  to  do: 
and  fay  beforehand  ;  and  in  order  to  it,  fhe  is  juft  com 
ing  into  this  part  of  the  walks ;  where  by  her  own  di- 
jredion,  Sir,  I  am  to  perfonate  the  princefs,  and  to  re 
ceive  her  with  all  imaginable  coldnefs,  while  Die  ufes  all 
the  efforts  of  her  French  airs  and  phrafes  to  recommend 
herfelf  into  my  good  graces. 

Pal.  Very  good  ;  but  what  is  my  part  all  this  while  ?. 

Phil.  Why,  Sir,  if  you'H  defire  the  good  company  to 

retire  a  little you  fhall  bolt  out  upon  her  while  Hie  is 

in  the  vary  agony  of  her  good  breeding,  and  worry  her 
with  her  own  phrafes,  till  you  force  her  to  lead  a  reafon- 
abk  ear  to  your  addreffes. 

Pal.  Admirable  !  RbodopbiL 

Rho.  We  underftand  you-: we'll  be  all  ready  at  the 

next  corner  to  give  you  a  lift  ujjfon  occasion.. 

\Exeunt  all  but  Pa'amede  and  PhilotJ?.. 

Phil.  You    muft    be  fure  to  take    no   repuifes,   and  I 

warrant  you   do  her  bufi.nefs Here  is  a  lift   of  her 

phrafes  for  the  day ply  her  home  with  'em,    right  or 

wrong,  upon  any  occafion  ;  Foil  her  at   her  own. 
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pons;  for  {he's  like  one  of  the  old  Amazons*  fhe'll  never 
marry,  except  it  be  a  man  who  has  firft  conquer'd  her* 

Pal.  Say  you  fo  ?  Faith,  Til  lay  her  on  to  the  heft  of 
my  affurance  then  :  But  you  won't  forget,  1  hope,  to 
give  me  a  prompt  upon  occafion. 

Phi.  O,  dear  Sir,  if  you  doubt  my  memory,  put  fome 
token  upon  my  finger  to  refieih  it  That  diamond: 
would  do  admirably. 

Pal.  There  'tis,  and  I  aflc  your  pardon  heartily  fo* 
calling  your  memory  in  queftion. 

Phi.  Here  Die  comes ;  to  your  pod-..  [Pal.  retires. 

Enter  Melantha.. 

Mel.  O  !  are  you  there,  madam  ? Come,  are  you 

perfect  in  theprincefs  ? 

Phi.  Yes,,  madam,  particularly  in  all  the  refervM  airs 
your  ladyfhip  was  pleas'd  to  Ihew  me. 

Mel.  Very  well — move  a  little  that  way — fo— now 
you  are  the  princefs,,  and  alone;,  and  now  is  my  time 
to  introduce  myfelf,  and  make  my  court  to  you  in  my 
aew  French  phrafes.  Stay,  let  me  read  my  catalogue 

Suite,  Figure,  chagrin,  na*uietc>  and  let  me  aitf. 

for  the  parenthefis  of  all. 

Pal.  [dJide.]~DQ%  pcrfecute  the  princefs  in  imagira- 
tion,  and  I'll  perfecute  thee  as  fail  in  effigy. 

Mel.  Madam,  tie  princefs!  let  me  die,  but  this  is 
a  moil  horrid  fpeclaclcj  to  fie  a  petfon  who  makes  fo 
grand  a  figure  in  the  court,  without  the  fuite  of  a 
princefs,  and  entertaining  your  chagrin,  all  alone  ;  (nai~ 
vtie  mould  have  been  there,  but  the  difobedient  word 
wot  Id  not  come  in) 

Phi.  You  take  au  un^ealcuHble  time,  madam,  [  de- 
ijgn'd  this  hour  for  foiitude. 

Pal.  [To  Melantha.]  Letuudie,  madam,  if  I  have 
not  waited  here  thefe  cwo  long  fiours,  without  fo  iruch 
as  the  fuite  of  a  fingle  fervant  >o  atieud  me  ;  entertain-- 
ing  niyfejf  with  my  own  C»i>grint  tiii  i  hid  the  honour 
to  fee  your  ladihipy,  who  are  are  a  penon  thit  crakes  fo 
confiderable  a  figure  in  the  court. 

Mel.  Truce,  with  your  douceur^  gooc  iervanr,  jcu 
£ee  I  am  addreifing  the  princefs ;  pray  do  u.ot 
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me  Embarrafs  me  !  what  a  delicious  French  word 
do  you  make  me  lofe  upon  you  too  !  [~fo  Philotis.]  Yci?r 
highnefs,  madam,  will  preafe  ta  pardon  the  Coup  cle* 
etonrdy  which  I  made,  in  not  fooner  finding  you  ourt 
to  be  a  princefs.  But  let  me  die,  if  this  ela'ir -ciJTcment, 
which  is  made  this  day  of  your  quality,  does  ravhh  me  ; 
and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you—- — -~* 

Pal.  Butfirft  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  madam,  that 
I  have  fo  great  a  tender  for  your  perfon,  and  fuch  a 
Pauncbant  to  do  you  fertice  that 

MeL  What  muft  [  Hill  be  troubled  with  your  &of- 
tifes?  There's  another  word  loft,  that  I  meant  for  ths 
princefs,  (with  a  mifchief  to  you.)  But  your  highnefs, 
madam— » 

Pal.  But  your  ladyfliip,  madam — — 

Mel.  I  fay,  your  highnefs  madam 

Phil.  Away  impertinent. 

Mel.  Impertinent!  Oh,  lam  the  moft  unfortunate 
perfon  this  day  breathing  ;  that  the  princefs  mould  thus 
Rompre  en  ^vlfere^  without  occafion-;  let  me  die,  but  I'll 
follow  her  to  death,  till  I  make  my  peace. 
1  Pal.  [Holding  her.}  And  let  me  die,  but  1*11  follow 
you  to  the  infernals  till  you  pity  me. 

Me!.  [Turning  towards  him  angrily. ~\  Ay,  'tis  long  oi 
you  that  this  Malbeur  is  falPn  upon  rre  ;  your  imper 
tinence  has  put  me  out  of  the  good  graces  of  the  prin 
cefs,  and  all  that;  which  has  ruin'd  me,  and  all  that; 
and  therefore,  let  me  die,  bat  I'll  be  reveng'd,  and  all 
that. 

Pal.  Fa$on,  Fa^on,  you  mutt,  and  (hall  love  me,  and 
all  that;  for  my  old  man  is  coming  up,  and  all  that  ; 
and  I  am  defes  ptre  au  d.rnier,  and  will  not  be  difinheri- 
ted,  and  all  that. 

Meh  How  durft  yOu  interrupt  me  fo  mal  a  propot, 
when  you  know  I  was  pra&ifmg  my  addrefles  to  ths 
princefs  ? 

P  L  But  why  would  you  addrefs  yourfelf  fo  much  a 
Contretemps  thfn  -? 

Me  .Ah,  Mal  Pejle  ! 

PaL  and  Phi.  Ah  f  enrage  / 
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Afc/.  Ad'autres,  ad'autres:  He  mocks  hiffifelf  of 
rrie,  he  abufes  me  :  Ah  mo  unfortunate,  \Crie<. 

Phi.  Indeed  you  miftake  him,  madam,  he  does  but 
accommodate  his  phrafe  to  your  ichVd  language  ;  pur- 
fue  your  point,  Sir. [To  him* 

Pal.   Ah,  qu'il  fait  beau  daw  ces  toccagfs  :        \&inglrig* 

Ab,  que  le  del  donne  un  bonne  jour  ! 
There  I  was  with  you  with  a  minuet. 

Mel.  Let  me  die  now,  but  this  finging  h  fine^  and 
extremely  French  in  him.  [Laughs.}  But  then  that  he 
fhou'd  ufe  my  own  words,  as  it  were  in  contempt  of  me, 
I  cannct  bear  if.  [Cries. 

Pal.  Ces  beaux  &  Sejcurs,  ces  doux  ramages.       l§**gj*g- 

Me!.   Ces  beaux  &  Sejours,  ces  doux  ramages, 
Ces  beaux  Sejous  nous  in<vilent  a  F  amour. 

[Singing  after  him. 

Pal.  Let  me  die  now  but  that  was  fine.  Ah,  now  for 
three  or  four  brilk  Frenchmen,  to  be  put  into  mafk- 
iftg  habits,  and  to  fing  it  on  a  treatre  ;  how  witty  it 
would  be  !  And  then  to  dance  helter-fkelter,  to  zGbanfon 
a  boire  :  Toute  la  terre.t  toute  la  terre  ift  a  moy,  What's 
matter,  though  it  were  made,  and  fung  two  or  three 
years  ago  in  Caberets  ;  how  it  would  attract  the  admi 
ration,  efpecially  of  every  one  that's  an  Eveillee  ! 

Mel.  Well  ;  I  begin  to  have  a  a  Tenure  for  you  ;  but 
yet,  upon  condition,  that  '—when  we  are  marry'd, 
j oa  [ Pal .  Jtngs  wbilejhefpeaks. 

Phi.  You  mufl  drown  her  voice  ;  if  me  makes  her 
French  conditions,  you  are  a  flave  for  ever. 

Mel.  Firft,   will  you  engage'        that 

Pal,  Fa,    lay  la,  la,    &c*  [Louder. 

Mel.   Will  you  hear  the  conditions  ?- 

Pal.  No,  I  will  hear  no  conditions  !  I  am  refolv'd 
to  win  you  en  Francois  ;•  to  be  very  airy  with  abundance 
of  poife,  ard  no  fenfe  :  Fa,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 

Mel.  Hold,,  hold,  1  am  vanquim'd  with  your  Gaiite 
d*  efprit.  lam  yours,  and  will  be  yours,  funs  nuke  re~ 
jer<ve  ;  and,  let  me  die,  if  I  do  not  think  myfeif  the 

happieft  nymph   in  Sicily My  dear  French  Dear,  ftay 

but  a   minute. till  I  tacowde   myfeif  with   the   priccefs  ;' 
and  then  J  am  yours,  Jufaf  a  la  mort,  [Goi^g  off- 
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JSxfer  Celadon,  Fiorime!,  Rhodophil,  Doralice,  and 
Flavia,  figging, 

Omn.  A  Palamede!   A  Palamede  ! 

Pal.  [Fanning  himfelf.'}  Poo,  I  never  thought  before, 
wooing  was  fo  laborious*  an  exercife;  Fgad,  if  (he  were 
*orth  a  million,  I  dcferve  her, 

Mel.  Ah  me,  was  ever  nymph  under  fuch  confufion  ? 
I  fhall  have  all  ibeTeadrg  of  my  Belie  Pajjion  turn'd  into 

ridicule 1  hope,  fervant,  you  did  cot  lay  this,  am- 

bufcade  to  be  witnefies  of  my  Foiblefs. 

Pal.  Not  I,  upon  honour,  madam,  but  'tis  impoflible 
for  us  g, eat  conquerors  to  fight  without  witness  of  our 
glory. 

Dor.  Come,  come,  madam,  confider  the  pains  he 
has  taken  to  deferve  you,  and  don't  rob  him  of  the  glo 
ry  of  confeffing  it— —  We.  are  all  your  friends,  give 
bim  your  hand. 

Mel.  Dear,  my  dear,  don't  give  this  confuffion — I 
can't  do  it- he  muft  take  it  if  he  has  it. 

Pal.  Thus  I  feize  it  then  as  my  right  of  conqueft. 
and  now,  Madam,  I  take  you  prifoner  for  life. 

Mel.  Oh  barbarous,    and  plunder  me  of  all! 

Pal.   All  in  good  time,  madam. 

CfL    And  now,    P&latnede,  your  bufinefs  is  done, 

Rho.  And  now,  Doralice,  iince  your  friend  and  mine 
are  likely  to  be  bufy  for  fome  few  months  at  leaft,  I 
think  we  had  e'en  as  good  mind  pur  own  bufinefs  as 
fland  idie  .  F  < .  From  this  day  forward,.  I'll  never  dine 
but  at  home. 

Dor.  Why  truly,  he  that's  always  running  to  an  eat- 
ing-houfe,  will  find,  at  the  year's  end,  ne'er  the  iefs 
account  in  his  houfe  keeping.  When  the  meal's  ready 
at  home,  fomebody  muft  lit  down  to  it. 

dnd  bi^b-fed  falates  to  their  coft  a ij cover, 
bitjlands  ka-~vingi  often  feaji  tbe  lover-. 

[Exeunt  omnes, 
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Pulchra  Laverna 
Da  miki  fallere ;    da  Jujlttm,    Sanfiumfue  wider} * 
Peccatis,   &  Fraudibus  olj'tce  Nub  em. 

HOJU 
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SIR, 

IN  a  time,  when  all  communities  congratulate  your 
MAJESY  on  the  Glories  of  your  reign,,  which  are 
continually  riling  from  the  Prefperities  of  your  people; 
begracioufly  pleas'd,  Dread  Sir,  to  permit  the  lowed  of 
your  fabjects  from  the  theatre*  to  ake  thisoccafion  of 
offering  their  moil  humble  acknowledgments  for  your 
royal  favour  and  protedion. 

YOUR  comedians  SIR,  are  an  unhappy  fociety,  whom 
Come  fevere  heads  think  wholly  ufelefs,  and  others,  dange 
rous  to  the  young  and  innocent;  This  comedy  is  there 
fore  an  attempt  to  remove  that  prejudice,  and  to  fhevv, 
what  honed  and  laudable  ufes  may  be  made  of  the  Theatre, 
when  its  performances  keep  clofe  to  the  true  purpofes  of 
its  inftkution  :  That  it  may  be  neceflary  to  divert  the 
fallen  and  difaftecled  from  bufying  their  brains  to  difturb 
the  happinefs  of  a  government,  which  (for  want  of  proper 
amufements)  they  often  enter  into  wild  and  feditious 
fchemes  to  reform  ~  And  that  it  may  likewife  make  thofe 
very  follies  the  ridicule  and  diverfion  even  of  thofe  that 
committed  them.  Our  labours  have  at  lead  this  glory  to 
boaft,  that  fince  plays  were  firft  exibited  in  England % 
they  were  never  totally  fupprefs'd  but  by  thofe  very 
people,  that  turn*d  our  Church  and  Conftitufion,  into 
Irreligion  and  Anarchy. 

OF  all  errors,  thofe  that  are  the  effect  of  Superflitiom. 
make  us  naturally  moft  obftinate ;  it  is  therefore  no 
wonder,  that  the  blinded  profelytes  of  our  few  non-j tiring 
clergy,  are  fo  hard  to  be  recovered  by  the  cleared  evi 
dences  of  fenfe  and  reafon.  But  when  a  Principle  is  once 
made  truly  Ridiculous,  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  human 
nature  not  to  be  a/ham' d  of  it.  From  which  reflection,  I 
was  firft  determined  to  attack  thofe  lurking  enemies  of 
cur  conftitution  from  the  ftage:  And  though  my  fuccefs 
has  far  exceeded  my  expectation,  yet  I  grieve,  when  I 
^perhaps  with  vanity)  imagine  it  might  have  had  thrice 
:<he  good  effect  on  the  minds  of  your  MAJESTY'S  people 
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ft  not  under  the  Mitfortune  of  being  written  by  a 
•^Comedian.  I  am  therefore  in  fome  terror,  notwithtlandiog 
its  public  applaufe,  to  reflect  how  far  your  MAJESTY,  in 
your  wifdom,  may  think  it  proper  to  with-hold  your  par 
don  for  the  unlicenfed  boldnefs  of  my  undertaking.  I 
am  fenfible  it  may  be  jufily  urg'd  againft  me,  that  even 
Truth  and  Loyalty  might  have  loft  their  luftre,  by  appear 
ing  reduc'd  to  want  the  defence  of  fo  inconfiderable  a 
champion  :  But  as  I  never  believ'd  -the  beft  play  could  be 
Supported  in  an  ill  caufe  ;  fo  was -I  sflur'd  the  worft 
might  pafs,  with  favour,  in  a  good  one.  And  though 
jny  duty  and  concern  has  made  me  more  careful  in  the 
conduct  of  this,  than  any  of  my  former  endeavours;  £ 
am  convinc'd,  fljat  what  may  have  been  extraordinary  in 
«the  fuccefs  of  it,  is  utterly  owing  to  a  happy  choice  of 
the  fubjeft:  And  as  its  meeting  no  oppefuion  from  our 
publick  male-contents,  -feems  in  fome  degree,  an  argu 
ment  of  the  clear  and  honed  truth  of  thofe  principles  it 
vindicates;  fo  may  it  of  the  equal  fallhood  of  the  rebelli 
ous  and  unchriftian  tenets  it  expofes.  Nay  I  have  yet  a 
farther  hope,  that  it  has  even  difcovered  the  firrength  and 
number  of  the  -^/^/V**/ to 'be  much  lefs,  than  may  have 
been  artfully  infinuated  ;  there  being  no  affembly  where 
people  are  fo  free,  and  apt  to  fpeak  their  minds,  as  in  a 
^crowded  Theatre}  of  which  your  MAJESTY  may  have 
lately  feen  an  inilance,  in  the  infuppreflible  acclamations 
that  were  given  on  your  appearing  to  honour  this  play 
with  your  royal  prefence. 

BUT  were  the  difaffefted  yet  as  numerous  as  fome  few 
may  wifh  them,  What  honefl  EngHJhman  can  ever  think 
them  formidable,  thatconfiders  his  fecurity  in  the  wifdom 
of  your  MAJESTY'S  Counjels,  and  your  heroick  Refolutic* 
to  execute  them  ?  And  as  every  action  of  your  regal 
power  has  (hewn  the  nation,  that  your  greaieft  Glory  and 
Delight  is  in  being  the  Father  of  your  Pe'Qp-e  ;  fo  may  it 
convince  its  enemies,  that  thty  will  always  find  you  KING 
of  your  Suljefts.— — But  I  am  vvandring  into  thoughts 
that  awe  me  into  iilence ;  and  humbly  beg  leave  to  fub- 
icribe  myfelf,  May  it  pleafeycur  MAJESTY, 

Tour  MAJESTY'S  moft  dutiful, 

itnt*  JubjeB  andfervant. 

ClBBER- 
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Written  by  N.  Rows,  Efy\ 

«TO  night  >  ye  Wigs  and  Tories  loth  lefafe% 
'    Nor  hope,  at  one  another* 's  cojl,  to  laugh  •; 
mean  tofoufe  old  Satan  and  the  Pope  ; 
y've  no  relations  here,   nor  friends ,  *tue  hope* 

A  Tooloft heir's  fupplies  the  comic ft  age 

Witbjuft  materials  for  fatyrick  rage: 

Nor  think  our  colours  may  tooftrongly  paint 

The  Jiff  non  -juring  feparation-faint* 

Good  breeding  ne'er  commands  us  to  ~be  civil 

I'o  thofe  who  give  the  nation  to  the  devil j 

"Who  at  ourjureft,  b  eft  foundations  ft  r  ike  t 

And  hate  our  monarch ,   and  our  church  aft ke  • 

Our  church, — which,  a<vud  with  reverential  fear* 

Scarcely  the  mufe  prefumes  to  mention  here., 

Long  may  Jhe  theje  her  worft  of  foes  defy* 

And  lift  her  mitred  head  triumphant  to  the  Jky  : 

While  t heir's — But  fatyr Jilently  difdains 

5T0  name,  what  lives  not,  but  in  madman* s  brains* 

Like  bawds,    each  lurking  pa/for  feeks  the  darkt 

And  fears  the  Jujiice's  enquiring  clerk. 

Jn  dofe  back  rooms  his  routed  flocks  he  rallies, 

And  reigns  the  patriarch  of  blind  lanes  and  allies, 

Vberefafe,  he  lets  his  thundring  cenfuresfy, 

Unchrijians,   damns  us,  gives  our  laws  tbe*Ue> 

And  excommunicates  three-ftories  high  ; 

Why,  Jlnce  a  land  of  liberty  they  hate, 

Still  will  theyMnger  in  this  free-born  ft  ate  ? 

Here,  evry  hour,frejh  hateful  obj efts  rife, 

Peace,  and profperity  afflitt  their  ey?s  : 
With  anguijh,  prince  and  people  they  fur  vey9 
obedience^  and  his  righteous 
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Ship  ojf,  yejlaves,  andfeik  J'ome  pajji^je  land+ 
Where  tyrants  after  your  own  hearts  command* 
To  your  Tranfalpine  ma/ter's  rule  refort, 
And  Jill  an  empty  abdicated  court  : 
Turn  your  pojfejpons  here  to  ready  rhino, 
buy  ye  lands  and  lordjhipi  at  Urbino» 


Dramatis   Perfonse. 


MEN 


Sir  John  Wood<vll, 
Colonel  Wood<vil> 
Mr.  Heartly, 
Doftor 
Charles, 


WOMEN. 


Lady  Woodvil, 


Mr.  Mills. 
Mr.  Booth. 
Mr.  Wilks. 
Mr.  Cilber. 
Mr. 
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Mrs.  Porter* 
Mrs.  Qldfcld. 


The  SCENE,  an  Anti-chamber  of  Sir  TOHN'«  Houfcin 
i   0   ti  D   O   N. 

THE 
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ACT     I.        SCENE     I. 

Sir  John  Woodvil,  and  the  CohneL 

Col.  TJRAY  confider,  Sir. 

JT   Sir  John.  So  I  do,  Sir,  that  I  am  her  father, 
and  will  difpofe  of  her  as  I  pleafe. 

Col.  I  don't  difpute  your  authority,  Sir :  bat  as  I 
am  your  fon  too,  I  think  it  my  duty  to  be  concerned 
for  your  honour :  have  not  you  countenanced  his  ad- 
drefles  to  my  fifter  ?  Has  not  me  received  them  ?  How 
then  is  it  poilible,  that  either  you  or  me  with  honour 
can  recede  ? 

Sir  John.  Why,  Sir  ?  Suppofe  I  was  about  buying  ft 
pad-nag  for  your  fifter,  and  upon  enquiry  mould  find 
him  not  found :  Pray,  Sir,  would  there  be  any  great 
dilhonour  in  being  off  o'the  bargain  ? 

Col.  With  Submiflion,  Sir,  I  don't  take  that  to  be  the 
cafe.  Mr.  Heartlfs  birth  and  fortune  are  too  well 
known  to  you  ;  and  I  dare  fwear  he  may  defy  the  world 
to  lay  a  blemifh  upon  his  principles. 

SirJ^a.  Why  then,  Sir,  fincel  muft  be  catechiz'd,  I 
Biuft  tell  you,  I  don't  like  his  principles:  for  I  am  in- 
form'd  he  is  a  time-ferver,  one  that  bafely  flatters  the 
government,  and  has  no  more  religion  than  you  have. 

CoL  Sir,  we  don't  either  of  us  think  it  proper  to  mak« 
boaft  of  our  religion;  but  if  you  pleafe  to  enquire,  yoa 
will  find  we  go  to  church  as  orderly  as  the  reft  of  our 
neigh  hours. 

Sir  John.  Ay  !    to  what  church  ? 

Col.  —St.  James's  church — the ellablifli'd chui-ch. 

Sir  John.  EftabUih'd  church  ! 

Col  Sir 

M  2 


268  *Fks    NON-JUROU. 

Sir  John.  Nay,  you  need  not  dare,  Sir;  and  before 
lie  value  s  himfelf  upon  going  to  church,  I  would  firft 
have  h.m  be  Cure  he  is  a  Chriilian. 

Col.  A  Chriftian,  Sir  ! 

Sir  John.  Ay,  that's  my  queftion,  whether  he  is  yet 
chrifteu'd?  I  mean  by  a  pallor,  that  had  a  divine,  un 
interrupted,  fucceffive  right  to  mark  him  as  a  Iheep  of 
the  true  fold  ? 

Col.  Is' it  poflible  !  Are  you  an  EngUJbrnan,  and  offer, 
Sir,  a  queflion  fo  uncharitable,  no:  only  to  him,  but  the 
ivhole  nation? 

Sir  John.  Nay,  Sir,  you  may  give  yourfelf  what  airs 
t>f  amazement  you  pleafe; — I  won't  argue  with  you; 
you  are  both  of  you  too  harden'd  to  be  converted  now; 
but  fince  you.  think  it  your  duty,  as  a  fon,  to  be  con- 
cern'd  for  my  errors,  I  think  it  as  much  mine,  as  a  fa 
ther,  to  be  concern'd  for  yours — I'll  only  tell  you  of 
them,  if  you  think^fit  to  mend  them — io— -if  not— take 
the  confequence. 

Col.  [4/ide.~]  Oh!  give  me  temper,  heav'n !  this  vile 
Jion-juring  zealot !  what  poifonous  principle?  has  he 
fwell'dhim  with! — Well,  Sir,  fince  you  don't  think  it 
proper  to  argue  upon  this  fubjedl,  I'll  wave  it  too:  but, 
if  I  may  afk  it  without  offence,  are  thefe  your  only 
jeafons  for  difcountenancing  Mr.  Hearttys  addrefies  to 
my  fitter? 

Sir  John.  Thefe !  Are  they  not  flagrant  ?  Would  you 
iiave  me  marry  my  daughter  to  a  Pagan  ?  For  fo  he  is, 
and  all  of  you,  'till  you  are  regularly  Chriftiar.s.  In 
ibort,  fon,  expeft  to  inherit  no  eftate  of  mine,  unlefs 
you  refolve  to  come  into  the  pale  of  the  church,  of 
which  I  profcfs  myfelf  a  member. 

Col.  I  thought  I  always  was,  Sir,  and  hope  I  am  fo 
IH11,  tinlefs  you  have  lately  been  converted  to  the  Roman. 

Sit  John.  No,  Sir,  I  abhor  the  thoughts  on't;  and 
proteft  againft  their  errors  as  much  as  you  do. 

Col.  If  fo,  Sir,  where's  our  difference  ? 

Sir  John.  Difference!  'twould  make  you  tremble,  Sft, 
to  know  it!  but  fince  'tis  fit  you  mould  know  it,  look 
the-e — {Givesbimabook}  read  that,  and  be  reform'd. 

What'*  here?  [Reads] .  The  Cafe  of  .Scbi/m,  &C, 
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Thank   you,    Sir,  I   have  feen   enough  of  this  in  the 
Daly  Courant,   to  be  forry  it's  in  any   hands-,   but  thofe- 
of  the  common  hangman. 
Sirjobn.  Prophanation ! 

Col.  And  though  1  alwarys  honoured  your  concern  for 
the  church's  welfare,  I  little  thought  'twas  for  a  churck 
that  is  ellabiilh'd  no  where. 

Sir  John.  Q  !  ferverfenefs !-  But  there  is  no  better  to 
be  expected  from  your  courfe  of  life:  this  is  all  the- 
effecls  of  your  modern  loyalty,  your  conversation  at 
Button 's.  Will  you  never  leave  that  foul  neft  of  herefy 
and  fchifm  ? 

Col.  Yes,  Sir,  when  I  fee  any  thing  like  it  there  ?, 
and  mould  think  myfelf  oblig'd  to  retire,  where  fuch 

principles  were  lUrted 1  own  I  bfe  the  place,  tecaufc 

J  generally  meet  there  inftr  unlive  or  diver  ting  company. 

Sir  John.  Yes,  fine  company  indeed,  Arians,  party- 
poets>  players,  and  Preib>terians» 

Col.  That's  a  very  unufual  mixture,  Sir;  butifamatr 
entertains  me  innocently,  am  I  oblig'd  to  enquire  into 
his  profefBon,  or  principles?  Would  not  it  be  ridicnlous; 
for  a  ProteHant  that  loves  mulick,  to  refufe  going  to  the 
Opera,  becaufe  moil  of  the  performers  are  Papifts  ?  Butr 
Sir,  this  feems  foreign  to  my  bufinefs;  Mr.  Heartly  in 
tends  this  morning  to  pay  his  refpecls  to  you,  in  hopes 
to  obtain  your  final  confent ;  and  defired  me  to  be  pre- 
fent,  as  a  mediator  of  articles  between  you; 

Sir  'John.  I  am  g!ad  to  hear  it. 

Col.  That's  kind  indeed,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  May  be  not,   Sir,— for  I  will  not  be  at 
'home  when  he  comes. 

Col.  Nay,  pray,  Sir,  'twill  be  but  civility,  at  lead,  to 
hear  him. 

Sir  John,  And  becaufe  I  won't  tell  a  lie  for  the  mat 
ter,  Tllgo  out  this  moment. 

Col.  Good  Sir. 

Sir  Job .7.  Bur,  becaufe  I  won't  deceive  him  neither, 
teli  him,  I  would  not  have  him  Ibfe  his  time,  in  fooling 
after  your  filter  in  fhort,  I  have  another  man  ia 
my  head  for  her.  [Exit  Sir  John.. 

O/t  Another  man !  'twould  bi  wcrth-one's  while  now 
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to  know  him Pray  heaven  this  non  juring  hypocrite 

has  not  got  fome  beggarly  traytor  in  his  eye  for  her 
I  muft  rid  the  houfe  of  him  at  any  rate,  or  a  1  the  fettle- 
mentlcan  hope  from  my  father  is  a  caftle  in  the  air; 
nor  can  indeed  his  life  be  fafe,  while  fech  a  villain 
makes  it  an  aft  of  confcience  to  endanger  it:  if  his 
eyes  are  not  Toon  open'd  againft  him,  the  crown's  more 
likely  to  inherit  his  eftate,  than  I  am  ;  and  though  the 
government  has  been  very  favourable  upon  thofe  occa- 
iions,  it  is  but  a  melancholy  bufinefs  to  petition  for 
what  might  have  been  one's  birthright.  My  fitter  may 

be  ruin'd  too Here  fhe  comes;   if  there  be   another 

jnan  in  the  cafe,  fhe  no  doubt  can  let  me  into  the  fecret. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sifter,  good  morrow— I  want  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Mar.  Nay,  but  pr'ythee,  brother,  don't  put  on  that 
wife  politic  face  then :  why  you  look  as  if  the  mino 
rity  had  like  to  have  carried  a  queftion. 

Col.  Come,  come,  a  truce  with  your  rallery;  what 
I  have  to  aik  of  you  is  ferioaj,  and  I  beg  you  would  be 
fo  in  youranfwer. 

Mar.  Well  then,  provided  it  is  not  upon  the  fubjeft 

of  love,  I  will  be  fo bnt  make  haile  too         for  I 

have  not  had  my  tea  yet, 

Col.  Why  it  is,  and  is  not  upon  that  fubj eft. 

Mar.  O!  I  love  a  riddle  dearly — come — let's  hear  It. 

Col.  Nay,  pirn — if  you  will  be  ferious,   fay  fo. 

Mar.  O  Lard  !    Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon — there 
there's  my  whole  form  and  features  totally  difengag'd, 
and  lifelefs  at  your  fervice ;    now  put  ihem  in  what  po- 
iture  of  attention  you  think  fit. 

[She  leans  againft  bim,  rwitb  her  arms  aukwardly  falling 
\to  her  knee*. 

Col.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  giddy  Devil ! pr'ythee 

fland  up.  I  have  been  talking  with  my  father,  and  he 
declares  pofitively  you  (hall  not  receive  any  farther  ad- 
dreffes  from  Mr.  Heartly. 

Mar.   Are  you  ferious  ? 

Col.  He  faid  it  this  minute,  and  with  fome  warmrh  too. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  on't  with  all  my  heart, 
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Ceh  How  !   glad  ! 

Mar.  To  a  degree  ;  do  you  think  a  man  has  any  mare 
cba'ms  for  me  for  my  father's  liking  him  ?  No,  Sir,  if 
Mr.  Heartly  can  make  his  way  to  me  now,  he  is  obHg'd 
to  me  only  :  be/ides,  now  it  may  have  the  face  of  an 
aoicur  indeed  :  now  one  has  fomething  to  flruggle  for, 
there's  difficulty,  there's  danger,  there's  the  dear  fpirit 
of  contradiction  in  it  too.  O  I  like  it  mightily. 

Col.  I  am  glad  this  does  not  make  you  think  the  worfe 

of  Heartly but,  however,  a  father's  confent  might 

have  clapt  a  pair  of  horfes  more  to  your  coach  perhaps, 
and  the  want  of  that  may  pinch  your  fortune. 

Mar.  Burnfortune;  am  not  I  a  fine  woman  ?  And  have 
not  I  above  five  thoufand  pounds  in  my  own  hands? 

Col.  Yes,  filler,  but  with  all  your  charms,  you  have 
had  it  in  your  hands  almoil  thefe  four  years;  pray  con- 
fider  that  too. 

Mar,  Pfhah  !  And  have  not  I  had  the  full  fwingofmy 
own  airs  and  humours  thefe  four  years  ?  But  if  I'il  hu 
mour  my  father,  I'll  warrant  he'll  make  it  thiee  or  four 
thoufand  more,  with  feme  unlick'd  lout  of  a  fellow  to 
fnub  me  into  the  bargain  :  a  comfortable  equivalent 
truly No,  no,  let  him  light  his  pipe  with  his  con 
fent  if  he  pleafes.  Wilful  againft  Wife  for  a  wager. 

Col.  Well  faid  ;   nothing  goes  to  your  heart  I  find. 

Mar.  No,  no,  Bjother  ;  the  fuits  of  my  lovers  (ha1! 
not  be  ended,  like  thofe  at  law,  by  dull  council  on  boih 
fides ;  I'll  hear  nothing  but  what  the  plaintiffhimfelfcan 
fay  to  me  ;  'twould  be  a  pretty  thing  indeed  to  confine 
my  airs  to  the  directions  of  a  folicitor,  to  look  kind, 
or  cruel,  only  as  the  jointure  propofed,  is,  or  is  not, 
equal  to  the  fortune  my  father  defigns  me :  what  do 
you  think  111  have  my  features  put  into  the  Gazette  t9 
be  difpofed  of,  like  a  parcel  of  dirty  acres,  by  an  old 
mafler  in  chancery  to  the  faireft  bidder?  No,  if  I  muft 
have  an  ill  match,  I'll  have  the  pleafure  of  playing  my 
own  game  at  lead. 

Col.  There  fpoke  the  fpirit  of  a  free'born  Ettglijh- 

nvowan Well,  I  am  glad  you  are  not  ftartled  at  th« 

firit  part  of  my  news,  however;  but  farther — pray,  fifter, 
has  my  father  ever  propofed  any  oiher  man  to  you  ? 
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Mar..  Any  other  man !  let  me  know  why  you  a&, 
and  I'll  tell  you. 

Col  Why  the  laft  words  he  faid  to  me  were,  That 
he  had  another  man  in  his  head  for  you. 

Mar.  And  who  is  it?  Who  is  it?  Tell  me,  dear  bro 
ther,  quickly. 

Col..  Why  you  don't  fo  much  as  feem  furpriz'd  at  it ! 

Mf,r.  No,  but  impatient,  and  that's  as  well  you  know* 

Col.  Why  how  now,  filter?  [Gravely. 

Mar.  Why  fure,  brother,  you  know  very  little  of  fe 
male  happinefs,  if  you  fuppofe  the  furprife  of  a  new 
lover  ought  to  mock  a  woman  of  my,  temper— don't 
you  know  that  lama  coquette  ? 

Col.  If  you  are,  you  are  the  firft  that  ever  was  fincere 
enough  to  own  her  being  fo. 

MQJ'.  To  a  lover  I  grant  you  ;  but  J  make  no  more 
cf  you  than  a  fifter,  I  can  fay  any  thing  to  you. 

Col.  I  mould  have  been  better  pleas'd  if  you  had  not 
own'd  it  to  me it's  a  hateful  character. 

Mar.  Ay, it's  no  matter  for  that,  it's  violently  pleafanr, 
and  there's  nolawagainft  it,  that  I  know  of.  You  had 
bell  advife  your  friend  Heartly  to  bring  in  a  bill  to  pre 
vent  it:  all  thedifcarded  toaits,  prudes,  end  fuperannu- 
ated  virgins  would  give  him  their  intereft  I  dare  fwear : 
take  my  word,  coquetry  has  govern'd  the  world  from 
the  beginning,,  and  will  do  fo  to  the  end  on't. 

Col.  Heart (y't  like  to  have  a  hopeful  time  on't  with  you. 

A/tf/v.  Well,  but  don't  yon  realiy  know  who  it  is  my 
father  fntends  me  ? 

CoL  Not  I  really,  but  I  imagin'd  you  might,  and 
therefore  thought  fit  to  advife  with  you  about  it. 

Mar.  Nay,  he  h'as  not  open'd  his  lips  to  me  yet 

Are  you  fure  he's  gone  out  r 

Col.  You  are  very  impatient  to  know  methinks? 
What  have  you  to  do  to  concern  yourfelf  about  any 
man  but  Heartly.? 

Mar.  O  lud !  o  lud  !  o  lud  !  dont  be  fo  wife,  pr'ythee 
brother;,  why  if  you  had  an  empty  houfe  to  let,  would 
you  be  difpleas'd  to  hear  there  were  two  people  about  it  ? 
Can  any  woman  think  herfeif  happy*  that's  oblig'd  to 
marry  only  with  a  ffifyott's  choice?  No,  don't  think  to 
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rob  me  offo  innocenta  vanity;  for  believame,,  b'Other* 
there  is  no  fellow  upon  earth,  how  difagreeable  foever, 
bnt  in  the  long  run  of  his  addrefles  will  utter  fomething 
at  leaft,  that's  worth  a  poor  woman's  hearing.  Betides,, 
to  be  a  little  furious,  Hearty  has  a  tindure  of  jealoufy  in- 
his  temper,  which  nothing  but  a  fubilantial  rival  can 
cure  him  of. 

Col.  O  your  fervant,  madam,  now  you  talk  reafon; 
lam  glad  you  are  concernM  enough  for  Heartly's  faults,, 
to  think  them  worth  your  mending-  a!  ha! 

Mar.  Concern'd  !  why  did  I  fay   that look  yoav 

I'll  deny  it  all  to  him Well,  if  ever  I  am  ferious  with 

you  again  « 

Col.  Here  he  comes \  be  as   merry  with  him  as  you>< 
pleafe. 
'  Mar.  PftiawJ 

Enter  Heartly.     Maria  takes  a  book  front  'the  talk  and- 
reads. 

Heart^ Dear  Colonel,  your  fervant. 

Col.  I  am  glad  you  did  not  come  fooner,  for  in  the 
humour  my  father  left  me  'twould  not  have  been  a  pro* 
per  time  to  have  prefs'd  your  affair — I  touch'd  upon't  • 

but pn   tell  you    more  prefently;  in  the  mean  time 

lofe  no  ground  with  my  fifter. 

Heart.  I  (hall  always   think  myfelf  oblig'd  to    your 
friendfliip,  let  my  fuccefs  be  what  il  will — Madam 
your  moft  obedient — What  have  you  got  therepray? 
Mar.  [Repeating] 

tl  Her  lively  looks  afprightiy  mind  dtfclofe* 

"  Quick  as  her  eyes,  and  as  unfix* d  as  tbofe 

Hear,.Prav,  madam,  what  is  it? 

Mar.  "  Favours  to  none,  to  all  Jbe /miles  extends — 

Heart.  Nay,  I  will  fee  \^trvj^mg^ 

Mar.  [Putting him  fy.~\ 

"  Oft  Jhe  rejefts  •       >  but  never  once  offends* 

Col.  Have  a  care,  (he  has  dipt  into  her  own  character, . 
fhe'll  never  forgive  you,  if  you  doa't  let  her  go 
>ugh  with  it. 

Heart*  I  beg  your  pardon,  madam*  [Gravely* 

Mar.  '*  Bright  as  the  fun,  her  eyet  the  gazers  ft  >  ike  > . 

"  And  like  the  fun,  they  jhine  on -all  alike—  uov— -unv 
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Hear.  That's  fomething  like  indeed. 
Col.  You  would  fay  fo,  if  you  knew  all. 
Hear.  All  what?     Pray  what  do  you  mean? 
Col.  Have  a  little  patience,  I'll  tell  you  immediately. 
Hear.  \_dfideJ\    Confufion!    fome  coxcomb  now    has 
been  flattering  her,  Til  be  curftelfe,  fhe's  fo  full  of  her 
dear  felf  upon'r, 

Mar.  [Turning  to  Heartly.] 
"  If  to  her  Jhare  fome  female  errors  fallt 
* '  Look  on  her  face— —and  you?  II  forget  them  all. 
Is  not  that  naturel,  Mr.  Heartly  ? 

Hear.  For  a  woman  to  expect,  it  is  indeed. 
Mar.  And  can  you  blame  her,  when 'tis  at  the  fame 
lime  a  proof  of  the  poor  man's  paffion,  and  her  power? 

Hear.  So  that  you  think  the  greateft  compliment  a  lo 
ver  can  make  his  miftrefe,  is  to  give  up  his  reafon  to  her! 
Mar.  Certainly;  for  what  have  your  lordly  fex  to  boaft 
of  but  your  underftanding?  And  till  that's  entirely  fur- 
rendered  to  her  difcretion,  while  the  leait  fentiment  holds 
out  againft  her,  a  woman  mull  be  downright  vain  to 
jhink  conqueft  compleated. 

Hear.  There  we  differ,  Madam  ;  for  in  my  opinion,  no 
thing  but  the  moil  exceffive  vanity,  could  value  or  de- 
iire  fuch  a  conqueft. 

Mar.  O!  d'ye  hear  him,  brother  ?  Th  e  creature  rea- 
jfons  with  me  !  Nay,  has  the  frontlefs  folly  to  think  me 
in  the  wrong  too!  O  lud!  he'd  make  a  horrid  tyrant 
•  pofitively  I  won't  have  him. 

Hfar.  Well,  my  comfort  is,  no  other  man  will  eafily 
know  whether  you'll  have  him  or  not. 

Mar.  [AjfeSedly  failing.]  Am   not  I  a  horrid,  vain, 
ly  creature,  Mr.  Heurtlj  ? 

Hear.  A  little  bordering  upon  the  baby,  I  muft  own. 
Mar.  La»d!  how  can  you  love  one  fo  then?     But  I 
do'at  think  you  love  me  though  •  do  you  ? 

H^ar.  Yes,  faith  I  do,  and  fo  lhamefully,  that  I  am 
in  hopes  you  doubt  it. 

Mar.  Poor  man!  he'd  fain  bring  me  to  reafon. 

\_Smilingin  bis  face. 
Hear.  I  would  indeed,  nor  am  aftiamed  to  own  it 
nay,  were  it  biUpofiibleto  make  you  furious  only  when 
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you  mould  be  fo,  you  would  be  the  moil  perfeft  creature 
of  your  fex. 

Mar.  O  lud  !  he's  civil — 

Hear.  Come,  come,  you  have  good  fenfe,  ufe  me  bat 
with  that,  and  make  me  what  you  pleafe. 

Mar.  Laud  !  I  don't  defire  to  make  any  thing  of  you, 
not  I. 

Hear.  Don't  look  fo  cool  upon  me,  by  Heaven  I  can't 
bear  it. 

Mar.  Well  novf  yon  are  tolerable. 

[Gently  glancing  on  him. 

Hear.  Come  then,  be  generous,  and  fwear  at  leait  you'll 
never  be  another's. 

M*r.  Ah  !  laud!  now  you  have  fpoil'd  all  again;  be- 
fide,  how  can  I  be  fare  of  that  before  I  have  feen  this 
t'other  man,  my  brother  fpoke  to  me  of?  [Reads  to  her* 
Jelf  again. 

Hear.   What  riddles?  [To  the  Col. 

Cel.  I  told  you  you  did  not  know  all :  To  be  ferious,  my 
ther  went  out  but  now,  on  purpofe  to  avoid  you.  In 
ftiort,  he  abfolutely  retraces  his  promifes,  fays  he  would 
not  have  you  fool  away  your  time  after  my  fitter,  and  in 
plain  terms  told  me,  he  had  another  man  in  his  head  for 
her. 

Hear.  Another  man  !  confufion!  who  !  what  is  he  ?  did 
not  he  name  him  ? 

Col.  No,  nor  has  he  yet  fpoke  of  him  to  my  fitter. 

Hear.  This  is  unaccountable What  can  havegiven 

him  this  fudden  turn? 

Col.  Some  whim  our  confcientious  Doftor  has  put  in 
his  head  I'll  lay  my  life. 

Hear.  He !  he  can't  be  fuch  a  villain,  he  profefles  a 
friendfhip  for  me. 

Col.  So  much  the  worfe :  By  the  way,  I  am  now  upon 
the  fcent  of  a  fecret,  that  I  hope  ihortly  will  prove  him  a 
TOgue  to  the  whole  nation. 

Hear.  You  amaze  me — But  on  what  pretence,  what 
ground,  what  reafon,  what  interell  can  he  have  to  oppofe 
me  ?— This  fhock  is  infupportable. 

\HeJI  andsfx'd  and  mute » 
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Col.  [AJM&  to  Maria.]  Are  you  really  as  unconcerned 
no  was  you  fee  m  to  be? 

Mar.  Thou  art  a  ftrange  dunce,  brother,  thou  knoweft 
no  more  of  love,  than  I  do  of  a  regiment  You 

ihall  fee  how  I'll  comfort  him 

[She  goes  to  Heartly — mimicks  bis  pofture  and  uneafi- 
xefs,  then  looks  ferioujly  in  bis  face  and  burfts  into  a 
laugh. 

Hear*  1  don't  wonder  at  your  good  humour,  Madam, 
when  you  have  fa  fubflantial  an  opportunity  to  make  me 
uneafy.  for  life. 

Mar.  O  lad  '.how  wife  he  is?     Well !  his  reproaches 

have  that  greatnefs  of  foul the  confufion    they  give 

one  is  in  fuppor  table*  Betty,  is  the  tea  ready? 

£«/**  Betty. 

S(t»  Yes,  Madam. 

Mar.  Mr.  Heartly  your  fervant.  [Exit: 

Col.  So,  fo,  you  have  made  a  fine  fpot  of  work  on't 
indeed. 

Hear.  Dear  Tow,  you'll  pardon  me,  if  I  fpeak  a  little 
freely,  I  own  the  le»ity  of  her  behaviour,  at  this. time, 
gives  me  harder  thoughts,. than  I  once  believ'd  it  poffi- 
ble  to  have  of  her. 

Cirl.  Indeed,  my  friend,  you  miftake  her. 

Hear,  O  pardon  me,  had  (lie  any  real  concern  for  me, 
•hVapprehenlions  of  a  man's  addieffes,  whom  yet  fhe  ne 
ver  faw,mufthav"e  alarm'd.Her  tabe  fomething  more  than 
ferious, 

Col.  Not  at  all,   for  (let  this  man  be  who  he  will)  I; 
take  all  this  levity,.,  as-a  proof  of  her  jefolution  to  have 
nothing  to  fay  to  him. 

Hear.  And  pray,  Sir,  may  I  not  as  well  fufpefr,  that 
this  artful  delay  of  her  good-nature  to  me  now,  is  meant 
as  a  provisional  defence  againft  my  reproaches,  in  cafe9, 
when  flie  has  feen  this  man,  fhe  mould  think  it  conve 
nient  to  prefer  him  to  me  ?• 

Col.  No,  no/'fhejs  giddy,  but  notcapable  of  fo  feri- 
ons  a  falfhood. 

Hear.  It\s  a  fign  you  don't  judge.her  with  a  lover's  eye, 

Col.  No,  but  as  a  ftander  by,  I  often  fee  more  of  the 
than  you  do  :  Don't  you  know  that  flie  is  naturally 
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a  coquette?  And  a  coquette's  play  with  a  ferious  lover, 
is  like  a  back-game  at  table,  all  open  at  firft ;  ftie'll 
make  you  twenty  blots — and  you— fpare  none,  take  them 

all  up,  to  be  fure,  while  (he gains  points  upon  you  : 

So  that  when  you  eagerly  expecl  to  end  the  game  on  your 
fide,  flap — as  you  were,  ihe  whips  up  your  man,  (he's 
fortified,  and  you  are  in  a  worfe  condition,  than  when 
you  begun  with  her — Upon  which,  you  know  ofcourfe, 
youcurfe  your  fortune,  and  flie  laughs  at  you. 

Hear.  Faith  you-judge  it  rightly' 1  have  always 

found  it  fo. 

CoL  In  fhort  you  are  in  hafte  to  be  up,  and  ftie'srev 
folv'd  to  make  you  play  out  the  game  at  her  leifure; 
you  play  for  the  fair  ftake,  and  fhcfor  victory. 

Hear.  But  (till-,  what  could  (he  mean  by  going  away  fa 
abruptly  ? 

CoL  You  grew  too  ferious  for  her. 
Hear.  Why  who  could  bear  fuch  trifling? 
Col.  You  mould  havelaught  at- her. 
If  tar.  I  can't  love  at  that  eafy  rate. 

Co!.  No -If  you  could,  the  uneafinefs  would  be- 

on  her  fide- 

Hear.  Do  you  then  really  think  Ihe  has  any  thing  m 
her  heart  for  me? 

CoL  Ay,  marry,  Sir — Ah!  if  you  could  but  gather  to 
own  that  ferioufly  now — Lord  !  how  you  could  love  her  !, 
ffear.  And  fol  could,  by  Heaven  ! 

[Eagerly  embracing  him. . 

Col  Ay,  but  'tis  not  the  nature  of  the  creature,  you 
muft  take  her  upon  her  own  terms;  thoj  faith. I  thought 
ihe  own'd  a  great  deal  to  you,  but  now  ;  Did  not  you 
obferve,  whenyou  were  impatient,  with  what  a confcious 
vanity  fliecry'd— -Now  you  are  tolerable. 

Hear.  Nay,  the  devil  can  be  agreeable  when  ihe 
pleafes. 

Col.  Well,  well,  I'll  undertake  for  her;  if  my  father 
don't  ftand  in  your  way  w&  are  well  enough,  and  I 
don't  queftion,  but  the  alarm  he  has  given  us,  like  his 
other  political  proj  eel  swill  end  all  in  Fumo. 

Hear.  What  fays  my  lady  ?  you  don't  think  fhe's 
again  it  .us. 
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Col.  I  darefwear  fhe  is  not,  (he's  of  fo  foft  fo  fweet  a 
difpofition,  that  even  provocation  can't  make  her  your 
enemy. 

Hear.  How  came  fo  fine  a  creature  to  marry  yoar  fa 
ther  in  fuch  a  vaft  in-equality  of  years  ? 

Col.  Want  of  fortune,   Frank.      She  was   poor   and 

beautiful;    he  rich  and  amorous She  made   him 

happy,    and  he  her 

Hear.   A  lady. 

Col.  And  a  jointure— -Now  (he's  the  only  one  in  the 
family,  that  has  power  with  our  precife  do&or,  and  I 
dare  engage  (he'll  ufe  it  with  him,  to  perfuade  my  father 
from  any  thing  that's  againft  your  intereft  ;  by  the  way 
you  muftknow,  I-have  (hrew'd  fufpicions,  that  thisfanc- 
tify'd  rogue  is  carnally  in  love  with  her* 

Hear.  O  the  liquorifh  rafcal  ! 

Col.  You  (hall  judge  by  the  fymptoms :  Firft,  he's 
jealous  of  every  male  thing  that  comes  near  her;  and 
under  a  friendly  pretence  of  guarding  my  father's  ho 
nour,  has  perfuaded  him  to  abolifii  affemblies :  Nay, 
at  the  laft  mafquerade  this  confcientious  fpy  (unknown 
to  her)  was  eternally  at  her  elbow  in  the  habit  of  a  car 
dinal.  At  dinner  he  never  fails  to  fit  next  her,  and  will 
eat  nothing  but  what  (he  helps  him  to  ;  always  takes  her 
fide  in  an  argument,  and  when  he  bows  after  grace, 
conftantly  ogles  her ;  bids  my  filter,  if  (he  would  look 
lovely,  learn  to  drefsbyher;  and  at  the  tea-table,  I 
havefeen  the  impudent  goat  moft  lufcioufly  fip  off  her 
leavings.  She  loft  one  of  her  flippers  'tother  day,  (by 
the  way  (he  has  a  mighty  pretty  foot)  and  what  do  you 
think  was  become  of  it  ? 

Hear.  You  puzzle  me. 

Col.  I  gad,  this  love-fick  monkey  had  Hole  it  for  a 
private  plaything,  and  one  of  the  houfe  maids,  when 
ihe  clean'd  his  fludy,  found  it  there  with  one  of  her  old 
gloves  in  the  middle  of  it. 

Hear.  A  very  proper  relique  to  put  him  in  mind  of 
his  devotions  to  Venus. 

QoL  But  mum!   here  he  come?. 
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Enter  Doftor  Wolf,  and  Charles. 

Doff.  Charles,  ftep  into  my  ftudy,  and  bring  down 
half  a  dozen  more  of  thofe  manual  devotions  that  I 
compos'd  for  the  ufe  of  our  friends  in  prifon  ;  and,  doft 
thou  hear  ?  leave  this  writing  there,  but  bring  me  the 
key,  and  then  bid  the  butler  ring  to  prayers —  [Exit. 
Charles.]  Mr.  Heartty*  I  am  your  moft  faithful  ^fervant, 
I  hope  you  and  the  good  colonel  will  Hay  and  join  in  the 
private  dut:es  of  the  family. 

Hear.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir,  provided  you'll  do  the 
duty  of  a  fubjecl  too,  and  not  leave  out  the  prayer  for 
the  royal  family. 

Doft.  The  good  colonel  knows,  I  never  do  omit  it. 

Col.  Sometimes,  doSor;  but  I  don't  remember,  I 
ever  once  heard  you  name  them. 

Doft.  That's  only  to  fhorten  the  fervice,  left  in  fo  large 
a  family,  fome  few  vain,  idle  fouls  might  think  it  tedious; 
and  we  ought  as  it  were,  to  allure  them  to  what's  good, 
by  the  gentleft,  eafieft  means  we  can. 

Hear.  How  !  how  dodlor !  are  you  fure  that's  your 
only  reafon  for  leaving  their  names  cut? 

Do£i.  But  pray,  Sir,  why  is  naming  themfo  abfolutely 
neceflary  ?  when  heaven,  without  it,  knows  the  true 
intention  of  our  hearts  ?—— befide,  why  fhould  we, 
when  we  fo  eafily  may  avoid  it,  give  the  leaft  colour  of 
offence  to  tender  confciences  ? 

Col.  Ay,  now  you  begin  to  open  doctor 

Hear.  Have  a  care,  Sir,  the  confcience  that  equivo 
cates  in  its  devotions,  mud  have  the  blacked  colour  hell 
can  paint  it  with. 

Col.  Well  faid  !  to  him  Heartly. 

Hear.  Your  confcience,  I  dare  fay,  won't  be  eafily 
convinc'd,  while  your  fcruples  turn  to  fo  good  account 
in  a  private  family. 

Doff.  What  am  I  to  be  baited  then— but  'twont  be 
always  holiday — [Fro wning. ]  The  time's  now  yours, 
but  mine  may  come. 

Co/.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 
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Docl.  Sir,  1  (hall  not  explain  myfelf,  but  make  your 
belt  of  what  I've  faid.  I'm  not  to  be  intrap'd  by  all  your 

fervile  fpies  of  power          But  pov/er  perhaps  may 

change  its  hands,  and  you  Vre  long,    as  little  dare  to 
fpeak  your  mind  ^s  I  do. 

Col.  [Taking  him  by  tie  collar  y~\  Hark  you,  Sirrah, 
dare  you  menace  the  government  in  my  hearing  ? 

Hear,  Nay,  Colonel..  \IntfrpoJing. 

Dofi.  'Tis  well  1 

Go!.  Traytor !  but  that  our  laws  have  ch^ns  and' 
gibbets  for  fuch  villains,  I'd  this  moment  crackle  all 
thy  bones  to  fplinters.  [Shakes  hzm*. 

Doft.  Very  well  ;  your  father,  Sir,  mail  know  my 
treatment. 

Hear.  Nay,,  dear  colonel,   let  him  go. 

CoL  I  aflt  your  pardon,  Frank,  I  am*  afham'd  that' 
fuch  a  wretch  could  move  me  fo. 

Hear.    Come,  compofe  your{elf. 

Dott.  [AJide,    and  recovering  himfelf.~\    No  !  I'll  take^ 

no  notice  of  it 1  know  he's  warm  and  weak  enough 

to  tell   this  as  his  own   ftory   to  his  father— "let  him 

'tis  better  fo 'twill  but  confirm  Sir  John  in  his 

good  opinion  of  my  charity,  and  ferve  to  ruin  him  the- 
fafter.  [Exit* 

Hear.  Was  there  ever  fo  infolent  a  rafcal  ? 

Col.  The  dog  will  one  day  provoke  me  to  beat  his 
brains  out. 

Hear.  Who  could  have  believ'd  fuch  outrageous  ar 
rogance  could  have  lurk'd  under  fo  lamb-like  an  out* 
fide? 

Col.  This  fellow  has  the  fpleen  and  fpirit  of  ten 
Meckets  in  him. 

Hear.  What  the  devil  is  he  ?  whence  came  he  ?  what's 
his  original  ?  Is  he  really  a  doftor  ? 

CoL  So  he  pretends,  and  that  he  loft  his  living  in 
Ireland  upon  his  refuting  the  oaths  to  the  goverment. 
Now  [have  made  the  ftri&eft  inquiries,  and  can't  find 
the  leaft  evidence,  that  ever  he  was  in  the  country* 
But  (as  I  hinted  to  you)  there  is  now  in  prifon  a  poor 
unhappy  rebel,  I  went  to  fchool  with,  whofe  pardon  1  = 
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am  Soliciting,  and  he  afTures  me,  he  knew  him  very 
well  in  Flanders,  and  in  fuch  circumftances,  as  when 
it  can  be  ferviceable  to  me  to  know  them,  he  faithfully 
promifes  to  difcover,  but  begs  till  then  I  will  not  infiit 
upon  it. 

Hear.  I  gad  this  intelligence  may  be  worth  your  chQ«» 
rifhing. 

Col.  Hah  !   here's  my  lifter  again. 

Enter  Maria  bajlily,   Dotfor  Wolf  following. 

Mar.  You'll  find,  Sir,  T  will  not  be  us'd  thus  :  Nor 
fliall  your  credit  with  my  father  protect  your  infolence 
to  me. 

Hear,   and  Col.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mar.  nothing,  pray  be  quiet — I  don't  want  you— 
ftand  out  of  the  way—-  [They  retire*. 

Col.  What  has  the  dog  done  to  her? 

Mar.  Howdurftyou  bolt  with  foch authority  into  my 
chamber  without  giving  me  notice  ? 

Hear.  Confufion  ! 

Ccl.  Now,  Frank,  whofe  turn  is  it  to  keep  their 
temper.  [Apart* 

Hear.   [Struggling]  'Tis  not  mine  I'm  fare.      "| 

Col.  Hold — if  my  father  won't  refent  this,  \  dj.art 
'tis  then  time  enough  for  me  to  do  it.  J 

Dofi.  Compofe  your  tranfport,  madam,  I  came  by 
j  your  father's  defire,  who  being  inform'd,  that  you 
/ere  enteriaining  Mr.  Heart!y,grew  impatient,  and  gave 
pofitive  command,  that  you  attend  him  inftantly, 

he  himfelf,   he  fays,  willfeich  you. 

Hear.  So  !  now  the  ilorrm  is  rifing. 

Dofi.  So,  for  what  I  have  done,  madam,  I  had  his 
luthority,  and  (hall  leave  him  to  anfwer  you. 

Mar.  'Tis  falfe,  he  gave  you  no  authority  to  infult 
or  if  he  had,  did  you  fuppofe  I  would  bear  it 
jfrom  you?  What  is  it  you  prefumeupon?  yoar  func 
tion  !  Does  that  excempt  you  from  the  man  nets  of  a 
[gentleman  ? 

&o&  Shall  T  have  any  anfwear  to  your  father,  lady  i 

Mar*  I'll  fend  him  none  by  you. 
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Dotf.  I  mall  inform  him  fo—  [Extt» 

Mar.   A  faucy  puppy. 

Col-  Pr'ythee,  filler,  what  has  the  fellow  done  to  you  ? 

Hear.  I  beg  you  tell  us,  madam. 

Mar.  Nay,    no  great  matter  -  'but  I  was  fitting 

carelefly  in  my  drefling  room — -—a  •  -a  faftning  my 
garter  with  my  face  juft  towards  the  door,  and  this 
impudent  cur,  without  the  lead  notice,  comes  bounce 
in  upon  roe  and  my  devililh  hoop  happening  to  hitch 
in  the  chair,  I  was  an  hour  before  I  could  get  down  my 
petticoats. 

Hear.  The  rogue  muft  be  corrected. 

CoL  Yet  I  gad,  I  can't  help  laughing  iat  the  accident! 
what  a  ridiculous  figure  mud  me  make!  ha  !  ha! 

Mar.  Hah  !  you're  as  impudent  as  he,  I  think  :  Wellt 
but  had  not  I  bell  go  to  my  father  I 

Hear.  Now,  now,   dear  Tom,  fpeak  to  her  before  fht 
goes,  this  is  the  very  crifis  of  my  life  « 

[Apart  to  the  Col. 

Mar.  What  does  he  fay  brother  ? 

CoL  Why  he  wants  to  have  me  fpeak  to  you,    and  I 
would  have  him  do  it  himfelf. 

Mar.  Ay,  come,  do,    Heartly,  I  am  in  good  humour 

BOW. 

Hear.  O  Maria  /—my  heart  is  burflyng — — — 

Mar.  Well,    well,  out  with  it. 

Har.  Your  father,  now,  i  fee,  is  bent  on  parting  us 
Nay,  what's  yet  worfe,  perhaps,  will  give  you  to 

another 1   cannot  fpeak-**— Imagine  what   I   want 

from  you 

Mar.  Well—       -O  lud  !    one  looks  fo  filly  though, 

when  one's   ferious- O  Gad -In  fhort  I   cannotv 

get  it  oat. 

CoL  I  warrant  you,  try  again. 

Mar.  O  lud  !— well  if  one  muft  be  teiz'd  then 

*  why  he  muft  hope,  I  think. 

Hear.  Is'tpoffible; Thus 

Col.    Buz—  — —-  [Stopping  h; 3  mouth.'}  not  a  fyllable,- 
jfhe  has  done  very  well,  1  bar  all  heroicks ;   if  you  prcfs 


NON-JUROR. 

to  four,    Ihe's  ofF  again  in 


it  too  far,   I'll  hold  fix 
moment. 

Hear.  I  am  filenc'd. 

Mar.  Now  am  I  on  tiptoe  to  know  what.odd  fellow  my 
father  has  found  out  for  me. 

Hear.  I'd  give  fomething  to  know  him. 

Mar.  He's  in  a  terrible  fufs  at  your  being  here  I  find— • 
I  had  beft  go  to  him. 

Col.  By  a  11. means. 

Mar.  O  blefs  us !  here  he  comes  piping  hot  to  fetch 
me  !  Now  we  are  all  in  a  fine  pickle. 

Enter  Sir  John   haflily — He  takes   Maria    under  his  arm, 
cocks   bis  bat,    nods,  frowning  at  Heartly,  and  carries 

her  of.  >  • 

Col.  So Well  faid  doctor !  'tis  he,  I'm  fure  has 

blown  this  fire.  What  horrid  hands  is  this  poor  family 
fallen  into  ?  and  how  the  tray  tor  feems  to  triumph  in  his 
power  ?  How  little  is  my  father  like  himfelf  ?  by  nature, 
open,  juft,  and  generous,  but  this  vile  hypocrite  drive* 
lus  weak  paffionslike  the  wind,  and  I  forefeeat  laft,  will 
dafh  him  on  his  ruin. 

Hear.  Nothing  but  your  fpeedily  detecting  him  can 
'prevent  it. 

Col.  I  have  a  thought,  and  'tis  the  only  one  that  can 
expofe  him  to  my  father — come,  Frank,  be  chearful ; 
in  Tome  unguarded  hour,  we  yet  perhaps,  this  lurking 
thief, 

Without  bh  holy  vizor  may  furprize, 
And  lay  ttf  impvflor  naked  to  his  eyes. 

[Exeunt* 


A       C       T        II. 

Charles  with  a  writing  in  his  hand. 

Charles. tr~X~^IS    fo 1   have  long  fufpefted  whese 

JL      his  zeal  would  end,   in   the  making    of 
private  fortune But^  then  to  found  it  on  ihe  ruin 
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of  his  patron's  children,  makes  me  ihudder  at  the  vi{« 
Jany  :  What  defperation  may  a  fon  be  driven  to,  fo 
barbaro?ifly  difinherited?  -  Befide  his  daughter,  fair 
Waria  too  is  v.  rong'd  ;  wrong'd  in  the  moft  tender  point: 
For  fo  extravagant  is  this  fettlement,  it  leaves  her  not  a 
fhilling,  but  on  her  conditionally  marrying  with  the 
doctor's  confent;  which  feems,  by  what  Pve  heard, 
intended  an  an  expedient,  to  oblige  her  to  accept  the 
doctor  himfelf  for  her  hufband:  Now  'twere  but  :n 
honeft  part  to  let  Maria  know  this  fnare,  that's  laid  for 
her  :  This  deed's  not  fign'd,  and  might  be  yet  prevented 

It  (hall  be  fo—  'twere  folly  not  to  try  —  r-r 
condition  can't  be  worfe  -  Who  knows  how  far  her 
good  nature  may  think  herfelf  oblig'd  for  the  difcovery  Y 
—Mult  he  ruin,  as  he  has  done  mine,  ail  families  he 
comes  into  ? 


Enter  Sir  John,  Lady  Woodvil,  and 

Sir  John.  O,  Charles,  your  mailer  wants  you  to  tran—  .  I 
fcribe  fome  letters. 

Cvarhs.  Sir,   I'll  wait  on  him. 

[Exit.  Charles,  bowing  refteftfully  to  the  ladies*   I 

Mar.  A  pretty  well  bred  fellow  that. 

Sk  John.  Ay,  ay  ;  but  he  has  better  qualities  than  his*  I 
good  breeding  ;  he  is  honeft., 

Mar.  He's  always  clean  too. 

S\rjokn.  I  wonder,  daughter,  when  thou  wilt  take 
notice  of  a  man's  real  merit  —  humph  !  well  bred,  and 
clean  forfooth  —  Would  not  one  think  now,  £he  were  de- 
fcribing  a  coxcomb  ? 

Mar.  But,  dear  Papa,  do  you  make  no  allowance  for 
one's  tafte  ? 

Sir  John.  Tafte  ;  hah  !  and  one's  tafte  ?  That,  ma--! 
dam  one  is  to  me  the  moft  provoking,  impertinent  jade  | 
alive;  and  tafte  is  the  true  picture  of  her  fenfeiefs,  | 
fickly  appetite  :  When  do  you  hear  my  wife  talk  at  this  a 
rate  ;  and  yet  (he  is  as  young,  as  your  faf  taftical  ladyfhip.  ">\ 

Lady  Wood.  Marias  of  a  chearful  temper,  my  dear  ^  ' 
but  I  know  you  don't  thuik  fhe  wants  difcretion. 

Sir  John,  I  mail  try  that  prefently,  and  you,  fweet- 
heart,  fhall  judge  between  us:  In  fliort,  daughter,  you*  j 
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of  life  is  but  one  continual  round  of  playing 
the  fool  to  no  purpofe  :  and  therefore  I  am  refolv'd  to 
make  you  think  fcrioufl  /,  and  marry. 

Mar.  That  I  fhail  do  befonp  I  marry,  Sir,  you  may 
•depend  upon't. 

John.  Um  —  That  lam  not  fo  fure  of—  but  you 
may  depend  upon  my  having  thought  ferioufly,and  that's 
^as  well  i  Fo,-  the  ,?rfon  I  intend  you  is  of  ail  the  world 
the  only  man  cau  make  you  truly  happy. 

Mar.  And  of  all  the  world,  Sir,  that's  the  only  man, 
I'll  pofi'i'.ely  marry. 

^W.   [4Jide  to  Mar.]   Thou  haft  rare  courage, 
;    If  i   had  fuch  a   game  to  play,  I  mould  be 
frighted  out  of  my  wits. 

Mar.  Lord,  madam,  he'll  make  nothing  on't,  depend 
upon  ir. 

Sir.  John.  Mind  what  I  fay  to  you  -  This  wonderful 
man,  I  fay  —  Fir  ft,  as  o  his  principles  both  in  church 
and  ftate,  is  unqueftionable. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  leave  all  that  to  you,  for  I  mould  never 
afk  him  a  queftion  about  either  of  them. 

Sir  John.  You  need  not,  I  am  fully  fatisfied  of  both— 
He  is  is  a  true,  ftanch  member  of  the  Englijh  catholic 
church. 

Mar.  Methinks  though,  I  would  not  have  liim  a  R0- 
man  ca;  holic,  Sir,  becaufe  you  know  of  double  taxes. 

Sir  John.  No,  he's  no  Roman. 

Mar.  Very  well,  Sir  * 

Sir  John.  Then  as  to  the  ftate,  he'll  (hortly  be  one  of 
the  mcft  considerable  men  in  the  kingdom,  and  that 
too  in  an  office  for  life  ;  which  on  whatfo  -ver  pretence  of 
'Uiiibehaviour,  no  civil  government  can  deprive  him  of. 

Mar.  That's  fine  indeed  j  I  was  afraid  he  had  been  a 
Clergyman. 

Sir  John.  I  have  not  yet  faid  what  his  function  is-— 
As  for  hi-  private  life  he's  fober. 

Mar.  O  !    I  mould  hate  a  fot. 

Sir  John.  Chafte. 

Mar.   Ahem.  t/'/'V*  hugb. 

Sir  John*  What  is'c  you  fneer  at,  madam—  -You 
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want  one  of  your  fine  gentleman  rakes,  I  fuppofe,  that 
are  fnapping  at  every  woman  they  meet  with. 

Mar.  No,  no,  Sir,  I  am  very  well  fatisfied 1 1 

fhould  not  care  for  fuch  a  fort  of  man  no  more  than  I 
fhould  for  one  that  every  woman  was  ready  to  fnap  at. 

Sir  John.  No,  you'll  be  fecure  from  jealoufy ;  he  has 
experience,  ripenefs  of  years ;  he  is  almoft  forty-nine  : 
your  fex's  vanities  will  feave  no  harm  for  him. 

Mar.  But  all  this  while,  Sir,  I  dont  find  that  he  has 
any  charm  for  our  fex's  vanity  :  How  does  he  look  ? 
Is  he  tall,  well  made  ?  Does  he  drefs,  fmg,  talk,  laugh, 
and  dance  well  ?  Has  he  a  good  air,  good  teeth,  fine 

eyes,  fine  fair  perriwig Does  he  keep  his  chaife, 

coach,  chariot,  and  berlin,  with  fix  flouncing  Flanders  : 
Does  he  wear  blue  velvet,  clear  white  ftockings,  and 
fubfcribe  to  the  opera  ? 

Sir  John.  Was  there  ever  fo  profligate  a  creature  ! 
What  will  this  age  come  to  ? 

Lady  Wood.  Nay,  Maria,  here  I  muft  be  againft  you  — 
Now  you  are  blind  indeed,  a  woman's  happinefs  has  little 
to  do  with  the  pleafure  her  hufband  takes  in  his  own 
perfon. 

S\rjohn.  Right. 

Lady  Wood.  'Tis  not  how  he  looks,  but  how  he  loves, 
is  the  point. 

Sir  John.  Good  again  ! 

Lady  Wood.  And  a  wife  is  much  more  fecure,  that  has 
charms  for  her  huiband,  than  when  the  hufband  has  only 
charms  for  her.  , 

Sujobn.    Admirable!    GOOD,  my  dear. 

Lady  Wood*  Do  you  think,  child,  a  woman  of  five 
and  twenty  may  not  be  much  happier  with  an  honed  man 
of  fifty,  than  the  finefl  woman  of  fifty  with  a  young 
fellow  five  and  twenty  ? 

Sir  John.  Mark  that. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  when  two  five  and  twenties  come  to 
gether—Dear  Papa,  you  muft  allow  they  have  a  chance 
to  be  fifty  times  as  pleafant  and  frolickfome. 

Sir  John.  Frolickfome !  why  you  fenfual  ideot,  what 
feave  frolkks  to  do  with  folid  happinefs ,?  I  am 
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of  you.— --Go  !  you  talk  worfe  than  a  girl  at  a  boarding- 
fchool—  Frolickfome  !  as  if  marriage  were  only  a  li 
cence  for  two  people  to  play  the  fool  according  to  law  ? 
methink.s  madam,  you  havre  a  better  example  of  hap- 
pinefs  before  your  face — Here's  one  has  ten  times  your 
underftanding,  and  me,  you  find,  has  made  a  different 
choice. 

Mar.  Lord  Sir !  how  you  talk  ?  you  don't  consider 
people's  temper :  I  don't  fay  my  lady  is  not  in  the  right ; 
but  then  you  know,  Papa,  fhe's  a  prude,  and  I  am  a 
coquette :  me  becomes  her  character  very  well,  I  don't 
deny  it,  and  I  hope  you  fee  every  thing  f  do  is  as  con- 
fiftent  with  mine :  Your  wife  folks  may  lay  down  what 
rules  they  pleafe;  but  'tis  cenflitution  that  governs  us 
all,  and  you  can  no  more  bring  me,  Sir,  to  endure  a 
man  of  forty-nine,  than  you  can  perfuade  my  lady  to 
ce  in  a  church  to  the  organ. 

vrjobn.  Why  you  wicked  wretch,  could  any  thing 
rfuadeyou  to  that? 

Mar.  Lord,    Sir!    I  won't   anfwer   for   any  thing  I 
suld  do  when  the  whim's  in  my  head  :    You  know  I 
Iways  lov'd  a  littk  flirtation. 

Sir  John.  O  horrible !  My  poor  mother  has  ruin'd 
er;  leaving  her  a  fortune  in  her  own  hands,  has  turn'd 
•far  brain:  In  fhort,  your  fenuments  of  life  are  mame- 
lul,  and  I  am  refolv'd  upon  your  inftant  reformation  ; 
erefore,  as  an  earned  of  your  obedience,  I  mall  firft 
nfift  that  you  never  fee  young  Hearty  more  ;  for  in  one 
ord,  the  good  and  pious  dodor  Wolfs  the  man  that  I 
ve  decreed  your  hufband. 

Mar.  Ho  !   ho  !    ho  !  \Laugking  aloud. 

Sir  John.  'Tis   very  well         this   lau^gh,  you   think, 
omes  you,   but  I  mail  fpoil  your  mirth  no 

>re. give  me  a  ferious  anfwer. 

Mar.  [Gravely]  I  afk  your  pardon,   Sir,  i    mould  not 
ve  fmil'd  indeed,  could  I  have  fuppos'd  it  poffible  that 
u  were  feriou*. 
Sir  John.  You'll  find  me  fo. 

Mar.  I  am  forry  for  it;  but  I  have  an  objection  to 
it  ||  the  doftor,  Sir,  that  moil  father's  think  a  fubftaniial  one. 
i\ 
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Sir  John.  Name  it. 

Mar.  Why,  Sir,   you   know  he  is  not  worth  a  groat. 

Sir  John.  That's  more  than  you  know,  madam  ;  I  arft 
able  to  give  him  a  better  eflate  than  I  am  afraid  you'll 
deferve. 

Mar.  How,    Sir? 

Sir.  John.  1  have  told  you  what's  my  will,  and  mail 
leave  you  to  think  on't. 

Enter  Charles. 

Charles.  [AJide  Sir  John.]  Sir,  if  you  are  at  leifure, 
the  doftor  defires  a  private  conference  with  you,  upon 
bufinefs  of  importance. 

Sir  John.  Where  is  he  ? 

Charles.  In  his  own  chamber,  Sir,  juft  taking  his  leave 
t>f  the  Count  and  another  gentleman,  that  came  this 
morning  exprefs  from  Avignon:  He  has  fent  you  the 
note  you  ask'd  him  for. 

Sir  John.  'Tis  well ;  I'll  come  to  him  immediately— 
[Exit  Charles.]  Daughter,  I'm  calPd  away,  and  there 
fore  have  orjy  time  to  tell  you,  as  my  laft  refolution, 
that  if  you  expeft  a  fhilling  from  me,  the  doctor  is  your 
iufband,  or  I'm  no  more  your  father. 

[Exit  Sir  John,  and  drops  the  papers 

Mar.  O  madam  !  I  am  at  my  wits  end,  not  for  the 
little  fortune  I  may  ofe  in  difobeying  my  father;  but 
it  ftartles  me  to  find  what  a  dangerous  influence  this 
fellow  has  o'erali  his  actions, 

Lady  Wood.  D°ar  Maria,  I  am  now  as  much  alarm'd 
as  you  ;  for  though  in  compliance  to  your  father,  I  have 
been  always  inclin'u  5.0  think  charitably  of  this  doctor, 
yet  now  I  am  convinc'd  'tis  time  to  be  upon  our  guard- 
he's  flopping  into  his  ellate  too  ! 

Mar.  Here's  my  brother,  madam,  we'll  confult  with 
him. 

To  them  the  Colonel. 

Col.  Msdam,  your  molt  obedient Well  fifter, 

the  fecretout  ?  Who  is  this  pretty  fellow  my  father  has 
up  tor  you  ? 
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Mar.  Ev'n  our  agreeable  doftor. 

Co!.  You  are  not  ferious. 

Lady  Wood*  He's  the  very  man,  I  can  affureyou,  Sir. 

Col.  Coofufion  !  What,  would  the  Je<wijh  cormorant 
devour  the  whole  family  ?  Your  ladyihip  knows  he  is 
fecretly  in  love  with  you  too. 

Lady  Wood.  Fy  !  fy  !  Colonel. 

Col.  I  ask  your  pardon,  madam,  if  I  fpeak  too  freely ; 
but  I  am  fure,  by  what  I  have  feen,  your  ladyiliip  muft 
fufpeft  fomf'thing  of  it. 

Lady  Wood.  Lam  forry  any  body  elfe  has  feen  it;  but 
I  mult  own  his  civilities  of  late  have  been  fomeching' 
warmer  than  I  thought  became  him. 

Col.  How  then  are  thefe  oppofites  to  be  reconcil'd  i 
can  the  rafcal  have  the  aflurance  to  think  both  thefe 
points  are  to  be  carried  ? — But  he  does  nothing  like  other 
people  ;  he's  a  contradict-on  ev'n  to  his  own  character: 
moft  of  your  Non  Jurors  now  are  generally  people  of  a 
free  and  open  difpofiti.on,  mighty  pretenders  to  a  con- 
fcience  of  honour  indeed :  But  you  feldom  fee  them  put 
on  the  leaft  mew  of  Religion.  But  this  formal  hypocme 
always  has  it  at  his  tor.g.e's  end,  and  there  it  flicks,  for, 
it  never  gets  into  his  heart,  1'Jl  anfwer  for  him. 

Lady  Wood.  Ay,  but  that's  the  charm,  that  firft  got 
him  into  Sir  John's  heart;  who,  good  man,  is  himfelf, 
I  am  fure,  fincere,  however  now  mifguided.  'Twas  not  fo 
much  his  principles  of  government,  as  his  well-painted 
piety;  his  feeming  (elf-denial,  refignation,  patience, 
and  humble  ourfide,  that  gave  him  firft  fo  warm  a  lodg 
ing  in  his  bo  fern. 

Mar.   My  lady  has  judg'd  it  perfectly  right. 

Col.  I  am  afraid  it's  too  true.  There  has  been  his  fureft 

footing  !  But  here  we  are  puzzled  again What  fubtle 

fetch  can  he  have  in  being  really  in  love  with  your 
ladyfliip,  and  at  the  fame  time  making  fuch  a  buftle  to 
marry  my  fifter  ? 

Alar.  Truly  one  would  not  fufpeft  him  to  be  fo  ter 
magant:  I  fancy  the  gentleman  might  have  his  hands 
foil  of  one  of  us. 

Col.  And  yet  his  zeal  pretends  to  be  fo  fhock'd  at  all 
Vol.  Ill, 
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indecent  amours,  that  in  the  country  he  us'd  to  make  the 
maids  lock  up  the  turkey-cocks  every  Saturday  night, 
for  fear  they  fhould  gallant  the  hens  on  a  Sunday. 

Lady  Woody  O  !  ridiculous. 

Col.  Upon  my  life,  madam,  my  fifter  told  me  fo. 

Mar.  \  tell  you  fo  !  You  impudent 

Lady  Wood.  Fy  !  Maria,  he  only  jefts  with  you. 

Mar.  How  can  you  be  fuch  a  monfter  to  be  playing 
the  fool  here,  when  you  have  more  reafon  to  be  frighted 
out  of  your  wits  ?  You  don't  know,  perhaps,  that  my 
father  declares  he'll  fettle  a  fortune  upon  this  fellow 
too. 

Col.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Lady  Wood.  JTis  too  true  ;  'tis  not  three  minutes  fmce 
he  faid  fo. 

Col.  Nay,  then  'tis  time  indeed  his  eyes  were  open'd; 
and  give  me  leave  to  fay,  madam,  'tis  only  in  your 
power  to  fave  not  only  me,  but  ev'en  my  father  too  from 
ruin. 

Lady  Wood.  I  mail  eafily  come  into  any  thing  of  that 
kind,  that's  practicable — What  is't  you  propofe  ? 

Col.  Why,  if  this  fellow  (which  I  am  fu;e  of)  is  really 
in  love  with  you,  give  him  a  fair  opportunity  to  declare 
himfelf,  and  leave  me  to  make  my  advantage  of  it. 

Lady  Wood.  I  apprehend  you — I  am  loth  to  do  a 
wrong  thing 

Mar.  Dear  madam,  it's  the  only  way  in  the  world 
to  expofe  him  to  my  father. 

Lady  Wood.  I'll  think  of  it [Mufinp 

Col.  When  you  do,  madam,  I  am  fure  you  will  come 
into  it. 

How  now  !  What  paper's  this  ?  it's  the  doctor's  hand. 
Mar.  I  believe  my  father  dropt  it. 
Col.  What's  here  ?  [Reads.} 

*  Laid  out  at  feveral  times  for  the  fecret  fervices   of 

His  M ' 

/.      s.      d. 
May  the  28th,   for  fix  bafeets  of  rue  and  1    o     jg     QQ 

thyme, 

•The  29th,  ditto,  two  cart-loads  of  oaken- 1 
boughs, 
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J.    </. 

10    oo 


"1 

Ditto  -  Given  to  the  bell-ringers  of  fe- 

vcral  parifhes,         —         —         — 
Ditto  —  To  Simon  Chaunter,  parifh-clerk, 

for  his  feleLting  proper  ftaves  adapted  to  >O5     07     06 

the  da 


Ditto,  —  For  lemons    and    arrack    fent 
into  Newgate, 


09     05     oo 


Col.  Well,  while  they  drink  it  in  Newgate,  much 
good  may  it  do  them. 


Paid  to  Henry  Confcience,  Juryman,  for  his 
extraordinary  trouble  in  acquitting  fir 
Prefton  Rebel  of  his  indictment, 

Allow'd  to  Patrick  Mac-Rogue,  of  the 
foot-guards,  for  prevailing  with  his 
comrade  to  defert,  —  —  — 

Given  as  fmart-money  to  Humphrey  Stanch,  \ 
cobler,  lately  whipt  for   fpeakuig   his    • 


oo 


04    06     06 


03     04     06 


oc     oo    oo 


03 


01     01     06 


mind  of  the  government 
Paid   to  Abel   Perkin,    ne\vs»writer,    for 

divers  feafonable  paragraphs,         •     •• 
Auguft  the  i  ft,  paid  to  John  Shoplift  and 

Thomas  Highway,  for  endeavouring  to  r\ 

put  out  the  enemies  bonfire,  -          J 
Augujl  the  2d,  paid  the  furgeon  for  fear-  1 

cloth,  for  their  bruifes,  J 

Was  there  ever  fuch  a  heap  of  ftupid,  cold-fcented 
treafon  !  Now,  madam,  I  hope  you  fee  the  neceffity  of 
blowing  up  this  traitor  :  Thefe  are  lengths  I  did  not 
think  my  father  had  gone  with  him  :  What  vile,  what 
low  fedition,  has  he  made  him  ftoop  to  ? 

Lady  Wood.  I  tremble  at  the  precipice  he"  Hands  on  ! 

Mar.  O  blefs  us  !  I  am  in  a  cold  fweat  ;  dear  brother, 
leave  it  where  you  found  it  - 

Lady  Wood*  By  all  means  ;   if  fir  John  fhoud  know  it's 
.in  your  hands,  it  may  make  him  defperate  .  .....  •  . 

Na 
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Col.  You^are  in  the  right,  madam. 

[  He  lays  down  the  paper. 

Lady  Wood.  Let's  fteal  into  the  next  room, and  obfeive 
that  no  body  elie.  takes  it  up  ;  he'll  certainly  come  back 
to  look  for't. 

Ccl.  But  I  muft  leave  you,  poor  Hcartly  flays  for  me 
at  White's  ;  and  he'll  fit  upon  thorns,  'till  I  bring  him 
an  Account  of  ,his  new  rival. 

Mar.  Well,  well,  get  you  gone  tl\en.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  fir  John  in  a  hurry. 

Sir  John.  Undone  1  ruin'd  !  Where  could  I  drop  this 
paper? — Hold — Jet's  k&-r\fk fnds  /'/.]  Ah  !  here  it  is. 
What  a  blefTed  '{cape  was  this  ?  If  my  hotbrain'd  fon  had 
found  it,  I  fuppofe  by  to-morrow,  he  would  have  been 
begging  my  eiiate  for  the  difcovery 

Enter  Dottor  Wolf. 

O  doctor !  all's  well  :  I  have  found  my  paper. 

Dofl.  I  am  iincerely  glad  of  it  Jt  might  have 
ruin'd  us. 

Sir  John.  Well,  fir,  what  fay  our  laft  advices  from 
^.cvignon  ? 

Dott.  All  goes  right — The  council  has  approv'd  our 
fcheme,  and.  prefe  mightily  for  difpatch  among  our 
friend*  in  England. 

Sir  John.   But  pray,  do£lor— — — — — 

Do8.  Hold,  fir, — now  we  are  .alone,,  give  me  leave  to 
inform  you  better— Not  that  I  am  vain  of  any  world 
ly  title  ;  but  fmce  it  has  pleas'd  our  court  to  dignify  me, 
our  church's  right  obliges  me  to  take  it. 

Sixjehn.   Pray,  fir,  explain. 

Dctt.  Ourlailexpiefs  has  brought  me  this  —  \HcJhew$ 
a.  writing]  which  (far  unworthy,  as  I  am)  promotes  me 
to  the  vacant  fee  of  T&etford. 

Sir  John.  Js  it  pcffible  ?  My  Lord,  I  joy  in  your  ad 
vancement, 

f)oft.  It  is  indeed  a  fpiritual  comfort  to  find  my  la 
bours  in  the  caufe  are  net  forgotten;  though  I  mult  own 
fomelefs  confpicuous  inftance  of  their  favour  had  better 
fuited  jne .:  fuch  high  diitindions  are  insidious ;  and  it 
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would  realty  grieve  me,  fir,  among  my  friends,  to  meet 
with  envy  where  1  only  hope  for  love  ;  not  Vat  I  fubmit 
ill  any  way  to  fevc  them. 

Sir  John.  Ah  !  good  man  !  this  meeknefs  will,  I  hope, 
one  day  be  rewarded—but  pray,  Sir — my'Lord  ! — I  beg 
your  lordfnip's  pardon —  pray  what  other  news?  ho\v  do 
all  our  friends  ?  are  they  in  heart,  and  chearful  ? 

Dott.  To  a  man  !  never  in  fuch  fanguine  hopes— tile 
court's  extremely •  throng' d— never  was  there  fuch  a  con- 
courfe  of  warlike  exiles  :  Though  they  talk,  this  (harp 
feafon,  cf  removing  farther  into  Italy ,  for  the  benefit  cf 
milder  air  :  Well  !  the  catholicks  are  the  fmcereit 
friends  ! 

Sir  John.  Nay  I  muft  do  them  jnftice,  they  are  truly 
vcalous  in  the  caiif?,  and  it  has  often  griev'd  my  heart 
that  our  church's  differences  are  fo  uterly  irreconcile- 
able.' 

Dctf.  O  nourifh  frill  that  charitable  thought !  there's 
fomething  truly  grent  and  humane  in  it ;  and  really,  if 
you  examine  Well  the  dqftrines  laid  down,  by  my 
•jenrr/ed  predeceiibr,  in  his  Cafe  of  Schifm,  you  will  find 
th:>fe  differences  are  not  fo  terribly  material,  as  feme 
'obiHnate  fchifmaticks  would  paint  them  :  Ah!  could 
we  but  be  brought  to  temper,  a  great  many  feeming 
con  traditions  might  be  reccncil'd  on  both  fides  :  But 
je  the  laity  will  interpret  for  themfelves,  there  is 
indeed  no  doing  it.  Now,  .could  we,  Sir,  like  other 
nation?,  but  once  reftrain  that  monftrous  licence  ^  all  ! 
Sir,  a  union  then  might  foon  be  practicable. 

Sir'Jo&n.  Auh!  'twill  never  do  here  :  The  EngUJhas* 
a  ftubborn  headib-ong  people,  and  have  been  fo  long  in- 
dulg'd  in  the  ufe  of  their  own  fenfes ,  that, -while  they 
h;ive  eyei  in  their  heads,  you  will  never  be  able  to  per- 
fuade  them  tiiey  can't  fee, 'there's  no  making  them  give 
up  their  human  evidences :  and  your  Credo,  quia  impfjjji- 
bih  eft,  is  an  argument  they  will  always  make  a  jeft  of. 
No,  no,  it  is  not  force  will  do  the  thing,your  preft'd  me« 
don't  always  make  the  beft  foldiers.  And  truly,  my 
Lo-d,  v/e  leem  to  be  wrorg  too  in  another  point,  to 
which  I -have  often  imputed  Uc  ill  fuccefs  of  our  caufe-; 
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and  that  is,  the  taking  into  our  party  fomany  loofe  per- 
fons  of  difTolute  and  abandcn'd  morals  ;  fellows  whom, 
in  their  daily  private  courfe  of  life,  the  pillory  and  gal.- 
Jows  feem  to  groan  for. 

Do  ft.  'Tis  true  indeed,  and  I  have  often  wifh'd  'twere 
poffible  to  do  without  them,  but  in  a  multitude  all  men 
won't  be  all  faints  ;  and  then  again  they  are  really  ufeful; 
nay,  and  in  many  things,  that  fober  men  will  not  ftoop 

to They  ferve,   poor  curs,,  to  bark   at  the  govern.- 

raent  in  the  open  ftreets,  and  keep  up  the  wholfome 
fpirit  of  clamour  in  the  common  people  ;  and,  Sir,  you- 
cannot  conceive  the  wonderful  ufe  of  clamour,  'tis  fo 
teizing  to  a  miniitry,  it  makes  them  winch  and  fret,  and 
grow  uneafy  in  their  pcfts — Ah  !.  many  a  comfortable 
point  has  been  gain 'd  by  clamour  !  'tis  in  the  nature  of 

mankind  to  yield  more  to  that,    than  reafon Ev'n 

Socrates  himfelf  could  not  refifl  it ;  for  wife  as  he  was, 
yet  you  fee  his  wife  Xantippe  carried  all  her  points  by 
>'  clamour.  Come,  come,,  clamour  is  a  ufeful  monfter.,, 
and  we  mull  feed  the  hungry  mouths  of  it ;  it  being  of" 
the  laft  importance  to  us,  that  hope  to  change  the  govern 
ment,  to  let  it  have  no  quiet. 

Sir  John*  Well,  there  is  indeed  no  refifling  mere 
neceffity. 

Dctf.  Befides,  if  we  fuffer  our  fpirits  to  cool  here  at 
home,  our  friends  abroad  will  fend  us  over  nothing  but 
-cxcufes. 

Sir  John.  'Tis  true,  but  ftill  I  am  amaz'd,  that 
France  fo  totally  mould  have  left  us— Mardyke,  they 
lay,  will  certainly  be  demolifh'd. 

Doft.  No  matter,  let  them  go we  have  made  a  good 

exchange,  our  new  ally  is  yet  better,  as  he  is  lefs  fuf- 
pefted  -But  to  give  them  their  due,  we  have  no  fpirits 
among  us  like  the  women,  the  ladies  have  fupported 
our  caufe  with  a  furprizing  conftancy.  O  1  there's  no 
daunting  them,  ev'n  with  ill  fuccefs  L  they  will  ftarve 
their  very  vanities,  their,  vices*,  to  feed  their  loyalty  : 
I  aminform'd  that  my  good  lady  countefs  of  Night-antt 
Day  has  never  been  feen  in  a  new  gown,  or  has  once 
thrown  a  die  at  any  of  the  aiTemhlies,,  fince  oui  laft 
general  contribution. 
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Sir  Join.  O  my  good  lord,  if  our  court  abroad  but 
knew  what  obligations  they  have  to  your  indefatigable 
endeavours 

Do  ft.  Alas!  Sir,  lean  only  boaft  an  honeil  heart ;  my 
power  is  weak,  I  only  can  affift  them  with  my  prayers 
and  zealous  wiflies  ;  or  if  I  had  been  ferviceable,  hav» 
not  vou,  Sir,  overpaid  me  ?  Your  daughter,  Sir,  the 
fair  Mariay  is  a  reward  no  merit  can  pretend  to. 

Sir  John.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  this  tender  gratitude 
confounds  me  O  !  this  infcnfible  girl — Pray  excufe 

me \Weept. 

Do8.  You  feem  concem'd,.  pray  what's  amifs  ? 
&\rjchn.  That  I  ihould  be  the  father  of  fo  blind  a 
child.  Aias !  fhe  flights  the  bleffing  I  propos'd,  fhe  fee.s 
you  not,  my  lord,  with  my  fond  eyes ;  but  lay  not,  I 
befeech  you,  at  my  door,  the  ungrateful  flubbcrnnefs  of 
a  thoughtlefs  girl. 

Do8.  Nay,  good  Sir,  be  not  thus  concern'd  for  mr, 
we  muft  allow  her  female  modefty  a  time,  your  ftrict 
commands  perhaps  too  fuddenly  furpriz'd  her;  maids 
muft  be  iluwlv,  gently  dealt  with ;  an-d  might  I,  Sir, 

prefume  to  advife •- 

Sir  John.  Any  thing,  your  will  fhall  govern  me  and 
her. 

Dott.  Then,  Sir,  abate  of  your  authority,  and  let 
the  matter  reft  a  while  :  Suppofe  I  firft  fliould  beg  your 
good  lady,  Sir,  to  be  my  friend  to  her:  Women  will 
hear  from  their  own  fex,  what  fometimes,  ev'n  froin 
the  man  they  like,  would  itartle  them :  May  I  have 
your  permilfion,  Sir,  when  dinner  is  remov'd,  to  enter* 
tain  my  lady  on  this  fubjeft  privately  ? 

Sir  John.  O  !  by  all  means,  rnd  troth,  it  is  an  excel 
lent  thought,  I'll  go  this  inftant,  and  prepare  her  to 
leceive  you,  and  will  myfelf  contrive  your  opportunity. 

Dofl.   You  are  too  good  to  me,  Sir too  bountiful. 

Sit  John.  Nay,  now,  my  lord,  you  drive  me  fronv 
you. 

Dofi.  Pray  pardon  me. 

Sir  John.  No  more  I  beg  you,  good  my  lord — vour 

fervant.  [Exif. 

Do8.  Ha  !  ha  1  What  noble  harvefts  have  been  reaped 
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from  bigotted  credulity,  nor  ever  was  a  better  inftance 
of  it.  Would  it  not  make  one  fmilej  that  it  Ihould 
ever  enter  into  the  brains  of  this  man  (who  can  in  other 
points  diftinguifh  like  a  man)  that  a  Proteftant  church 
can  never  be  fecure,  till  it  has  a  Popifh  prince  to  defend 
at? 

Enter  Charles. 
JSo  Charles,  haft  thou  finim'd  thofe  letters  ? 

Charles.  I  have  brought  them,    Sir. 

Dotf.  'Tis  very  well,  let  them  befeal'd  without  adj. 
re&ion,  and  give  them  to  Aarcn  Sham  the  Jew,  vvhei> 
he  calls  for  them— O!  and — here,  ftepyourfelf  this  after 
noon  to  Mr.  Defeasance  of  Grafs-bin,  and  give  him 
this  thirty  pound  bill  from  Sir  Harry  Fox-hound-,  beg  him 
to  fit  up  night  and  day  till  the  writings  are  finifh'd :  For 
Jiis  trial  certainly  comes  on  this  week,  he  knows  we  can't 
.always  be  fure  of  a  jury,  and  a  moment's  delay  may 
.make  the  commiiTionerslay  hold  of  his  eftate. 

Charles.  My  lord,  I'll  take  the  utmoft  care. 

flcfi.  Well,   Charles.  [Gravely  fmiling. 

Charles.  Sir  John  has  told  me  of  the  new  duty  I 
ought  to  pay  you  when  in  private. 

Do&.  But  take  efpecialheed  that  it  be  only  in  private. 

•  Charles.  Your  lordfliip  need  not  caution  me my 

.Lord,  I  hear  another  whifper  in  the  family  ;  I'm  told 
'you'll  fhortly  be  allied  to  it ;  fir  John,  they  fay,  has 
actually  confented ;  I  hope,  my  lord,  you'll  find  the 
fair  Maria  too  as  yielding. 

Dc&.  Such  a  propofal  has  indeed  been  flatted,  but  it 
will  end  in  nothing :  Maria  is  a  giddy  wanton  thing, 
not  form'-d  -to  make  a  wife  man  happy  ;  her  life's  too 
•vain,  too  fenfual  to  elevate  a  heart  like  mine  :  No,  no, 
J  have  views  more  ferious. 

Charles.  O  my  fluttering  joy  !  \_Ajide. 

Dott.  Marriage  is  a  tfate  too  turbulent  for  me. 

Charles.  But  with  fir  John's  confent,  my  lord,  her 
fortune  may  be  confiderable. 

Doff.  Thouknow'ic,  Charles,  my  thoughts  of  happi- 
nefs  were  never  form'd  on  fortune. 
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Charles.  No  !  I  find  that  by  the  fettlement.  [Afitle. 
Deft.  Or  if  they  were,  they  would  be  there  impoffi- 
Jble  ;  Maria's  vain '  diftafte  of  me,  I  know, 's  as  deeply 
rooted,  as  my  contempt  of  her :  And  can'ii  thou  think 
I'd  ftain  my  ehara&er  to  be  a  wanton's  mockery,  to 
follow  through  the  wilds  of  folly  me  would  lead  me,, ^ 
tocringcrand  doat  upon  a  fenfelefs  toy,,  that  every  fea 
ther  in  a  hat  can  purchafe  ? 

Charles.  .But mayn't  fir  John  take  it  ill,  my  Lord,  to 
bave  her  flighted  ? 

Doct*  No,  no,  her  ridiculous  averfion  will  fecurema 
from  his -reproaches-. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Scr.  Sir,  my  mailer  deilres  to  fpeafe  with-  you. 
Dccf.  I'll  wait  on  him,— CJiarles-,  you'll  take  care  pf 
my  di regions. 

Charles.   I'll  be  fure,   Sir.  [Exit  Doctor. 

Kind  heaven,  I  thank  thee  !  this  bar  fo    urrexpe'texiiy 
remov'd  gives  vigour  to  my  heart,  and  Is,  J  hope,    anr 
cmen  of  it's  f  jrtuhe  —  But  I  muiT  lofe  no  time,  the  wri 
ting  may'  be  every  moment  calPd  for        "this  is  Ivec 
chamber. 

He  knack:-  fofily-^-and Betty  enters  to  him. 
Is  your  lady  bufy  ? 

Beit.   I  think  ihe's  only  a  rending. 
(.  h^'rlis.   Will  you  do  me  the  favour  to  let  her  kno\vy 
if  flie   £  at  leifure,  I  beg  to  fyeak  with  hereupon-  fome 
earned  bull nefs  ?' 

Maria  e  itering  *witb  a  Bock* 
Mar.  Who's  that  ? 

Beti.  She's  here— Mr.  Ch'arhs,    M^ctani,    defires    tds 
fpeak  with  you. 

Mar.   O  !   your  fervant,  Mr.  Charles— HUM  tat 
odious ' Homer t  and  lay  him  up  again,  he  tires  me. 

[Exit  Betty  with  the 
How  could  the  blind  wretch  make  fuch   a  horrid  fufs 
about  a  fine  woman,    for  fo  many  volumes    together, 
and  give  us  no  account  of  her  amours  ?    You  have  read 
him  I  fuppofe  in  the  Greek,  Mr.  Charles* 
Charlrs.  Not  lately,  midarn. 
Mar.  But  do  you  fo  violently  admire  1  in  now  $ 

N      ' 
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Charles.  The  criticks  fay  he  has  his  beauties,  madanr^ 
But  OavWhas  been  always  my  favourite. 

Mar.   Q'-vid  !  O\  he's  ravilhing — 

Charles.   And  fo  art  thou,.  to  madnefs. 

Mar.  Lord  !   how  could  one  do  to  learn  Greek  ? 
you  a  great  while  about  it? 

Charles.  It  has  been  half  the  bufinefs  of  my  life, 
madam. 

Mar.  That's  cruel  now !  then  you  think  one  can't  be 
miftrefs  of  it  in  a  month  or  two.. 

Charles,  Not  eafily,  madam. 

Mar.  They  tell  me  it  has  the  fofteft  tone  for  love,, 
of  any  language  in  the  world,  I  fancy  I  could  foon 
learn  it — f  know  two  words  of  it  already. 

Claries.  Pray,  madam,  what  are  they  ?• 

Mar.  Stay  let  me  fee — O — ay — Zoe,  kai  PJyche. 

Charles.  I  hope  you  know  the  Englijh  of  'em,  madam- 
Mar.   Q  lad  !  I  hope  there's  no  harm  in  it ;  I  am  furs 
I'heard  the  doftor  fay  it  to  my  lady — Pray  what  is  it  ? 

Charles.  You  muft  firft  imagine,  madam,  a  tender 
lover  gazing  on  his  jniftrefs,  and  then  indeed  they  have 
a  foftnefs  in  'em,  as  thus- — Zoe,  kai  Pfycbe  /  my  life>. 
my  foul  ! 

Mar.  O  the  impudent  young  rogus !  how  his  eyes 
fpoke  too  !  [AJide*. 

"What  the  deuce  can  he  want  with  me  !— 

Charles*  I  have  ftartled  her,  ihe  mufes. 

[AJlde., 

Mar.  It  always  ran  in  my  head  this  fellow,  had  fome- 
thinginhkn  above  his  condition — I'll  know  prefently. 

\Afide.. 

Well,  but  your  bulinefs  with  me,  Mr. .Charles,  you  have 
fomething  of  love  in  your  head  now,  I'll  lay  my  life 
cn't. 

Charles.  .1  never  yet  durft  own  itr  madam. 

Mar.    Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Charles.  My  ftory  is  too  melancholy  to  entertain  3 
mind  fo  much  at  eafe  as  yours. 

Mar*  O  I  I  love  melancholy  ftoriesof  all 
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Charles.  But  mine,  madam,  can't  be  told,  unlefs  I 
give  my  life  into  your  power. 

Mar.  O  lud  !  yau  have  not  done  any  body  a  mif- 
chief,  I  hope. 

Charles.  I  never  did  a  private  injury  ;  if  I  have  done 
a  public  wrong,  I'm  fure  it  might  in  me,  at  leaft,  be 
called  an  honed:  errcr. 

Mar.  Pray  whom  did  you  ferve  before  you  liv'd  with, 
the  doclor  ? 

Charles.  I  was  not  born  to  ferve ;  and  had  not  an  un 
fortunate  education  "ruin'd  me,  might  have  now  ap- 
pear'd  like  what  I  am  by  birth,  a  gentleman, 

Mar.  1  am  furpriz'd  !  Your  education,  fay  you,  ruin 
you  ?  Lord  !  I  am  concern'd  for  you.  Pray  let  me  know 
your  flory  ;  and  if  any  fervices  are  in  my  power,  I  air* 
fure  you  may  command  them. 

C harks.  Such  foft  compamon,  from  fo  fair  a  bofom, 
o'er-pays  the  vvorft  that  can  attend  my  owning  what  I  am* 

Mar.  O  your  fervant— but  pray  let's  hear, 

Charles.  My  father's  elder  brother,  madam,  was  a 
gentleman  of  an  ancient  family  in  the  north,  who,, 
having  the  a  no  child  himfelfy  begg  d  me  from  my 
nurfe's  arms,  to  be  adopted  as  his  own,  with  an  aflu- 
rance  too  of  making  me  his  heir ;  to  which  my  father 
(then  alas  !  in  the  infancy  of  his  fortune)  eafily  con- 
fented.  This  uncle  being  himfelf  fecretly  difaffecled  to> 
the  government,  gave  me  of  courfe,  in  my  education, 
the  fame  unhappy  prejudices,  which  fince  have  ended 
in  the  ruin  of  us  both. 

Mar.  Then  you  were  bred  a  Roman-catbolick, 

Charles.  No,  madam  ;  but  I  own,  in  principles  of  very 
little  difference,  which  I  imbib'd  cliiefly  from  this  doc 
tor;  he  having  been  five  years  my  governor.  As  I 
grew  up,  my  father's  merit  had  rais'd  his  fortune  under 
the  prefent  government  ;  and  fearing  I  might  be  too  far 
£x'd  in  principles  againfl  it,  defired  me  from  my  uncle 
home  again  :  But  I,  as  I  then  thought  myfelf  bound  in. 
gratitude,  excus'd  my  going  in  terms  of  duty  to  mjr 
father  ;  whom  fmce,  alas  !  I  too  juft  y  have  provok'd 
ever  to  hope  a  reconciliation.  I  faw  too  late  my 
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and  had  no  defence  againft  his  anger,  but  by  artfully 
confirming  him  in  a  belief,  that  I  had  perifli'd  with  my 
.uncle  in  the  late  rebellion. 

Mar.  Ble&.us  !  what  do  you  mean?  you  were  not 
actually  in  it,  I  hope  ! 

Charles,  I  can't  difown  the  guilt  —  but  fince  the  royal 
mercy  has  been  refus'd  to  none  that  frankly  have  con- 
fefs'd  with  penitence  their  crime  (which  from  my  heart 
I  molt  fmcerely  do)  in  that  is  all  my  hope—  -My  youth 
and  education's  all  th'  excufe  I  plead  ;  if  they  deierve  no 
pity,  I  am  determin'd  to  throw  off  my  difguife,  and 
bow  me  to  the  hand  of  juljtice. 

Mar.  Poor  creature  !  Lord  !  I  can't  bear  it. 


concern. 

Charles.  But  then,  unknown,  and  friendlefs  as  I  am  ; 
to  whom,  alas  !  can  I  apply  for  fuccour  !  \Weeps* 

Mar.  O  Lord!  I'll  ferve  you,  depend  upon  it:  My 
brother  mail  have  no  reft  'till  he  gets  your  pardon* 

Charles,  Your  kind  companion,  madam,  has  pre- 
rented,  what,  if  I  durft,  I  mould  have  mentioned.  I 
hope  too,  I  mall  perfonally  deferve  his  favour  ;  if  not, 
your  generous  inclination  to  have  fav'd  me,  even  in  my 
laft  defpair  cf  life,  will  give  my  heart  a  joy. 

Mar.  Lord!  the  poor  unfortunate  bey  loves  me  too; 
•what  lhall  I  do  with  him  ?  But,  Mr.  Charles,  pray 
once  more  to  your  iloiy  —  what  was  it  that  really  drew 
you  into  the  rebellion  ? 

Charles.  This  doclor,  madam,  who,  as  he  is  now 
your  father's,  was  then  my  uncle's  bofom-counfellor  : 
•*Twas  his  infidious  tongue  that  painted  it  to  us  as  an  in- 
.cumbent  duty,  on  which  the  welfare  of  our  fouls  de 
pended;  he  warm'd  us  too  into  fuch  a  weak  belief  of 
vile  reports,  as  infamy  {hould  blufh  to  mention  -  we 
-were  afiur'd,  that  half  the  churches  here  in  town  were 
lying  ail  in  facrilegious  ruins  ;  which  fmce,  I  found, 
malicioufly  was  meant,  even  of  thofe  that  are  magnifi 
cently  rifing  from  their  new  foundations  ! 

Mar.  But,  pray  -  while  you  were  in  arms,  how  did 
the  defter  difpofeof  himieJf  ? 

Charles.  He  !  —  went  with  us,  rr;adam,  none  fo  active 
in  the  front  of  rcfoluUon,  till  danger  came  to  face  him  ; 
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then  indeed  a  friendly  fever  feiz'd  him,  which,  on  the 
fh-ft  alarm  of  the  king's  forces  marching  towards  Prefton* 
gave  him  a  coW' pretence  to  leave  the  town  ;  in  the  de 
fence  of  which  my  uncle  loft  his  life,  and  I  my  only 
friend,  with  all  my  Jong-fed  hopes  of  fortune. 

Mar.  Poor  wretch  !  but  how  came  you  to  avoid  beingf 
prifoner  ? 

Charles.  Upon  our  furrender  of  the  place,  I  bnb'd  a 
towrfman  to  employ  me,  as  his  fervant,  in  a  backward 
working  houfe,  where,  from  my  youth,  arid  change  of 
habit,  I  pafs'd  without  fufpicion  till  the  whole  affair  was 

over But  then,    alas !  whither  to  turn  I  knew  not  i 

My  life  grew  now  no  more  my  care~ Perilh,   1  faw,  I 

m'ufr.;'  whether  as  a  criminal,  or  a  beggar,  was  my  only 
choice. 

Mar.   O  Lord !   tell  me  quickly  how  you  came  hither. 

Charles.  In  'his  defpair  I  wander'd  up  to  London* 
where  I  fcarce  knew  one  mortal,  bat  fome  few  friends  in 
prifon.  What  could  I  do  ?  I  ventur'd  evjen  thither  for 
my  fafety  ;  whe:e  'twas  my  •  fortune  firft  to  fee  your 
father,  madam,  ditfributing  rel  ef  to  feveral :  He  knew 
m)  unc'eweil;  and  being  infcrni'd  of  my  condition^ 
he  charitably  took  me  home  ;  and  here  has  ever  fince 
conceaPd  ine  as  a  menial  fervant  to  the  doc~tcr;  the 
deteftation  of  whcfe  viie,  difiiontft  p radices  at  lal>  have- 
waked  me  to  a  fenfe  of  all  my  blind^  errors  j  of  whicb 
this  writing  is  his  leaftef  fordki  inftances. 

\G.ives  it  to  Maria.. 

Mar.  You  frighten  me  j  pr&y  whafare  the  purpofes  of" 
it !  "Tis  neither  fi^n'd  nor  feal'd. 

Charles.  No,  madgm,  therefore  to' prevent  it  by  thiV 
timely  notice,  was  iny  bufinefs  here  with  you  :  Your 
father  gave  it  the  doctor  firil  to  fhew  his  counc;ij,  who 
having  Since  approv'd  it,  I-underfiaad  this  evening  'twill 
be  execuied. 

Mar.    But  what  is  it  £ 

Charles.  It  gr^cs  to  doctor  Wol/":n  prefent  four  hun 
dred  pounds  per  annumt  of  which  thii  le  ;  h  jufe  is  part  j 
and  at  your  father's  death,  invefls  him  ia  the  whole 
remainder  of  his  fre.h'jld  eftate.  For  you  if.  -ced  :here 
M  a  charge  of  four  thoaland  pounds  upon  it  ^  providcdt 
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you  marry  with  the  do&or's  confent  ;  if  not, 'tis  added 
to  my  lady's  jointure.  But  your  brother,  madam,  is 
without  conditions  utterly  disinherited. 

Mar.  I  am  confounded — what  will  become  of  u?- !  my 
father  now  I  find  was  ferious — O  this  infinuating  hypo 
crite — let  me  fee — ay— I  will  go  this  minute- -Sir,  dare 
you  truft  this  in  my  hands  for  an  hour  only  ? 

Charles.  Any  thing  to  ferve  you My  life's 

already  in  your  hands. 

Mar.  And  I  dare  fecureh  with  my  own — Hark  !  they 
ring  to  dinner  ;  pray,  Sir,  ftep  in,  fay  I  am  oblig'd  to 
dine  abroad,  and  whifper  one  of  the  footmen  to  get  an 
hackney  coach  immediately  ;  then  do  you  take  a  proper 
occafion  to  flip  out  after  me  to  Mr.  DoublS*  chambers  in 
the  Templet  there  I  (hall  have  time  to  talk  farther  with 

you.     You'll  excufe  my  hurry Here  ^//j,  mv  fcarf, 

and  a  mask.  [Exit  Maria* 

Charles.  What  does  my  fortune  mean  me  ?  She'll  there 
talk  farther  with  me  !  Of  what  '   What  will  (he  ta  k  of? 
O  my  heart !    meihought   (he  look'd  at  parting  too,    a* 
kindly  confcious  of  fome  obligation   to  me  :    And  then 
how  foft,    how  amiably  tender  was  her  pity  of  my  for 
tune !    ButO!    I  rave  !     keep  down,   my  vain  afpiring; 
thoughts,  and  to  my  loft  condition  level  all  my  hopes. 
Rather  content  ivith  pity  let  me  live, 
Yhan  hope  for  more  than  Jbe  refolwes  to  give.       [Rxit». 


ACT      HI. 

Maria,   ana*  Betty  taking  of  her  Scarf,  &c. 

War.  T  TA  S  any  one  been  to  fpeak  with  me,  Eetty  ? 
Jt"i     Betty.  Only  Mr.  Htartly>  madam  ;  he  faid 
he  would  call  again,  and  bid  his  fervant  Hay  below  ta 
give  him  notice  when  you;  came  home. 
Mar.  You  don't  know  what  he  wanted  ? 
Bett.  No,  madam,  hefeem'dvery  uneafy  at  your  being 
abroad. 
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Mar.  Well-— go,  and  lay  up  thofe  things— [Exit  Betty. 
Ten  to  one,  but  his  wife  head  now  has  found  out  forn*- 
thing  to  be  jealous  of  j  if  he  lets  me  fee  it,  I  fhall  be 
fure  to  make  him  infinitely  eafy-— Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Heartly. 

Hear.   Your  humble  fervant,  madam.  7 

Mar.  Your  fervant,  Sir.  ^gravely. 

Hear.  You  have  been  abroad,  I  hear. 

Mar.  Yes,  and  now  I  am  come  home,  you  fee. 

Hear.  You  feem  to  turn  upon  my  words,  madam ;  la- 
there  any  thing  particular  in  them  ? 

AfcwvAs  much  as  there  is  in  my  being  abroad,  I 
believe. 

Hear.  Might  not  I  fay  you  had  been  abroad,  with 
out  giving  offence  ? 

Mar.  And  might  not  I  as  well  fay,  I  was  come  home,, 
without  your  being  fo  grave  upon't  ? 

Hear.   Do  you  know  any  thing  (hould  make  me  grave? 

Mar.  I  know,  if  you  are  fo,  I  am  the  worftperfon  in> 
tke  world  you  could  poflibly  mew  it  to. 

Hear.  Nay,  I  don't  fuppofe  you  do  any  thing,  yous 
won't  juftify. 

Mar.  O!  then  I  find  I  have  done  fomething  you  think. 
Ican'tjuftify. 

Hear.  I  don't  fay  that  neither ;  perhaps  I  am  in  the 
wrong  in  what  I  have  faid ;  but  f  have  been  fo  often 
us'd  to  afk  pardon  for  your  being  in  the  wrong,  that  I 
am  refolv'd  henceforth  never  to  rely  on  the  infolent  evi 
dence  of  my  own  fenfes. 

Mar.  You  don't  know  now,  perhaps,  that  I  think 
this  pretty  fmartfpeech  of  yoars  is  very  dull;  but  fmce 
that's  a  fault  you  can't  help,  I  will  not  take  it  ill.  Come? 
now,  be  as  fincere  on  your  fide,  and  tell  me  feriouily--- 
Is  not  what  real  bufmefs  I  had  abroad,  the  very  thing  you 
want  to  be  made  eafy  in  ? 

Hear.  If  I  thought  you  would  make  me  eafy,  I  would 
own  it. 

Mar.  Now  we  come  to  the  point— To-morrow  morn 
ing  then,  I  give  you  my  word  to  let  you  know  it  all,  till 
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when  there  is  a  ceceffity  for  its  being  a  fecret,  and  I 
infift  upon  your  believing  it. 

Heur.  But  pray,  madam,  what  am  I  to  do  with  my 
private  imagination  in  the  mean  time,  that  is  not  in  my 
power  to  confine  ?  And  fare  you  won't  be  offended,  ifyta 
avoid  the  tortures  tkat  may  give  me,  I  beg  you'll  trull  me1 
with  thefecret  now. 

Mar.  Don't  prefs  me,  fcr  pofnively  I  wi!l  nor, 

Hear.  Cannot  had  been  a  kinder  term —  •  Is  my  dif- 
-quiet  of  fo  little  mcjnent  to  you  ? 

Mar.  Of  none,  while  your  difqulct  dares  not  truft 
t&eafiu ranees  I  have  given  you  ;  ir  yfcu  expcv1  I  mould 
confide  in  you  for  life?,  don't  let  me'fetyou  dare  no:  take 
my  word  for  a  dav  ;  arid  if  you  artt  wife,  you'll  think 
jb  fair  a  trial  of  your  fahh  a  favour. 

Hear.  If  you  intend  it  fudi*—  it  is  a  favour,  if  not 
'tis  fomething.  fo  comeiefs  wave  thefuljecTf.' 

Mar.  With  a41:  r»y  heart;  Have  you  feen  my  bro. 
ther  lately  ? 

Hear.  Ye$,  madam,  and  he  tells  m^,  it  feemu,  the 
dodtor  is  the  man  your  father  haffrefolv'd  upon. 

Mar.  JTis  fo  ;  nay,  and  what  \viii  more  fu^prizf  you, 
JMf  leaves  me  only  to  the  choke  of  him;  or  of  no  for  tu  tie. 

Hear*  And  may  I,  withoutofFence,  beg  lea-ve  to  know, 
what  refolutions,  madam,  you  have  taken  upon  it  ? 

Mar.  I  have  not  taken  any,  I  do  not  know  what' to  doj 
what' wou'd  you  advife*m~«  to  ? 

Hear.  I  advife  you  to?  Nay,  you- are  in  the  right  to1 
jnake  it  a  queftion. 

Mar.  He  la.'s  he-'ll  fettle  all  hk  eft  ate  up&rr  him  too» 

Hear.  Q  take  it,  take  it,  to  be  fare/ it's  the  fmeft' 
match  in  the  world,  you  can't  do  a  wife1,-  thing  certainly. 

Mar.  'Twill  be  as  wife  at  ieaflr,  as  the  ways  you  take 
to  prevent  it. 

Hear.  I  findy  madam,  I  am  not  to  know  what  you 
intend  to  do  ;  and  I  fuppofe  I  am  to  be  rafy  at  that  too, 

Mar.  When  I  intend  to  marry  him,  I  mail  not  <:are 
whether  yon  are  eafy,  ot  no. 

Hear.  If  your  indifference  to  me  were  a  proof  of 
your  iadination  to  him,  the  gentleman  need  not  defpair. 
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Mar.  Very  well,  Sir,  I'll  endeavour  to  take  your  ad 
vice,  1  proiDife  you. 

Hear.  O!  that  won't  coll  you  much  trouble,  I  dart 
fay,  madam. 

Mar.  About  as  much,  I  fuppcfe,  asitcoft  you  to  give 
it  me. 

Hear.  Upon  my  word,  madam,  I  gave  it  purely  to 
.oblige  you. 

Mar.  Then  to  return  your  civility,  the  leaft  I  can  do  is 
to  take  it. 

Hear.  Is't  poflible  ?  How  can  you  torture  me  with  this 
indifference  ? 

Mar.  Why  do  you  infult  me  with  fuch  a  bare-fac'd 
.jealoufy  ? 

Hear.    Is  it  a  crime  to  be  concerned  for  what  becomes 

of  you?  Has  not  your  father  openly  declared  againii  me, 

.in   favour  of  my  rival  ?    How  is  it  poffible,  at  fuch  a 

•  time,  not  to  have  a  thoufend  fears  ?    What  though  they 

,a!J  arefalfe  and  groundlefs,  are  they  not  flillche  effect  of 

Jove    alarm'd,  and  anxious   to  be  fatisfied  ?  I   have  an 

open  artlefs  heart,   that  cannot  bear  difguifes,    but  when 

-'tis  grieved  in  fpite  of  me,   'twill  fhewit-* — —Pray  pardon 

me — But  when  I  am  told    you  went  out    in  the    utmoft 

hurry   with   fooie   writings  to  a  lawyer,  and    took    the 

doctor's  own    fe/vant  with  you,    ev'n  in   the  very  hour 

your  father  had  propos'd  him   as  your  hufoand  !    Good 

heaven  !  what  am  1  to  think  ?  Can  I,   muft  I  fuppofemy 

fenfes  fail  me?    If  I  hsvr  «yes,    have  ears,    and  have  a 

heart,    mud  it  be   ftillac-irne   to  think  I  fee,  and  hear 

Yet  by  my  torments  feel  I  1; ve. 

Mar.  [AJideJ\  Wei),  [own  it  looks  ill-natar'd  now  rot 

to  mew  him  fome  concern but  then  this  jcaloufy— *• 

I  muft,  and  will  get  the  better  of. 

Hear.   Speak,  Maria,  is  flill  my  jealoufy  a  crime  ? 

Mar.  If  you  Hill  infill  on  it,  as  a  proof  of  love,  then 
I  mutt  tell  you,  Sir,  'tis  of  that  kind,  that  only  flighted 
hearts  are  pleas'd  with;  whf n  1  am  fo  reduc'd,  then  I 
perhaps  may  bear  it- --The  fad  you  charge  me  with  I 
grant  is  true,  I  have  been  abroad,  ssyou  fay  :  But  ftill 
kt  appearances  look  ne'er  fo  pointing,  while  there  is  a 
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poffibilityin  nature,  that  what  !  have  done  may  be  inno 
cent,  I  won't  bear  a  look,  that  tells  me  to  my  face  yoii 
darefufpeft  me  :  If  you  have  doubts,  why  don't  you  fa- 
tisfy  them  before  you  fee  me  ?  Can  you  fuppofe  that  I'm 
to  ftand  confounded,  as  a  criminal,  before  you  ?  Plow  de- 
fpicable  a  figure  muft  a  woman  make,  to  bear  but  fuch 
a  moment !  Come,  come,  there's  nothing  mews  fo  low  a 
mind,  as  thefe  grave  and  infolent  jealoufies.  The  man1, 
that's  capable  of  ever  feeing  a  woman,  after  he  believes 
her  falfe,  is  capable  on  her  fubmiffion,  and  a  HttJe 
flattery,  were  fhe  really  falfe,  poorly  to  forgive  and 
bear  it. 

Hear.  You  won't  find  me,  madam,  of  folow  a  fpirif; 
but  fince  I  fee  your  tyranny  arifes  from  your  mean  opi- 
»ion  of  me,  'tis  time  to  be  myfelf,  and  difavow  your 
power :  you  ufe  it  now  beyond  my  bearing  ;  not  only  im- 
pofeon  me  to  disbelieve  my  fenfes,  but  do  it  with  fuch 
an  imperious  air,  as  if  my  honeft,  manly  reafon  were 
your  (lave,  and  this  poor  groveling  frame  that  follows  you, 
durft  fliew  no  figns  of  life,  but  what  you  deign  to 
give  it. 

Mar.  Oh!  you  are  in  the  right— go  on---fufpe£l  me 
Rill,  believe  the  worft  you  can---'iis  all  true — I  don't  juf- 
tify  myfelf — Why  do  you  trouble  me  with  your  com 
plaints  ?  If  you  are  matter  of  that  manly  reafon  you 
have  boafled,  give  me  a  manly  proof  it;  at  once  re- 
fume  your  liberty,  defpife  me  ;  go,  go  off  in  triumph  now, 
and  let  me  fee  you  fcorn  the  woman,  whofe  vile,  o'er- 
bearing  falfhood,  would  infult  your  fenfes. 

Hear.  O  heaven  !  is  this  the  end  of  all  ?  Are  then 
thofe  tender  proteftaiions  you  have  made  me  (for  fuch  I 
thought  them)  when  with  the  fofteft  kind  reluctance  your 
fifing  b;ufhes  gave  me  fomething  more,  than  hope  "  <•<• 
Wha  all O  Mavia  !  all  but  come  to  this  ? 

JM.?r  {Afede.~\  O  Lud  !  I  am  growing  filly,  if  I  hear 
on,  I  ftiali  tell  him  every  thing;  'tis  but  another 
ftruggle,  and  I  mail  conquer  it— —So,  fo,  you  are 
not  gone,  I  fee. 

Hear.  Do  you  then  wifti  me  gone,  madam? 

Mar.   Your  manly  reafon  will  dired  you. 

Hear.  This  is  too  much-— my  heart  can  bear  no  more 
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0  !— — what  ?   am  I  rooted  here  !  *Tis  but  a  pang,  and 

1  am  free  for  ever.  i 

Enter  Charles,    with  fivo  Writings. 

Mar.  Atlaftlamreliev'd!  Well,  Mr.  Charles,  is  it 
done  ? 

Charles.  I  did  not  ftir  from  his  desk,  madam,  till  it 
Was  intirely  finifli'd. 

Mar.  Where's  the  original  ? 

Charles.  This  is  it,  madam. 

Mar.  Very  well,  that  you  know  you  muft  keep,  but 
come,  we  muft  lofe  no  time,  we  will  examine  this  in  the 
next  room.  Now  I  feel  for  him.  \_dfide. 

[Exit  Maria  with  Charles. 

Hear.  O  rage  !   Rage !  this  is  not  to  be  borne ihe's 

gone,  fhe's  loft,  fordidly  has  fold  herfelf  to  fortune,  and 

J  muft  now  forget  her Hold,  if  poflible,  let  me  cool  a 

moment Interefl  !  No,   that  could  not  tempt  .her 

.She  knows  I'm  matter  of  a  larger  fortune,  than  there 
her  utmoft  hopes  can  give  her,  that  on  her  own  condi 
tions  0ie  may  be  mine  :— — -But  what's  this  fecret  treaty 
then  within  ?  what's  doing  there  ?  who  can  refolve  that 

riddle? And  yet  perhaps,    like  other   riddles,  when 

'tis  explained,  nothing  may  Jeem  foeafy  :  But  why,  again, 
might  me  not  traft  me  too  with  the  fecret  !  That !  that 
entangles  all  afrefh,  and  fets  me  on  the  rack  of  jea- 
loufy. 

Enter  Colonel. 

Col.  How  now,  Frank  !    what  in  a  rapture? 

Hear.  Pr'ythee,  pardon  me,  I  am  unfit  to  talk  witk 
you. 

Col.  What  is  Maria  in  her  airs  again  ? 

Hear.  I  know  not  what  fhe  is. 

Col.  Do  you  know  where  fhe  is  ? 

Hear.  Retir'd  this  moment  to  her  chamber,  with  the 
do&or's  fervant. 

Co/.  Why,  you  are  not  jealous  of  the  doctor,  I  hope  t 

Hear.  Perhaps  (he'll  be  lefs  referv'd  to  you,  and  tell 
you  wherein  I  have  miftaken  her. 
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Cot.  Poor  Frank,  thou  art  a  perfect  Si;  M.. rtln  in  th^ 
anours;  every  plot  I  lay  upon  my  filter's  inclinatioj 
for  thee,  thou  art  fure  to  ruin  by  thy  own  unfortunate 
C^nduft. 

Hear.  I  own  I  have  too  little  temper,  and  too  much'rea 
paflion,  for  a  modifh  lover. 

Col.  Come,   come,    pr'y  thee  be  eafy  once  more,  I']'. 
undertake  for  you,  if  you'l!  fetch  a  cool  turn  in  the  Park 
upon    Conftitution  Hill,   in  lei's    than  half  an  hour,  I'l 
come  to  you. 

Hear.    Dear  'Tom,  ihou  art  a  friend  indeed  !   O  I  havi 

athoufar.d  things         but  you  fliall  find  me  there. 

...  [Exit  HeartJy 

CoL  Poor  Frank  !  now  has  he  been  taking  fo me  honel 
pains  to  makehimfelf  miferable. 

Enter  Maria  and  Charles. 
How  now,  filter,  what  have  you  done  to  Hearty?  Th« 
-poor  fellow  looks,  as  if  he  had  kill'd  your  parrot. 

Mar.  Pmah  !  you  know  him  well  enough,  I  have  only 
been  felting  him  a  love-leflbn,  it  a  little  puzzles  him  to 
get  ihrough  ic  at  fitft,  but  he'll  know  it  all  by  to-mor 
row  ;  you  \vil!  be  fure  to  be  in  the  way,  Mr.  Charles  ? 

Charles.  Madam,  you  may  depend  upon  me,  I  have 
tiny  full  inliru&ions.  [Exit  Charles. 

CoL  O  ho  !  There's  the  bufmefs  then,  and  it  fee:ris 
Heartly  was  not  to  be  trilled  with  it;  ha!  ha!  and 
pr'ythee  what  is  this  mighty  fecret,  that's  tranfa£ting  be 
tween  Charles  and  you  ? 

Mar.  That's  what  he  would  have  known  indeed,   but, 
you  mufJ  know,  I  don't    thhik   it  proper  to  let  you  tell 
.him  neither,  for  all  your  fly  manner  of  asking. 

Col.  O!  pray  take  your  own  time,  dear  madam,  lam  n»t 
in  halle  to  knrt.w,  Jean  ailore  you,  I  came  about  another 
affair,  our  defign  upon  thedodor  :  Now  while  rny  father 
takes  his  nap  after  dinner,  would  be  the  propereit  -time  to 
put  it  in  execution  :  Pr'y  thee  go  to  my  lady,  and  per- 
fuade  her  to  it  this  moment. 

Mar.    Why  won't  you  go  with  me  ? 

Col.  No,  I'll  place  n.yielf  unknown  to  her  in  this 
£alfage  ;  for,  iriou'd  I.teii  her  I  defigfi  ;o  over-hear  him> 
ihe  might  be  fcrupulous. 
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Mar.  That's  true bu_t_  hold,    on  fecond  thoughts, 

pufhall  " 
,   I  r 
anditicns 

Col.   .Ay,    for    any    mortal's  fatisfacYion bat   her« 

ernes  my  lady. 

Mar.  Away  then  to  your  poil butletme  fee  you, 

yhen  this  faffa  r  is  over. 
'  Col.  I'll  be  with  you.  {Exit  Col. . 

T>  r       r    vrr       j    *1 

Enter  Lady  Woodvil.  , 

Mar.  Well,  madam,  has  your  ladyfhip  confiderM  my 
^other's  propofal  about  the  doctor  ?  t-vy 

Lady  Wood*  I  have,  child,  and  am  convinc'd  it  ought 
not  to  be  delay  M  a  moment :  I  havejuft  fe.nt  to  fpeak 

vjth  him  here Sir  John  too  prefles  me  to  give  him  a 

paring  upon  your  account;  but  mull  I  play  a  treacher- 
ps  part  now,and,infteadof  perfuading  you  to  the  doctor, 
sv'n  perfuade  the  doctor  again  it  you  ? 

Aj'ar.  Dear  madam,  dpa'tbe;fo   nice;    if  wives  were 
lever  todiflemble,  what  wou'd  become  of  many  wilful; 
ufbands'  happ'nefs  ? 
Lady  fPosat.   Nay,  that's  true  too. 
Mar.  I'd  give  the,  world  now  methinks,  to  fee  this  fo- 
tspn  interview  :     lure  there  can't   be   a  more  ridiculous 
ge  than  unlawful  love  peeping  his  fly  hsac}  out  from 
jnder  the  cioke  of  fandity  !    O  !    that   I  were    in  your 
yfliip's  pUce,  1  would  lead  tha*  dancing -bleed  of  his 
h  a  profane  couraut. — your  wife  fellows  make  the  rareft 
pols    too;    but    your    ladyihip  will    make    a  iogue   of 
lim,    and  that  will  do  our  buiinefsac  prefent. 
JL'idy  Wood.   If  he. makes   himfeif  one,   'tis  his  own 

bit. 

Mar.  Dear  madam,  one  moment's  truce  with  the 
>tude,  I  beg  you  ;  don't  Itart.at  his  firft  declaration,  buc 
et  him  go  on  till  he  mews  the  very  bottom  of  his  ugly 
icart. 

Lady  Wood.  I'll  warrant  you,  I'll  give  a  good  account 
)f  him— —here  he  comes. 

Mar.  Then  I  hope,  madam,  you  will  give  me  leave* 

be  commode,  and  fteal  off. 
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Lady  Wcod.  Very  well.  [Exit  Maria,  and  Enter  Doff  or  A 
Doff.  I  am  told,  madam,  you  defign  me  thehappinefs 
of  your  commands ;  I  am  proud  you  think  me  worthy  of 
them  in  any  fort. 

Lady  Wood.  Pleafe  to  fit,  Sir. 
Doff.  Did  not  Sir  John  inform  you  too,  that  I  had  de- 
fir'd  a  private  conference  with  yourladylhip  ? 

Lady  Wood.  He  did,  Sir. 

Doff.  'Tis  then  by  his  permiffion  we  are  thus  happily 
alone. 

Lady  Wood.  True,  and  'tis  on  that  account  I  wanted 
to  advife  with  you. 

Doff.  Well,  but,  dear  lady,  ah  !  [Sighing]  you  can't 
conceive  the  joyoufnefs  I  fee],  in  this  fo  unexpected  in 
terview,  ah  !  ah  !  I  have  a  thoufand  friendly  things  to 

fay  to  you Ah  !  ah  1    and  how  (lands   your  precious 

health?  our  naughty  cold  abated  yet  ?  I  have  fcarce 
clofed  my  eyes  thefe  two  nights,  with  my  concern  for 
you,  and  every  watchful  interval  has  fent  a  thoufand 
ighs  and  prayers  to  heaven  for  your  recovery. 

Lady  Wood.  Your  charity  was  too  far  concern'd  for 
me. 

Doff.  Ah  !  don't  fay  fo,  don't  fay  fo  you  merit 
more  than  mortal  man  can  do  for  you. 

Lady  Wood.  Indeed,  you  over-rate  me. 

Doff.  1  fpeak  it  from  my  foul !  indeed  !  indeed  !  in 
deed  !  J  do.  [PreJ/es  her  hand. 

Lady  Wood.  O  dear,  you  hurt  my  hand,  Sir. 

Doff.  Impute  it  to  my  zeal,  and  want  of  words  to 
exprefs  my  heart;  ah!  I  would  not  harm  you  for  the 
world,  no,  bright  creature,  'tis  the  whole  bufinefs  of 
xny  foul  to— — — 

Lady  Wood.  But  to  our  affair,  Sir. 

Voff.  Ah  !  thou  heavenly  woman! 

[Laying  his  hand  on  her  knff+ 

Lady  Wood.  Your  hand  need  not  be  there,  Sir. 

Doff.  Ah  1  I  was  admiring  the  foftnefs  of  this  filk, 
madam. 

Lady  Wood.  Ay,  but  I  am  ticklifli. 

Doff.  They  are  indeed  come  to  a  prodigious  perfec 
tion  in  this  maRufaclurc— How  wonderful  ishumaa 
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art  ! Here  ic  difputes  the  prize  with  nature— that 

alithisfoft,  and   gaudy  luftre,  fhould  be  wrought  from 
the  poor  labours  of  a  worm  !  [Stroking  it.' 

Lady  Wood.  But  our  bufmefs,  Sir,  is  upon  another 
ubjedj  Sir  John  informs  me,  that  he  thinks  himfelf 
under  no  obligation  to  Mr.  Heartlyt  and  therefore 
refolves  to  give  you  Maria:  Now  pray  be  fincere,  and 
let  me  know  what  your  real  intentions  are  ? 

Dcfi.  Is  it  poffible !  Can  you,  divine  perfe£lion,    be 

ll  a  ftranger  to  my  real  thoughts !  Has  no  one  aclion, 
of  my  life  inform'd  you  better?  Since  I  muft  plainly 
fpeak  them  then,  Maria's  beta  feint,  a  blind  to  fcreen 
my  real  thoughts  from  fhrewd  fufpicion's  eye,  and  ihield 
your  fpotiefs  farre  from  worldly  cenfure.  Could  you  then 
think  'twas  for  Maria's  fake,  your  balls,  afTemblies,  and 
your  toilet  vifits  have  been  reftrain'd  ?  Would  I  have 
urg'd  Sir  John  to  make  that  fence  to  inclofe  a  butterfly  ? 
No,  foft,  and  ferious  excellence,  your  virtues  only  were 
the  objecl  of  my  care,  I  could  not  bear  to  fee  the  gay, 
the  young,  and  the  inconflant,  daily  basking  in  your  dif- 
fufive  beams  of  beauty,  without  a  fecret  grudge,  I  might 
fay,  envy  ev'n  of  fuch  infecls  happineff. 

Lady  Wood.  Well,  Sir,  I  take  all  this,  as  I  fuppofe 
yon  intended  if,  for  my  good,  my  fpiritual  welfare. 

Doft.  Indeed  I  meant  you  ferious,  cordial  fervice. 

Lady  Wood.  I  dare  fay  you  did,  you  are  above  the  low 
and  momentary  views  of  this  world. 

Doft*  Ah  !  I  mould  be  fo and  yet,  alas !  I  find  this 

mortal  doathing  of  my  foul  is  made,  like  other  men's,  of 
fenfu.ii  hVfh  and  blood,  and  has  its  frailties. 

Lady  Wood.  We  all  have  thofe,  but  yours,  I  know, 
are  well  corrected  by  your  divine  and  virtuous  con 
templations. 

Do<3.  And  yet  our  knowledge  of  eternal  beauties, 
does  not  reftrain  us  wholly  from  the  love  of  all  that's 

mortal Beauty  here,  'tis  true,  muft  die,  but  while  it 

lives  'twas  given  us  to  admire,  to  wake  the  fluggifti  heart, 
and  charm  the  fenfible  :  At  the  firft  fight  of  you,  I  felt 
unufual  tranfportsin  my  foul,  and  trembled  at  the  guilt 
;  that  might  enfue ;  but  on  reflection  found  my  flame 
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receivM  a  fan&ion  from  your  goodnefs,  and  might  be 
reconcil'd  with  virtue ;  on  this  I  chaced  my  flandrous 
fears,  let  in  the  harmiefs  paHion  at  my  eyes,  and  gave  up 
all  my  heart  to  love. 

Co/.  {Behind.}  Indeed!  fo  warm,  Sir  Roger !  but  I 
fhall  cool  yourpaffion  with  a  witnefs.  [Exit., 

Lady  Wood.  Thefe  gay  profefiions,  Sir,  (hew  more  the 
courtier  than  the  zealot;  nor  could  I  think  a  mind  fo 
fortify'd  as  yours,  could  have  been  open  to  fuch  vain 
temptations. 

Doff.  What  bofom  can  be  proof  'gainft  fuch  artillery 
of  love?  I  may  refift,  call  all  my  prayers,  my  failings, 
tears  and  penance  to  my  aid,  but  yet,  alas !  thefe  have  not 
made  an  angel  of  me  :  I  am  Hill  but  man  ;  virtue  may 
ftrive,  but  nature  will  be  uppermoft  :  permit  mz  then  on. 
this  fair  fhrine  to  pay  my  vows,  and  offer  up  a 
heart • 

Lady  Wood.  Hold,  Sir,  you've  faid  enough  to  put 
you  in  my  power  ;  foppofel  now  fhould  let  my  hufband, 
Sir,  your  benefactor,  know  the  favour  you  defign'd  him. 

[Sheriffs. 

Deft.  You  cannot  be  fo  cruel  ? 

Lady  Wood.  {Nor  will,  on  one  condition. 

Dofl.  Name  it. 

Lady  Wood.  Thatinftantly  you  renounce  all  claim  and 

title  to  Maria,  antl  ufeyour  utmoft  intereft  with  Sir  John 

to  give  her,  wuh  her  full  fortune,  to  Mr.  Heartly.  If  you 

are  wife,  confider  on't.          [Sir  John  and  Colonel  behind. 

[The  Doflor  turning  accident  ally  fees  ibem. 

Doft.  Ha  !  the  colonel  there  !  his  father'  with  him 
too!  herecnay  have  been  fome  treachery  j  what's  to  be 
dore? 

Col.  Now  S  r,  let  your  eyes  convince  you 

Sir  John.    They  do,  that  yours,  Sir,  have 
deceiv'd  you  ;  all  this  I  knew  of. 

CcL   How,   Sir! 

Sir  John.  Obferve  and  be  convinc'd. 

J}c8.   I  have  it.  [Mujtng. 

Ladv  Wood,  [fo  the  Dotfor.]  Methinks  this  bufmefs 
needs  not,  Sir,  fo  long  a  paufc. 
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Doct.  Madam,  I  cannot  eafily  give  up  fuch  honeft 
hopes. 

Lady  Wood.  Honed  ! 

Doct.  Perhaps  my  years  are  thought  unequal  to  my 
flame,  but.  Lady,  thofe  were  found  no  ftrong  objection 
'twixt  Sir  John  and  you ;  and  can  you  blame  me  then 
for  following  fo  fure  a  guide  in  the  fame  youthful  path 
to  happinefs. 

Lady  Wood.  Is  this  your  refolution,  then  ? "lr  .tv: 

Col.  Will  you  let  him  go  on,  Sir  ?  "J 

Sir  John.  Yes,  Sir,  to  confound  your  flander.  \  Apart. 

Col.  Monftrous!  \ 

Doct.  Can  you  fuppofe  my  heart  lefs  capable  of  love, 
than  his  ?  Is  it  for  me  to  pum  the  blefling  from  me  too  ? 
For  tho'  my  flame  has  been  of  long  duration,  my  con- 
fcious  want  of  merit  kept  it  ftill  conceal 'd,  till  his 
good  nature  brought  it  to  this  bleft  occafion ;  and 
can  youthen,  fo  authorized,  refufe  your  friendly  pity 
to  my  fufferings  ?  One  word  from  you  compleats  my 
joy ;  in  you,  Madam,  is  my  only  hope,  my  fear,  my 
cafe,  my  pain,  my  torment,  or  my  happinefs ;  Maria! 
O,  Maria! 

Col.  Confufion  ! 

Sir  John.  \Cvmingforward  with  the  Co'snel.]  Now, 
vile  detra&er  of  all  virtue,  is  your  outrageous  malice  yet 
confounded?  Did  I  not  tell  you  too,  he  only  made  an 
intereft  here  to  gain  your  fifter  ? 

Col.  His  devil  has  out-reach'd  me.  [A fide, 

Sir  John.  Is  this  your  rank  detection  of  his  trea 
chery  ? 

Doct.  Sir  John,  I  did  not  fee  you,  Sir,  I  doubr  you 
are  come  too  loo,  I  have  not  yet  prevailed  with  her. 

[djide  to  him. 

Sir  John,  Ah!  good  man,  be  not  concern'd;  your 
trouble  mall  be  ihorter  for't,  I'll  force  her  to  com 
pliance. 

Lady  Wood.  What  have  ycu  done — your  im-  •) 
patience  has  ruin'd  all.  I    Apart. 

Col.  I  fee  it  now  too  late.  J 

O 


314  7fo  .,  N  o  N  -  JUROR. 

Sir  John,  Now,  Sir,  will  your  bafe  prejudice  of  party 
never  be  at  reft  ?  Am  1  to  be  ftilj  thought  partial,  blind, 
and  obftinate  to  favour  fo  much  injur'd  virtue  !  if  thou 
art  a  man  not  loft  to  confcience,  or  to  honour,  then 
like  a  man  repair  this  wrong,  confefs  the  rancour 
of  thy  vite  fafptcion,  and  throw  thee  at  his  feet  for 
pardoa. 

Doct.  What  mean  you,  Sir  ? 

Lady  Wood.  [Apdt.]  While  he  is  in  this  temper, 

lie  will  not  eafily  be  undeceiv'd I've  yet  an  after- 

game  to  play,  till  when,  'tis  be  ft  to  leave  him  .in  his 


[Exit  Lady  Wood. 

Sir  John.  What  3  mute!  defencelefs  !  hardened  in 
t-hy  malice ! 

Ctl.  I  fcorn  the  imputation,  Sir,  and  with  the  fame 
repeated  honefty  avow  (howe'er  his  cunning  may  have 
<hang'd  appearances)  that  you  are  ftill  deceiv'd,  that  all 
I  told  you,  Sir,  was  true,  thefe  eyes,  thefe  ears  were 
witness  of  his  audacious  love,  without  the  mention  of 
my  fitter's  name,  dire&ly,  plainly,  grofly  tending  to 
abufe  the  honour  of  your  bed. 

Sir  John.  Audacious  monfter !  were  not  your  own 
fcnfes  evidence  againft  your  frontlefs  accufadon  r  I  fee 
your  aim;  wife,  children,  fervants,  all  are  bent 
againft  him,  and  think  to  weary  me  by  groundlefs 
cTamours  to  difcard  him,  but  all  mall  not  do,  your 
malice  on  your  own  vile  heads;  to  me  it  but  the 
more  endears  him  j  either  fubmit,  and  afk  his  pardon  for 
this  wrong 

Doct.  Good  Sir  ! 

Sir  John.  Or  this  inftant  leave  my  fight,  my  houfe, 
my  family  for  ever. 

Doct.  What  means  this  rafhnefs,  Sir!  on  my  account 
it  muft  not  be,  what  would  the  world  report  of  it  ?  I 
grant  it  poffible  he  loves  me  not,  but  you  muft  grant  it 
too  aspoffible  he  might  miftake  me!  it  muft  be  fo — He 
is  too  much  your  fon  to  do  his  enemy  a  wilful  injury : 
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!f  he,  I  fay,  fuppos'd  my  converfe  with  your  Lady 
criminal,  to  accufe  me  then,  was  but  the  error  of  hi$ 
virtue,  not  his  bafenefs,  you  ought  to  love  him,  thank 
him  for  fuch  watchful  care  :  Was  it  for  him  to  fee,  as 
he  believ'd,  your  honour  in  To  full  a  danger,  and  ftand 
concernlefs  by?  The  law  of  Heaven,  of  nature,  and 
of  filial  duty,  all  oblig'd  him  to  alarm  your  vengeance^ 
and  detect  the  villainy. 

Sir  John.  O  miracle  of  charity  ! 

Doct.  Come,  come,  fuch  breaches  muft  not  be,  be 
twixt  fo  good  a  fon,  and  father ;  forget,  forgive,  cm- 
brace  him,  cherifh  him,  and  let  me  blefs  the  hour  I  was 
the  occafion  of  fofweet  a  reconcilement. 

Sir  John.  I  cannot  bear  fuch  goodnefs !  O  fink  me 
not  into  the  earth  with  fhame— Hear  this,  perverfe, 
and  reprobate  !  O,  couldil  thou  wrong  fuch  more  than 
mortal  virtue  ! 

Col.  Wrong  him  !  the  hardened  impudence  of  this 
painted  charity — — 

SirJ^/*.  Peace,  monfter- •> — i 

Col.  Is   of  a   blacker    deeper    dye,   than  the   great 
devil  hirafelf  in  all  his  triumphs   over  innocence  ever 
>wore. 
:'  Sir  John.   O  gracelefs  infidel ! 

CoL  No,  Sir,  though  I  would  hazard  life  to  fave 
you  from  the  ruin  he  mifleads  you  to ;  could  die 
to  reconcile  my  duty  to  your  favour;  yet  on  the 
terms  that  villain  ofters,  'tis  merit  to  refufe  it ;  I 

glory  in   the  difgrace  your  errors  give  me But,  Sir, 

I'll  trouble  you  no  more.  To-day  is  his,  to-morrow 
•may  be  mine. 

[Exit  Col. 

Doct.  I  did  not  think  he  had  fo  hard  a  nature. 

Sir  Jshn.  O,  mygoodLprd,  your  charitable  heart 
diicovers  not  the  ranker  that's  in  his ;  but  what  better 
can  be  hop'd  for,  from  a  wretch  fb  fwelFd  with  fpleen, 
and  rage  of  party. 

O    2 
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Docf.  No,  no,  Sir,  I  am  the  thorn  that  galls 
him,  'tis  me  he  hates ;  he  thinks  I  Hand  before  him 
in  your  favour;  and  'tis  not  fit  indeed  I  fhould 
do  fo ;  for  fallen  as  he  is,  he's  flill  your  fon,  and  I 
alas !  an  alien,  an  intruder  here,  and  ought  in  con- 
fcience  to  retire,  and  heal  thefe  haplefs  breaches  in  your 
family. 

Sir  John.  What  means  your  Lordmip  ? 

Doct*  But  I'll  remove  this  eye-fore— Here  Ckarks! 

Enter  Charles. 

Sir  John.  For  goodnefs  fake. 

Doct.  Bring  me  that  writing  I  gave  you  to  lay  up  this 
morning. 

Char.  Now  fortune  favour  u«.  \Apfa. 

[Exit  Charles. 

Sir  Jtka.  Make  hade,  good  Charles,  it  mail  be  fign'd 
this  moment. 

Doct.  Not  for  the  world  ;  'twas  not  to  that  end 
I  fent  for  it,  but  to  refufe  your  kind  intentions ;  for 
\vith  your  children's  curfes,  Sir,  I  dare  not,  muft  not 
take  it. 

Sir  John.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  you  carry  it  now  too 
far  ;  my  daughter  is  not  wrong'd  by  it,  but  if  not  ob- 
ilinate  may  (till  be  happy  ;  and  for  my  wicked  fon,  mail 
he  then  heir  my  lands,  to  propagate  more  miferable 
fchifma ticks  ?  No,  let  him  depend  on  you,  whom  he 
has  wrong'd  ;  perhaps  in  time  he  may  reflect  upon  his 
father's  juftice;  be  reconcil'd  to  your  rewarded  virtues, 
and  reform  his  fatal  errors. 

Re-enter  Charles  with  a  writing. 

Doct.  That  would  be  indeed  a  blefling. 

Sir  John.  If  heaven  mould  at  laft  reclaim  him,  the) 
power  to  right  him  ftill  is  yours ;  in  you  I  know  he  yet 
would  find  a  fond  forgiving  father. 
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Doct.  The  imagination  of  fo  bleft  an  hour,  foftens  me 
to  a  tendernefs  I  can't  fupport. 

Sir  John.  O  the  dear,  good  man !  come,  come,  let'g 
in  to  execute  this  deed. 

Doct.  Will  you  then  force  me  to  accept  this  truft  f 
For,  call  it  what  you  will,  with  me  it  mall  never  be 
more  than  fuch. 

Sir  John.  Let  that  depend  upon  the-  condufl  of  my  fotr. 

Doct.  Well,  Sir,  lince  yet  ic  may  prevent  his  ruin, 
I  confent. 

St/wtet  a  hope  mufl  all  myfttrt  controul> 

I  tak?  tht  truft ,  a/  guardian  to  kit  foul.        [Exeunt. 
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ACT         IV. 

Maria  and  Charles. 


JI/ar.'TTOU  were  a  witnefs  then  ? 

X    Charles.  I  fawit  fign'd,  feal'd,  and  delivered, 
Madam. 

Mar.  And  aH  pa&'d  without  the  leaft  fttfjpidtfn  ?• 

Charles.  Sir  y%*  fign'd  it  with  fuch  earneilnefs, 
and  the  Doctor  receiv'd  it  with  fuch  a  feeming 
reluctance,  that  neither  had  the  curiofny  to  examine  a 
line  of  it. 

Mar.  Well,  Mr.  Charles,  whether  it  fucceeds  to  our 
ends,  or  not,  we  have  Hill  the  fame  obligations  to  you : 
You  faw  with  what  a  friendly  warmth  my  brother  heard 
your  ftory,  and  I  don't  in  the  leait  doubt  his  fuccefs  in 
your  affair  at  court. 

Charles.  What  1  have  done,  my  duty  bound  me  to  : 
But  pray,  Madam,  give  me  leave,  without  offence,  to 
afk  you  one  innocent  queftion. 

Mar.   Freely,  Sir. 

Charles.  Have  you  never  fufpe£led  then,  that  in  ail 
this  affair  I  have  had  fome  fecret,  ftronger  motive  to  it, 
than  barely  duty  ? 

Mar.  Yes — but  have  you  been  in  no  apprehenfions  I 
ihould  difcover  that  motive?  [Gravely. 

Charks.  Pray,  pardon  me,  I  fee  already,  I  have  gone 
too  far. 

Mar.  Not  at  all,  it  lofes  you  no  merit  with  me,  nor 
is  it  in  my  nature  to  ufe  any  one  ill,  that  loves  me, 
unlefs  I  lov'd  that  one  again,  then  indeed,  there  might 
be  danger — Come,  don't  look  grave,  my  inclinations  to 
another,  mail  not  hinder  me  paying  every  one,  what's 
due  to  their  merit,  I  mail  therefore  always  think  my- 
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felfoblig'd  to  treat  your  misfortunes  and  your  modefty 
with  the  utmoft  tendernefs. 

Charles.  By  the  dear,  foft  eafe  you  have  given  my 
heart,  I  never  hop'd  for  more. 

Mar.  Then  I'll  give  you  a  great  deal  more,  and  to 
fhe\v  my  particular  good  opinion  of  you,  I'll  do  you  a 
favour,  Mr.  Charles,  1  never  did  any  man  fince  1  was 
born — I'll  be  fincere  with  yau. 

Charles.  Is  it  then  poflible  you  can  have  lov'd  another, 
to  whom  you  never  were  fincere? 

Mar,  Alas !  you  are  but  a  novice  i«  the  paffion — fin- 
cerity  is  a  dangerous  virtue,  atvd  often  forfeits  what  it 
ought  to  nourifh :  therefore  I  ,fcake  more  pains .  to 
make  the  man  I  love  believe  I  flight  him,  than,  (if 
poflible)  I  would  to  convince  you  of  my  efteem  and 
friendfhip. 

Charles.  Be  but  finccre  in  that,  Madam,  aiid  I  p*nj£ 
complain. 

Mar.  Nay,  I'll  give  you  a  proof  of  it,  I'll  mew  you 
all  the  good- nature  you  can  defire  ;  you  mail  make  what 
love  to  me  you  pleafe  now  ;  but  then  I'll  tell  you  the 
confequence,  I  mall  certainly  be  pleas'd  with  it,  and 
that  will  flatter  you,  till  I  do  you  a  mifchief.  Now 
do  you  think  me  fincere? 

Charles.  I  fcarce  confider  that,  but  I'm  fure  you  are 
agreeable. 

Mar.  Why  look  you  there  now !  do  you  con 
fider,  that  a  woman  had  as  lief  be  thought  agreeable, 
•as  'handfome  ?  And  how  can  you  fqppofe,  from 
one  of  your  fenie,  that  I  am  not  pleas'd  with  being 
told  fo  ? 

Charles.    Was  ever  temper  fo  enchanting  ? 

Mar.   Or  vanity  more  venial !  I'm  pleas'd  with  you. 

[Smiling. 

Charles.  Diftracling  !  fure  never  was  defpair  admini- 
ftred  with  a  hand  fo  gentle. 

Mar.  So  !  now  you  have  convinc'd  me,  I  have  a  good 
.underftanding  too — why  I  (hall  certainly  have  the  better 
opinion  of  your's,  for  finding  it  out  now. 

o4 


320  The    N  o  N  -  J  u  R  o  *. 

Charles.  Your  good  opinion's  what  I  aim  at. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  the  more  I  give  it  you,  the  better  you'll 
think  of  me  flill;  and  then  I  muft  think  the  better  of 
you  again,  and  then  you  the  better  of  me  upon  that  too  ; 
and  fo  at  laft  I  (hall  think  ferioufly,  and  you'll  begin  to 
think  ill  of  me.  But  I  hope,  Mr.  Charles,  your  good 
fenfe  will  prevent  all  this. 

Charles.  I  fee  my  folly  now,  and  blufh  at  my  pre- 
fumption ;  but  yet  to  cure  my  weaning  heart,  and  re 
concile  me  to  my  doom,  be  yet  fincere  and  fatisfy  on* 
lickly  longing  of  my  foul. 

Mar.  To  my  power  command  me. 

Charles.  O,  tell  me  then  the  requifites  I  want,  and 
what's  the  fecret  charm  that  has  preferred  my  rival  to 
your  heart. 

Mar.  Come,  then  be  chearful,  and  I'll  anfwer  like  a 
friend.  The  gentlenefs  and  modefty  of  your  temper, 
would  make  with  mine  but  an  unequal  mixture ;  with 
you  I  mould  be  ungovernable,  not  know  myfelf;  your 
compliance  would  undo  me.  I  am  by  nature  vain, 
thoughtlefs,  wild,  and  wilful ;  therefore  aflc  a  higher 
fpirit  to  controul  and  lead  me.  For  whatever  outward 
airs  I  give  myfelf,  I  am  within  convinc'd,  a  woman 
makes  a  very  wrong  figure  in  happinefs,  that  does  not 
think  fuperiority  beft  becomes  her  hufband, — But  what's 
yet  more,  tho'  I  confefs  you  have  qualities  uncommon  in 
your  fex,  and  fuch  as  ought  to  warm  a  heart  to  love  ; 
yet  here  you  come  too  late ;  compaffion's  all  within  my 
power :  And  I  know  you  cannot  but  have  fecn,  I  am 
under  obligations,  I  need  not  explain  to  you. 

Charles.  I  am  fatisfied— You  treat  me  with  fo  kind 
and  gentle  a  concern,  that  I  muft  fubmitt®  it. 

Mar.  [dpart.]  Well!  when  all's  done,  he's  a  pretty 
fellow  ;  and  the  firft  fure,  that  ever  heard  reafon  againft 
himfelf  with  fo  good  an  underltanding. 

Enter  a  Servant  with  a  letter  to  Charles. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  Colonel  ordered  me  to  give  this  into 
your  own  hands. 
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Mar,  From  my  brother  ?         Where  is  he  ? 

9erv.  I  left  him,  Madam,  at  the  Secretary's  Office 
with  one  Sir  Charles  Trueman,  and  Mr.  Heartly, 

[ExitServ. 

Charles.  Ha !  my  father !  O,  Heaven !  'tis  his  hand 
too  :  Now  I  tremble ! 

Mar.  Come,  Sir,  take  heart;  I  dare  fay  there's 
good  new's  in't,  and  I  mould  be  glad  to  hear  it  But 
no  ceremony;  pray  read  to  yourfelf  firfh 

Charles.  Since  you  command  me,  Madam. 

[Reads  to  himfelf. 

Mar.  [dpart.]  Lord  !  how  one  may  live,  and  learn  ! 
I  could  not  have  believ'd,  that  modefty,  in  a  young 
fellow  could  have  been  fo  amiable  a  virtue  :  And  though, 
I  own,  there  is  i  know  not  what  of  dear  delight  in  in 
dulging  one's  vanity  with  them  ;  yet,  upon  ferious  re 
flection,  we  muft  confefs,  that  truth  and:  fincerity  have 
a  thoufand  charms  beyond  it.  And  I  now  find  more 
pleafure  in  my  felf-denying  endeavours  to  make  this  poor 
creature  eafy,  than  ever  I  took  in  humbling  the  airs  and 
aflurance  of  a  man  of  quality — I  believe  1  had  as  good 
confefs  all  this  to  Heartly,  and  ev'n  make  up  the  buftle 
with  him  too — But  then  he  will  fo  teaze  one  for  in- 
itances  of  real  inclination — O  Gad — I  can't  bear  the 
thought  on't — And  yet  we  muft  come  together  too 
— Well  !  nature  knows  the  way  to  be  fure,  and  fo 

I'll  ev'n    truft  to   her  for't Blefs   me!    what's  the 

matter?  you  feem'd  concerned,  Sir. 

[To  Charles,  wiping  his  tears. 

Charles.  I  am  indeed,  but  'tis  with  joy  !  O,  Ma 
dam  !  my  father's  reconciPd  to  me :  This  letter  is 
from  him. 

Mar.  Pray  let's  hear. 

Charles.   [Reading.} 

Dear  Charles, 

This  day  by  Colonel  Woodvil,  I  received  the  joyful  news 
if  your  being  yet  alwe,   and  ivell :  Tho*  that's  but  half  my 
€omfort.     He  has  ajjur'd  me  too,  you  have   renouncd  thofe 
O  5 
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.principles,  that  made  me  think  your  death  my  happinefs. 
The  fir  vices  you  have  intended  his  family ',  and  may  do  the 
government,  in  your  juft  "detection  of  a  tray  tor  that  would 
ruin  both,  haw  been  fo  well  received  at  court,  and  fo  gene- 
roujly  reprefented  there  iy  the  Colonel  and  Mr.  Heartly, 
that  they  have  obtained  an  order  for  your  pardon ;  which  I 
now  flay  the  pajpng  of,  before  I  throw  my  arms  about  you^ 
that  I  may  leave  no  doubt  or  fear  behind  to  interrupt  the 
fullnefs  of  my  joy.  I  am  informed,  that  in  revealing  your- 
felf  to  a  certain  fair  Lady,  you  have  let  fall  fome  words, 
that  jhew  you  have  an  innocent,  thai*  hopelefs  pajjton  for  her. 
Tour  youth  excufes  what  is  paft  ;  but  now  confider  how  far 
you  owe  your  life  to  Mr.  Heartly  :  I  therefore  charge  you* 
on  my  blejfing,  to  give  up  every  idle  thought  of  love,  that  may 
interrupt  his  happinejs,  or  abate  the  merit  of  what  you've 
done  to  defervl  the  pardon  of  your  f over eign,  or  of  your  af 
fectionate  forgiving  father ', 

Charles  Truman. 

Mar.  I  am  overjoy'd  at  your  good  fortune. 

Charles.  You,  Madam,  are  the  fource  of  all — 'but  I 
am  now  unfit  to  thank  you.  [Weeps. 

Mar.  You  owe  me  nothing,  Sir;  fuccefs  was  all  I 
hoped  for. 

Charles.  Pray  excufe  me — It  would  be  rudenefs  to 
trouble  you  with  the  tender  thoughts  this  muft  give  a 
heart  oblig'd  Hke  mine, 

[Exit  Charles. 

Mar.  Poor  creature  !  how  full  his  honeft  heart  is  ! 
What  early  viciffitudes  of  fortune  has  he  run  through  ! 
Well!  this  was:  handfomely  done  of  Hearily,  conlidering 
what  he  had  felt  upon  his  account,  to  be  fo  concern'd 
for  his  pardon. 

Enter  Lady  Woodvil. 

Lady  Wood.  Dear  Maria,  what  will  become  of  us  ? 
the  tyranny  of  this  fubtle  prieft  is  infupportable  :  He 
has  fo  fortified  himfelf  in  Sir  John's  opinion  by  this  laft 
mifconduft  of  your  brother,  that  I  begin  to  lofe  my  ufual 
power  with  him. 
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Mar.  Pray  explain,  Madam. 

Lady  Wood.  In  fpight  of  all  I  could  urge,  he  is  this 
minute  bringing  the  Doctor  to  make  his  addrefles 
to  you. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  on't ;  for  the  beaft  mud  come  lifccia 
bear  to  the  flake,  I'm  fure  :  He  knows  I.mallibait 
him. 

Lady  Wood.  No,  no,  he  prefles  it,  to  keep  Sir  Jjokn 
ftill  blind  to  his  wicked  defign  upon  me — Therefore  I 
came  to  give  you  notice,  that  you  might 'be  prepar'd  to 
receive  him.  .  7 

Mar.  \  am  oblig'd  to  your  Ladyfhip  s  Our  meeting 
will  be  a  tender  fcene  no  doubt. 

Lady  Wood.  You  have  heard,  1  fuppofe,  what  an  ex 
travagant  fettlement  your  father  has  fign'd  too. 

Mar.  Yes,  Madam  ;  but  I  am  glad  your  Lady- 
fhip's  like  to  be  a  gainer  by  it,  however :  For  when  I 
marry,  it  will  'be  without  the  Do&or's  cortfent,  depend 
upon't. 

Lady  Wood.  No,  child,  I  did  not  come  into  Sir 
John's  family  with  a  defign  to  injure  it,  or  make  any 
of  it  my  enemy:  Whenever  that  four  thoufand  pound 
falls  into  my  hands,  you'll  find  it  as  firmly  y.ours, 
as  if  it  had  been  given  you,  without  that  odious  con 
dition. 

Mar.  Madam,  I  think  myfelf  as  much  oblig'd  by  this 
kind  intention,  as  the  performance  :  But  ifyourLady- 
ihip  could  yet  find  a  way  to  prove  this  hypocrite  a  private 
villain  to  my  father,.!  am  not  without  hopes  the  public 
will  foon  have  enough  againil  him,  to  give  a  turn' to 
the  fettlement. 

Lady  Wood.  But  fuppofe  that  fails,  what  will  become 
of  your  poor  brother  ? 

Mar.  But,  dear  Madam,  I  cannot  fuppofe  this 
fellow  mult  not  be  hang'd  at  laft  ;  and  then,  you  kno'w, 
the  fame  honeft  hand  that  tires  him  up,  refeafes  the 
fettlement. 

Lady  Wood.  Not  abfolutely,  neither;  for  this  very 
houfe  is  given  him  in  prefent,  which,  tho'  that  were  ,to 
be  the  end  of  him,  would  then  be  forfeited. 
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Mar.  Why,  then  my  brother  muft  even  petition 
the  government.  There  have  been  precedents  of 
the  fame  favour,  Madam.  If  not  he  muft  pay 
for  his  blundering,  and  lay  his  next  plot  deeper,  I 
think. 

Lady  Wood.  I  am  glad  you  are  fo  chearful  upon 
it,  however  ;  it  looks  as  if  you  had  fomething  in  petto  to 
depend  upon.  But  here  comes  the  Doftor. 

Enter  Sir  John  with  the  Doctor. 

Sir  John.  Daughter,  fmce  you  have  the  happinefs 
to  be  thought  amiable  in  the  eye  of  this  good  man,  I  ex 
pect  you  give  him  an  inilant  opportunity  to  improve  it 
into  an  amity  for  life. 

Mar.  I  hope,  Sir,  I  (hall  give  him  no  occasion  to 
alter  his  opinion  of  me. 

Sir  John.  Why,  that's  well  faid  ;  come,  fweet-heart, 
we'll  ufe  no  ceremony. 

[Exit  Sir  John,  with  Lady  Woodvil,  Maria 
and  the  Dodor  Jland  fame  time  mute,  in 
formal  civilities,  and  a  confcicus  contempt  of 
each  other.} 

Mar.  PJeafe   to  fit,    Sir. What  can  the    ugly  cur 

fay  tome?  He  feems  a  little  puzzled.  This  puts  me 
in  inind  of  the  lender  interview  between  Lady  Charlotte^ 
and  Lord  Hardy  in  the  Funeral.  [Afede. 

Doct.  Look  you,  fair  Lady,  not  to  make  many  words, 
I  am  convinc'd,  notwithilanding  your  good  father's  fa 
vour,  I  am  not  the  perfon  you  defue  to  be  alone  with, 
upon  this  occafion. 

Mar.  Your  modefty — is  pleas'd  to  be  in  the  right, 
Sir. 

Doct.  Humh  !  if  I  don't  flatter  myfelf,  you  have  al 
ways  had  a  very  ill  opinion  of  me. 

Mar.  A  worfe,  Sir,  of  no  mortal  breathing. 
Dect.  Humh  !  and  it  is  likely,  it  may  be  immoveable. 
Mar.  No  rock  fo  firm. 

Doct.  Humh  !  from,  thefe  premifes  then,  I  may  rea- 
fonably  conclude,— -you  hate  me  heartily. 
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Mar.    Moft  fincerely,  Sir. 

Doct.  Well !  there  is,  however,  fome  merit  in  fpeak* 
ing  truth  ;  therefore  to  be  as  juft  on  my  fide,  I  ought  in 
confcience  to  let  you  know>  that  I  have  as  cordial  a 
contempt  for  you  too. 

Mar.   O  !    fy !  you  flatter  me,  {Affecting  a  blujh. 

Doct.  Indeed  I  don't;  you  wrong  your  own  imper- 
fe&ions  to  think  fo. 

Mar.   Thefe  words  from  any  tongue  but  yours,  might 
mock  me  ;  but  coming  from  the  only  man  I  hate  • 
they  charm  me. 

Doct.  Admirable  !  there  feems  good  fenfe  in 
this:  Have  you,  never  obferv'd,  Madam,  that  fome- 
times  the  greateft  difcords  raiie  the  moft  agreeable 
harmony  ? 

Mar.   Yes.    But  what  do  you  infer  from  thence  ? 
Doct.  That  while  we  ftill  preferve  this  temper  in  our 
hate,  a  mutual  benefit  may  rife  from  it,- 

Mar.  O!  never  fear  me,  Sir;  I  mall  not  fly  out;, 
being  convinc'd,  that  nothing  gives  fo  fharp  a  point  to 
one's  averfion,  as  good  breeding  ;  as  on  the  contrary, 
ill  manners  often  hide  a  fecret  inclination. 

Doct.  Moft  accurately  diftinguifh'd Well,  Ma 
dam,  is  there  no  project:  you  can  think  of  now,  to 
turn  this  mutual  averfion,  as  I  faid,  into  a  mutual 
benefit  ? 

Mar.  None  that  I  know  of,  unlefs  we  were  to  marry 
for  our  mutual  mortification. 

Doct.  What  would  you  give  then,  to  avoid  marrying 
me? 

Mar.  My  life,  with  joy,  if  death  alone  could  fhuii 
you. 

Doct.  When  you  marry  any  other  perfon— my  con- 
fent  is  necefiary. 

Mar.  So  I  hear  indeed But  pray,  Doctor,  tell  me, 

how  could  your  modefty  receive  fo  infolent  a  power, 
withou:  putting  my  poor  father  out  of  countenance  with 
your  blumes  ? 

Doct.  You  over-rate  my  prudence :  I  fought  it  not, 
but  he  would  crowd  it  in  among  other  obligations ; 
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He  is  good-natur'd,  and  I  could  not  fhock  him  by  a 
refufal.  Would  you  have  had  me  plainly  told  him,  what 
a  defpicable  opinion  I  had  of  his  daughter  ? 

Mar.  Or  rather,  what  a  favourable  one  you  had  of 
his  wife,  Sir  ? 

Doct.  Humh  !  you  feem  to  lofe  your  temper. 

Mar.  Why  do  you  fuppofe,  the  whole  family  does 
not  fee  it,  except  my  father  ? 

Doct.  If  you  will  keep  your  temper,  I  have  Tomething 
to  propofe  to  you. 

Mar.  Your  reproof  is  juft  ;  but  I  only  rais'd  my  voice, 
to  let  you  know,  I  know  you. 

Doct.  You  might  have  fpar'd  your  pains,  it  being 
of  no  confequence  to  my  propofal,  what  you  think 
of  me. 

Mar.  Not  unlikely.  Come,  Sir,  1  am  ready  to  re 
ceive  it. 

Doct.  In  one  word  then — f  take  it  for  granted,  that 
you  would  marry  Mr.  Heartly Am  I  right  ? 

Mar,  Once  in  your  life,   you  are. 

Doct.  Nay,  no  compliments ;  let  us  be  plain— Would 
you  marry  him  ? 

Mar.    You    are    mighty   nice,   methinks Well 

I  would. 

Doct.  Then  I  won't  confent  to  it — Now,  if  you  have 
any  propofal  to  make  me — fo — if  not  our  amour's  at  an 
end  ;  and  we  part  as  civil  enemies,  as  if  we  had  been  mar 
ried  this  twelvemonth Think  of  it. 

Mar.  [dfide.]  O  the  mercenary  villain,  he  wants 
to  have  a  fellow  feeling,  1  find — What  (hall  I 'do 

with    him' bite    him— —pretend    to    comply,    and 

make  my  advantage  of  it Well,  Sir,  I  underftand 

every  thing  but  the  fum — if  we  agree  upon  that,  it's 
a  bargain. 

Doct.  Half. 

Mar.  What,  two  thoufand  pounds  for  your  confent 
only  ? 

Doct.  Why,  is  not  two  thoufand  pound  worth  two 
thoufand  pound  ?  Don't  you  actually  get  fo  much  by 
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it?    Is  not   the  half  better  than  nothing  ?    Come,  come, 
fay,  I  have  us'd.you  like  a  friend., 

Mar.  Nay,  think  if  s  the   only  civil  thing  you  have- 
done  fmce  you  came  into  the  family. 

Doct.  Do  you  then  make  your  advantage  of  it. 

Mar.    Why,    as  you   fay,    Doctor,    'tis   better    than 
nothing/    But   how  'is  my  father  to  be   brought   into: 
this  ! 

Doct.  Leave  that  to  my  management,. 

Mat-.  What   fecurity  though  do  you-  expect  for  this 
money? 

Doct.  Wlren  I  deliver  my  confent  in  writing,  Hearily 
fhall  lay  it  me  down  in  Bank  bills.    - 

Mar.  Wejl  !  on  one  provifo,.I'll  undertake  that  too. 

Doct.  Name  it. 

Mar,  Upon   your  immediately  owning   to  my  father,  . 
that  you   are  willing  to  give  up  your  intereft  to  Mr. 


Doct.  Htimh  !  flay  -  1  agree  to  it  —  *-  you  <  mall 
have  proof  of  it  this  evening*—  —But  in  the  mean  time,. 
let  me  warn  you  too:  Don't  expect,  after  I  have 
hinted  what  you  deftre  to  your  father,  to  make  your 
advantages  now  by  betraying  me  to  him.  You  know 
my  power  there  ;  it  you  do,  I  can  eafily  give  it  a 
counter-turn  :  So  difcover  what  you  pleafe,  I  mall  only 
pity  you. 

Mar.  O!  I  mall  not  ftand  in  my  own  light;  1 
know  your  power,  and  your  confcience  too  well,  dear 
Doctor. 

Doct.  Nay,  I  dare  depend  upoa  your  being  true  to 
your  own  intereft.  Here  comes  your  father,  I  will  break 
it  to  him  immediately.  You'll  prepare  Mr.  Heartly  in 
the  mean  time. 

Mar.  Without  fail. 

Doct.  I  am  fatis£ed. 

Enter  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  Well,  Sir,  is  my  daughter  prudent  ?  Has 
fhe  at  laft,  a  true  and  virtuous  fenfe  of  happinefs  ? 
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Doct,  She  underftands  me  better  than  I  hop'd,  Sir. 

Mar.  Well  faid  equivocation.  [AJide* 

Doct.  If  you  pleafe,  Sir  John,  we'll  take  a  turn  in 
the  gardenr  I  have  fomething  there  to  offer  to  you. 

Sir  J*hn«  With   all   my  heart,   Sir         Maria 
There's  a  toy  for  thee— — Now  thou  art  again  my 
daughter.      [Gives  her  a  ring.]      Come,  Sir,    I   wait 
on  you- 

[Exeunt  Sir  John  and  Doctor. 

Mar.  What  this  fellow's  original  was,  I  know  not ; 
but  by  his  confcience  and  cunning,  he  would  make  an 
admirable  Jefuit— Here  comes  my  brother,  and  I  hope 
with  a  good  account  of  him-  Well,  brother,  what 

iuccefs  ? 

Enter  Colonel. 

Col*  All  that  my  honeft  heart  could  wifh  for Sub- 

ftantial  affidavits !  that  will  puzzle  him  to  anfwer ;  I 
have  planted  a  meflenger  at  the  next  door,  who  has 
a  warrant  in  his  pocket,  when  I  give  the  word,  to 
take  him. 

Mar.  Why  Ihould  not  you  do  it  immediately — he's 
now  in  the  garden  with  my  father. 

Col.  No  ;  our  feizing  him  now  for  treafon,  I  am 
afraid  won't  convince  my  father  of  his  villainy :  My 
defign  is  not  only  to  get  my  father  out  of  his  hands,  but 
to  drive  the  pernicious  principles  he  has  inflill'd,  out  of 
my  father  too. 

Mar.  That  I  doubt  will  be  difficult. 

Co/.  Not  at  all,"  if  we  can  firft  prove  him  a  pri 
vate  villain  to  him.  My  father's  honefty  will  foon 
tefleft,  and  may  receive  as  fudden  a  turn  as  his  cre 
dulity. 

Mar.  That's  true  again  ;  and  I  hope  I  am  furnifh'd 
with  a  new  occafion  to  begin  the  alarm  to  him. 

Col.  Pray  what  is't  ? 

-  Mar.  Not  to  trouble  you  with  particulars ;  but  in 
ftiort,  I  have  agree' d  with  the  Doctor ,  that  Heartly  fhall 
give  him  two  thoufand  pounds  for  his  con  fen  t;  without 
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which,  you  know,  by  my  father's  late  fettlement,  Heartly 
and  lean  never  come  together. 

Col.  And  does  the  monfter  really  infill  upon't  ? 

Mar.  Not  only  that,  but  ev'n  defies  me  to  make  an 
advantage  of  the  difcovery. 

Col.  One  would  think  the  villain  fufpedls  his  footing 
in  the  family  is  but  fhort-liv'd,  he's  in  fuch  hafte  to  have 
his  penny-worths  out  on't.  But  pr'ythee,  fifter,  ^what 
fecret's  this,  that  you  have  yet  behind  in  thofe  writing! 
that  Charles  brought  to  you  ? 

Mar.  O  \  that's  what  I  can't  yet  tell  you. 

Col.  Why,  pray? 

Mar.  Becaufe,  when  you  have  done  all  you  can, 
I  am  refolv'd  to  referve  fome  merit  againft  him  to 
myfelf. 

Co!.  But  why  do  you  fuppofe  I  would  not  affift  in  it? 

Mar.  You  can't,  it's  now  too  late. 

Col.  Pmah  \  this  is  rafh  and  ridiculous. 

Mar.  Ay,  may  be  fo  ;  I  fuppofe  Heartly  will  be  of 
that  opinion  too  :  But  if  he  is,  you  had  better  advifehim 
to  keep  it  to  himfelf. 

Col.  You  will  have  your  obftinate  way,  I  find. 

Mar.  It  can't  be  worfe  than  yours,  I'm  fure; 
remember  how  you  came  off  in  your  laft  project;  I 
know  you  meant  well,  but  you  are  difinherited  for  all 
that. 

Col.  That's  no  furprize  to  me ;  but  I  am  afham'd 
however. 

Mar.  By  the  way,  what  have  you  done  with  Heartlj? 
why  is  he  not  here  ? 

Col.  He  has  been  here,  but  you  muft  excufe  him  ;  he 
was  oblig'd  to  call  in  hafte  for  Charles^  whom  he  took 
home  with  him  in  his  own  coach,  where  his  father 
waited  to  receive  him. 

Mar.  The  poor  boy  by  this  time  then  has  feen 
him.  Sure  their  meeting  muft  have  been  a  moving 
fight ;  I  would  give  the  world  methinks  for  a  true  ac 
count  of  it. 

Col.  You'll  have  it  from  Heartly  by  and  by;  *ti» 
at  his  houfe  they  meet:  The  father,  Sir  Chark* 
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frutman,     happened    to     be    Heartfy's    intimate    ac 
quaintance. 

Mar.  Well  !  I  own  Heartly  has  gained  upon  me 
by  this., 

Col.  I  am  glad  to  hear  that  at  leaft.  But  I  muft  let 
my  Lady  know  what  progrefs  we  have  made  in  the 
Doctor's  buiinefs,  and  beg  her  afliilance  to  finifti  him. 

[Exit  CoK 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser<v.  Madam,   Mr.  Heartly. 

Mar.   Defire  him  to  walk  in. 

,  *  L'.     :i\  '"  ,«      '/^-Ti" 

Enter  Heartiy. 

Hear.  To  find  you  thus  alone,  Madam,  was  an  hap- 
pinefs  I  did  not  expeft  from  the  temper  of  our  lad' 
parting. 

Mar.  I  fhould  have  been  as  well  pleas'd  now  to  have 
been  thank 'd,  as>  reproach 'd  for  my  good  nature;  but 
you  will  be  in  the  right,  I  find. 

Hear.  Indeed  you  take  me  wrong;  I  literally  meant,, 
that  I  was  afraid  you  would  not  fo  foon  think  1  had  de- 
ferv'd  this  favour. 

Mar.  Weir,  then,  one  of  us  has  been  in  the  wrong 
at  leaft. 

Hear.  'Twas  1^  I  own  it — More  is  not  in  my  power ; 
all  the  amends  that  have  been,  I  have  made  you  :  My 
very  joy  of  feeing  you,  has  waited,  'till  what  you  had  at 
heart  unalk'd,  was  perfected;  my  own  pardon  was 
poftpon'd,  'till  I  had  fecur'd  one  cv'n  for  a  rival's  life, 
whom  you  fo  juftly  had  compaffionated. 

Mar.  Pooh  ?  but  why  would  you  fay  unajk'd  now  ? 
Don't  you  consider  your  doing  it  fo,  is  half  the  merit  of 
the  a&ion  ?— Lord  !  you  have  no  art ;  you  mould  have 
left  me  to  have  taken  notice  of  that;  only  imagine  now, 
how  kind,  and  handfome  an  acknowledgment  you  have 
robb'd  me  of ! 

Hear.  And  yet  how  artfully  you  have  paid  it !  With. 
what  a  wanton,  charming  cafe  yoa  play  upon. my  ten- 
derne&! 
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Mar.  Well,  but  was  not  you  filly  now  r 

Hear  [Gazing  on  he?.}  Come — You  fhall  not  be  fe- 
rious — You  can't  be  more  agreeable. 

Mar.  O  !    but  I  am  ferious. 

Hear.  Then  1*11  be  fo- Do  you  forgive  me  all  ? 

Mar,   What.      [Looking  on  her  fan,  as  not  hearing  him. 

Hear.  Are  we  friends,  Maria  ? 

Mar.  O  Lord  !  but  you  have  told  me  nothing  of  poor 
Charles  ;  pray  how  did  his  father  receive  him  ? 

Hear.  Muft  you  needs  know  that,  before  you  anfwer. 
me  ? 

Mar.  Lord!  you  are  never  well  till  you  have  talk'd. 
one  ouc  of  countenance. 

Hear.  Come,  I  won't  be  too  particular,  yeufhalL 
anfwer  nothing— Give  me  but  your  hand  only.  ;V'V  "~ 

Mar.  Pfliah  !   I  won't  pull  off  my  .glove,  not  I. 

Hear.   I'll  take  it  as  it  is  then. 

Mar.  Lord  !    there,  there,  eat  it,  eat  it., 

[Putting  it  auk^wardly  to  him* 

Hear.  And  fo  I  could,  by  heav'n., 

\KiJJes  it  eagerly,  and  pulls  off  her  glove. 

Mat.  O  my  glove  !  my  glove  !  my  glove  !• — Pooh  \ 
you  are  in  a  perfect  florm  !  Lord  !  if  you  make  fuch  a 
rout  with  one's  hand  only,  what  would  you  do  if  you  had 
one's  heart  ? 

Hear.  That's  impoflible  to  tell — but  you  were  afking 
me  of  Charles,  Madam. 

Mdr.  O  !    ay,  that's   true — Well,    row  you  are  good 

again Come,    tell  trie  all  that  affair,  and  then  you 

fhall  fee— —how  I  will  like  you.  '\Wantonly. 

Hear.  O  !    that  I  could  thus  play  with  inclination  ! 

Mar.  Pfliah  !    but  you  don't  tell  me  now. 

Hear.  There  is  not  much  to  tell—- Where  two  fuch 
tender  paflions  meet,  words  had  but  faintly  fpoke  them. 
The  fon  conduced  to  the  door,  with  fudden  fear  ftopt 
Ihort,  and  burfting  into  iighs,  o'er-charg'd  with  fhame, 
and  joy,  had  almoft  fainted  in  my  arms  ;  the  father, 
touch'd  with  his  concern,  mov'd  forward  with  a  kindly 
fmile  to  meet  him.  At  this  he  took  new  life,  and 
fpringing  from  his  hold,  fell  proflrate  at  his  feet ;  where 
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mute,  and  trembling,  for  awhile  he  lay  :  At  length  with* 
dreaming  eyes,  and  faaltering  tongue,  he  begged  his. 
blefling,  and  his  pardon.  The  tender  father  caught  him 
irv  his  arms,  and  dropping  his  fond  head  upon  his  cheek, 
Jvifs'dhim,  and  figh'd  out,  Heaven protefl  tbee  !  then  gave 
into  his  hand  the  royal  pardon  ;  and  turning  back  his 
face  to  dry  his  manly  eyes,  lie  cried,  Defers  this  royal 
mercy t  Charles,  and  I  am  ftill  thy  father.  The  grateful 
youth,  raiting  his  heart- fwollen  voice,  replied,  May, 
Heaven  preferve  the  royal  life  that  ga<vt  it  !  But  here, 
their  paffions  grew  too  ftrong  for  farther  fpeech  :  Silent 
embraces,  alternate  fighs,  and  mingling  tears,  were  all 
their  language  now.  The  moving  fcene  became  too 
tender  for  my  eyesr  and  call'd  methought,  for  privacy  f 
there  unperceived  I  left  them,  to  recover  into  breathing 
fenfe,  arid  utterable  joy. 

Mar.  Well!  of  all  the  inmoft  tranfports  of  the  foulr 
there's  none  that  dance  into  the  heart,  like  friendly  re 
concilements. 

Hear.  Thof«  tranfparts  Alight  be  ours,  Maria,  would 
you  but  try  your  power  to  pardon. 

Mar.  Which  of  thofe  two  now  do  you  think  was  hap- 
pieil  at  that  meeting  ? 

Hear.  O !  the  father,,  doubtlefs :;  Great  fouls  feel  a 
kind  of  honeft  glory  in  forgiving,  that  far  exceeds  the 
tranfport  of  receiving  pardon. 

Mar.  Now  I  think  to  bend  the  flubborn  mind  to  aflt 
it,  is  an  equal  conqueft  ;  and  the  joy  fuperior  to  receive, 
where  the  heart  wiihes  to  be  under  obligations. 

Hear.  Put  me  into  the  happy  boy's  condition,  and  I 
may  then,  perhaps,,  refolve  you  better. 

Mar.  You  (hall  pofitively  bring  him  into  acquaintance* 

Hear.  Upon  my  word  I  will. 

Mar^  And  mew  him  to  all  the  women  of  tafte  ;  and 
I'll  have  you  call  him  my  pretty  fellow  too. 

Hear.  I  will  indeed  :  Bui  Hear  me— 

Mar.  I'm  pofitive  if  he  had  white  ftockings  he 
would  cut  down  all  the  danglers  at  court  in  a  fortnight  f 

Hear*  O  L  no  doubt  on' t:  but— 
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Mar.  You  can't  conceive  how  prettily  he  makes  love 
•now. 

Hear.  Not  fo  well,  as  you  make  your  defence,  Maria. 

Mar.  O  Lord  !  I  had  forgot he's  to  teach  m« 

Greek  too. 

Hear.  O,  the  trifling  tyrant  1  How  long,  Maria,  do 
you  think  you  can  And  out  new  evafions  for  what  I  fay 
unto  you  ? 

Mar.  Lord,  you  are  horrid  filly!  But  fince  'tis  love 
that  makes  you  fuch  a  dunce— —poor  Heartly, 1  for 
give  you. 

Enter  Colonel  unfeen. 

Hear.  That's  kind,  however But  to  compleat  my 

joy,  be  kinder  yet'        and 

Mar.  O !  I  can't,  I  can't— Lord  !  did  you  never 
ride  a  horfe-match  ? 

Hear.  Was  ever  fo  wild  a  queftion  ? 
Mar.  Becaufe  if  you  have,  it  runs  in   my  head,  you 
certainly  gallop'd  a  mile  beyond   the   winning-poft   to 
make  fure  on't. 

Hear.  Now  I  underftand  you :  But  finceyou  will  have 
me  touch  every  thing  fo  very  tenderly,  Mart*,  How 
fhall  I  find  proper  words  to  afk  you  the  lover's  laft  necef- 
fary  queftion  ? 

Mar.  O  \  there's  a  thoufand  points  to  be  adjufted, 
before  that's  anfwer'd. 

Col.  [Coming  unexpectedly  between  them.]  Name  them 
this  moment  then,  for  pofitively  this  is  the  lail  time  of 
afking. 

Mar.  Pfhah  !  Who  fent  for  you  ? 
Col    I  only  came  to  teach  you  to  fpeak  plain  En^UJh, 
my  dear. 

Mar.  Lord  !  mind  your  own  bufmefs,  can't  you  ? 
Col.  So  I  will ;  for  I  will  make  you  do  more  of  yours 
in  two  minutes,  than  you  would  have  done  without  me 
in  a  twelvemonth.  Why,  how  now !  What !  do  you 
think  the  man's  to  dangle  after  your  ridiculous  airi  for 
ever  ? 
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Mar.  This  is  mighty  pretty. 

Col.  You'll  fay  fo  on  Thurfday  fevennight,  (for 
let  affairs  take  what  turn  they  will  in  the  fa 
mily)  that's  pofitively  your  wedding-day — Nay,  you 
ihan't  ftir, 

Mar.  Was  ever  fuch  aflurance  2 

Hear.  Upon  my  life,  madam,  I  am  out  of  counte 
nance  :  I  don't  know  how  to  behave  myfelf  to  him. 

Mar.  No,  no,  let  him  go  on,  only  .  This  is  be* 
yond  whatever  was  known,  fure  ! 

Hear.  Admirable  !  I  hope  it  will  come  to  fomething, 

[Afidt. 

Col.  Ha!  ha!  If  I  were  to  leave  you  to  yourfelves 
now,  what  a  cWple  of  pretty  out-of-countenance  figures 
you  would  make ;  humming  and  hawing  upon  the  vul 
gar  points  of.  jointure,  and  pin-money—— Come, 
come  !  I  know  what's  proper  o'both  fides,  you  ihall 
leave  it  to  me. 

Hear.  \  had  rather  Maria  would  name  her  own  terms 
to  me. 

CoL  Have  you  a  mind  to  any  thing  particular  ? 

\T'o  Maria. 

Mar.  Why  fore  !  What !  Do  you  think  I'm  only  to 
be  fill'd  out  here  as  you  pleafe,  and  fweetned,  and  fupp'd 
tip  like  a  difh  of  Bobea. 

Col.  Why,  pray  madam,  when  your  tea's  ready,  what 
have  you  to  do  but  to  drink  it?  But  you,  i  fuppofe,  ex 
pect  a  lover's  heart,  like  your  lamp,  mould  be  always 
flaming  at  your  elbow,  and  when  it's  ready  to  go  out, 
you  indolently  fupply  it  with  the  fpirit  of  contradic 
tion. 

Mar.  And  fo  you  fuppofe,  that  your  aflurance  has 
made  an  end  of  this  matter  ? 

Col.  Not  till  you  have  given  him  your  hand  uppn  it. 

Mar.  That  then  would  compleat  it  ? 
'Col.  Perfectly. 

Mar.  Why  then  take  it,  Heartily. 

[Giving  her  hand  to  Heartly. 

Hear.  O  foft  furprize  !   Extatick  joy. 
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Mar.  Now  I  prefome  you  are  in  high  triumph,  Sir. 

[To  the  Col. 

Col.  No,  fitter,  now  you  are  confiftent  with  that  good 
4enfe  I  always  thought  you  mitfrefs  of, 

Mar^  I'm  afraid  Mr.  Heartlyt  we  are  both  obliged  to 


Hear.  If  you  think  fo,  Maria^  my  heart -.— i 

Is  under  double  obligations  laid.  [Embracing  hi) 

Co/.  —If  it  cements  cxur  friendihip,  I  am  overpaid. 
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ACTV.    SCENE    I. 

£  '   .'  •'  •'•>'  -«*.'•    '    *-  •-. 

Heartly  and  Maria. 

-ff*>-.TT  TELL,  now,  Heartly,  now  "you  have  nothing 
VV  to  do  but  to  look  forward,  and,  if  poffible, 
to  forget  what  I  have  been  to  you :  Though  'tis  a  hor 
rid  reftraint  you  lay  upon  our  fex  :  You  firft  make  it  the 
bufinefs  of  your  lives  to  blow  up  our  vanity,  and 
then  prepofteroufly  expect  we  mould  be  prudent  and 
humble :  That  is,  you  invite  us  to  a  feaft,  where  'tis 
criminal  to  tafte,  or  have  an  appetite ;  you  put  a 
fwerd  into  a  child's  hand,  and  then  are  angry  if  it  does 
mifchief. 

Hear.  You  give  up  too  much,  Maria;  I  never  treated 
you  fo  :  What  might  have  been  flattery  to  moft  women, 
was  but  honeft  truth  to  you. 

Mar.  Why  look  you  there  now  !  Is  not  that  enough  to 
turn  any  poor  woman  into  a  changeling  ? 

Hear.  No,  becaufe  'tis  true ;  charge  me  with  a  falf- 
hood  and  I  fubmit. 

Mar.  Nay  then,  did  you  not  once  tell  me,  that  all 
my  airs  and  follies  were  merely  put  on  in  compliance  to 
the  world,  and  that  good  fenfe  was  only  natural  to  me  ; 
that  ev'n  my  affectation  (I  have  not  forgot  your  words) 
carried  more  fincerity,  than  the  ferious  vows  of  other 
women. 

Hear.  By  all  my  happinefs  I  think  fo  ftill. 

Mar.  What,  ferioufly  ? 

Hear.  Upon  my  foul  I  do. 

Mar.  Lord  !  that's  delightful  !  Do  you  really  love  me 
then,  Heartly  ?  Do  tell,  for  now  I  begin  to  believe  every 
thing  you  fay  to  me.  But  don't  neither — I  am  vain  ftill 
— -'Twas  my  vanity  that  made  me  aflc  you. 

Hear.  Now  I  don't  take  it  fo. 
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There  was,(ome  in't  I  am  fure,  tho'  it  begins  to 
Dwindle,  I  can  tell  you. 

Hear.  No  matter,  I  love  you  as  you  are,  I  would  not 
fcav.e  you  lofe  your  pleafantry,  Mariq. 

M<&.  Well,  do,  let  me  be  filly  fometiraes. 

Hear.  O  !  I  can  play  with  you,  for  that  matter, 

Mar.  Pfhah !  you'll  laugh  at  me. 

tfear.  Not  while  you  are  good  in  efTentjials,. 

Mar.  Indeed  I'll  be  very  good. 

Hear.  O  fy  !  that  will  be  the  way  (QL  noAlsie  rae  fo. 

Mar.  Lord  !  What  fignifies  fenfe,  where  there  is  fo 
rrjiich  pleafure  in  folly  ? 

Hear.  No  perfe&  paffion  ever  was  without  i.t ;  the 
pleafure  would  fubfide  were  we  always  to.  be  wife 
7n  it. 

•  Mar.  For  my  part  I  think  fo  :  But  will  you  really 
ftand  to  the  agreement  thof,  that  I  have  made  with  the 
doftor  ? 

Hear.  Why,  not;  ?  You  mall  not  break  your  word  upon 
niy  account,  though  he  might  b,e  a  villain  you  gave  it 
to. 

Mar.  Well,  I  take  it  as  a  compliment ;  $ot  bat  I 
kave  fome  hopes  of  getting  over  it,  and  juftly  too;  b.Ut 
ion't  let  me  tell  you  now.  I  love  to  furprize— rr-.TW' 
jrcu  (hall  know  all  if  you  defire  it. 

Hear.  No,  Maria,  I  don't  want  the  fecret ;  I  am,  fj^ 
^sfied  in  your  inclination  to  truft  me. 
.  Mar.    Well    then,    I'll    keep    the    fecret,    ojoty,    ^ 
hew  you,  that  you  upon  occafion   may  truft 
>ne. 

Hear.  After  that,  Maria.,  it  would  be  wronging-  yj 
Oafkit:  But  pray,  madutn,  has   the  dodor,  yr' 
'ou  any  proof  of  his  having  declined  his  intercit 
ather  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  he  told  me  juil  now,  he  had  \ 
0  paufe  upon  it,  and  does  not  queftion  in   tyyo, 
ompleat  it ;  but  defires  in  the  mean   time  you, 
eady  and  punctual  with  the  premium. 
•Hear.  Suppofe  I  mould  talk  with /Sir  John, 
fpL.  111.  "'  F 
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'tfo  true  he  has  flighted  me  of  late,  but  however,  I 
ought  at  leaft  to  afk  his  confent,  thbugh  I  have  but  little 
hopes  of  it. 

Mar.  By  all  meattfs,  do  fo  He  re' he  comes 

This  may  open  another  fcene  of  acfton  too,  that  we  are 
preparing  for. 

Enter  Sir  John,  and  Lady  Woodvil,  who  walks  apart 
with  Maria. 

Sir  John*  Mr.  Heartly,  I  am  glad  I  have  met  with  you 
here. 

Hear.  I  have  endeavoured  twice  to  day.  Sir,  to  pay 
my  refpects  to  you* 

Sir  John.  Sir,  I'll  be  plain  with  you— I  went  out  to 
avoid  you  ;  but  where  the  welfare  of  a  child  is  concern'd,  | 
youmuft   not  take  it  ill,  if  we  don't  (land   upon   cere 
mony.— However,  fince  I  have  reafon  now  to  be  more,| 
in  temper,  than  perhaps  I  was,  at  that  time,  I  mould 
be  glad  to  talk  witii  you. 

Hear.  I  take  it  as  a  favour,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  Sir, — Doctor  Wolf  informs   me,  that   he  Is  I 
Well  afTured  you  were  born  the  year   before  the  revolu 
tion:  Now,  Sir,  I  mould  be  glad  to  be  well  fatisfied  inf 
that  point;  a  greater confequence  depending  oh  it,  per 
haps,  than  you  imagine. 

Hear.  Sir,  I  have  been  always  told  that  was  my] 
age;  but  for  your  farther  fatisfa&ion  I  appeal  to  the| 
regifter. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  I  dare  believe  you,  and  am  glad  to  hear! 

Hear.  But  pray,  Sir,  may  I  beg  leave  to  alk,  wl 
you  are  fo  concerned  to  know  this  ? 

SIT  John.  Becaufe,  Sir,  if  this  be  true,  I  am  fatisru 
you  may  be  a  regular  chriftian  ;  the  doubt  of  which,  mi 
have,  perhaps,  done  you  feme  dilTei  vice  in  my  priv. 
opinion. 

Hear.  Sir,  if  that  can  reconcile  me   to  it,  I    mail 
thankful  for  the  benefit,  without  confidering  why  1  tl 
wa/  came  to  defer ve  it. 
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That   argument   might  hold  us  now    to.o 
But,    Sir, here's  the  cafe 


Sir: 
long — 

your  principles  and  mine  have  the  misfortune  to  differ  : 
Yours  being  (as  I  take  it)  entirely  on  the  revolution 
fide. 

Hear.  If  I  am  not  mifin  formed,  Sir5,  you  yourfelf  com 
manded  a  regiment  in  defence  of  it. 

Sir  John.  I  did  fo,  and  thought  it  jufl.— -,'T would 
be  fruitlefs,  perhaps,  to  offer  you  the  reafons,  that  iince 
have  altered'my  opinion  :  But  now,  Sir,  even  fuppofing 
that  I  err  in  principle,  you  mulr.  iUll  allow,  that  con- 
fcience  is  the  rule  that  every  honeft  man  ought  to  walk 
by. 

Hear.  7  Fis  granted,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  Then  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  Sir,  that 
giving  you  my  daughter,  would  be  to  act  againft  that 
confcience  I  pretend  to,  and  confequeritly  the  fame 
ties  oblige  me  to  beftow  her,  where  the  fame  prin 
ciples  with  mine,  I  think  deferve  her Now, 

|Sir,  confult  your   own   honour,  and   tell  me,  how  yoii 
:an  (till  puriue  my  daughter,  without  doing  violence 

mine  ? 

Hear.  But,  Sir,  to  lliorten  this  difpute,  fuppofe  the 
>ctor  (whom   I   prefume  you  defign  her  for)  actually 
konfents  to  give  me  up  his  intercity  might  not  that  foftea 
pour  objections  to  me  ? 

Sir  Jo»n.  But  why  do  you  fuppofe,  5ir,  he  would  give 
)  his  intereft  ? 

Hear.  I  only  judge  from  what  your  daughter  tells  me, 
r. 

Sir  John.   My  daughter  ! 

Hear.   1  appeal  to  her. 

Mar.  And  I  appeal  ev'n  to  yourfelf,  Sir  Has 

|ot  the  doctor  juil  now  in  the  ^aruen  fpoke  in  favour 
If  Mr.  Htnrtly  to  you  ?  Nay,  pray,  Sir,  be  plain,  be- 
iufc  more  depends  on  that,  than  you  can  eaiily  imagine 
'  beiieve. 

Sir  John.  What  fenfelefs  infinuation  have  you  got  in 
I rur  head  now? 

P    2 
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Mar.  B.e.  fo  kind,  Sir.,  fir$ 
be  better  able  to  inform^  you. 

Sit  John.  Well,  Iflwn  ^e  has  dfjcline4  h^s  interest  ir\ 
favpur'of  Ajfr.  HegryyJi  But  Imuft  tell  yo^i,  madam,,  he. 
did  it  in  Co  niddelt,'  fd  friendly,  fo  gbodtnatUT  d,  f<^ 
coufcientipus  a  manner,  that  I  now  t^iiflk  wyfelf  mora 
than  ever  bound  in  honour  to  efpoufe,  him." 

Mar.  But  now,  Sir,  (only  for  arguments  fake)  fup 
pofe  I  could  prove,  that  all  this  feeding  virtu.^  wa$  ut- 
artificial  ;  that  nis  regard,  to  Mr.  Heartlj  was  nei- 
' 


ther  founded  upon  modefty,  'friendfliip,  gopd^ature, 
nor  confcience  ;  or  in  (hort,  that  he  has  oa(eiy  betraye^ 
and  fold  the  truft  you  made  him  ;  like  a  villain  barter'd,^ 
bargained  to  give  me  to  Mr.  Heart  ly  for  half  th^ 
four  thpufand  po,und  ypu  have  valued  his  confent  at. 
I  fay,  fuppofe  this  were  the  cafe,  where  would  be  hi^ 
Virtue  t\ien,  Sir? 

§ir  John.  And  I  fay  'tis  impipijs  ^o  fuppofe  it. 

titar.  tJndter  favour,  Sir,  how  is  it  poflibje  you5 
Daughter  could  know  the  dodlor  had  fpoke  to  you  upon, 
this  head,  if  he  himfelf  had  no^  told  her  fp,  in  confe- 
quence  of  his  agreement? 

Sir  John.  Sir,  I  don't  admit  your  conference  :  Her^ 
knowing  it  from  him  is  no  proof,  that  he  might  not  ftil\ 
reiign  her  from  a  principle  of  modefty  or  good 
nature. 

Afar.  Then,  Sir,  from  wh;at  principle  muft  you  fup 
pofe  that  I  accufe  him  ? 

Sir  Jobn.  From  an  pbftinatc  prejudice  to  alhhat'sgoo^ 
and  virtuous. 

A/ar.That's  too  hard,  Sir.  What  blot  has  fiam'd  my  life, 
that  you  can  think  fo  of  me  ?  Bur,  Sir,  the  \vodt  your 
opinion  can  provoke  me  to,  is  to  marry  Mr.  Heartfy, 
without  either  his  confer^  or  yours. 

Sir  John.  What,  do  you  brave  me,  madam  ? 

Mar.  [In  Tears.]  No,  Sir,  but  I  Icorn  a  lye,  and  will 
fo  far  vindicate  my  integrity,  as  to  infill  on  your  be 
lieving  me,  if  not,  as  a  child  whom  you  abandon,  I 
have  a  right  to  throw  myfelf  into  other  arms  for  pro; 
tedion. 


ft 

o&  thy  Q>irit  charms  me ! 

e'      -v'  i         T  £  -*  ^/ip'un  tv  rjfi « 

Sir  JTO;  j  aift  €8njbtinded !  thbTe  tears  cannot  be 
£6tint£rlfeit:;  ri8r  cirl  iniS  be  true. 

tady  0W.  Irideed,  m>  dear,  I  fart-  it  is,  it  ftButti 
be  criiet  to  her  concern1  fb  think  it  wholly  falfe;  can1  ^b)i 
riippofe  flie'd  urge  fd  gr'Bfs  an  accufation  only  to  expbfe 
herfelf  to  the  jiiitice  81  irduf  refentrrient? 

Sir  JVM;.  What  are  i'od  ag^inft  him  tQO  >  tHbri  he.Hai 
ho  frie.rid  bill  itie^  afiil  1  cannorj  at  fo  mort  a  warning; 
give  hirti  $$  ib  W«fflB  and  bafenefs. 

Lady  VFo<fd\  Good  Sirj  be  compofed,  and  a(k  Jrouir 
neart  qhe  farther"  queiUon. 

Sir  jo&ti:  What  wbuld  you  fay  to  me  ? 

Lady  Wtftii  Jn  all  our  mutual  courfe  of  happinef*, 
have  1  ever  ^t deceived  you  with  a  falftiood  ? 
,    Sir  J'oM.    Never,  I   grant  itj    nor    has  my  honeft 
heart  yet  wronged  thy  gdodnefs  with  a  jealous  thought 
bf  it. 

Lady  Wood.  Would  you  then  believe  me,  mould  I  ac- 
tufe  him  too,  even  of  crimes,  that  virtue  bluihes  but  to 
mention  ? 

Sir  yohti.  To  what  extravagance  wbuld  you  drive  me  ? 
^  Lady  Woed.  I  would  before  have  undeceived  you,  when 
his  late  artifice  turned  the  honeft  duty  of  your  fon,  into 
his  own  reproach  and  ruin  :  But  knowing  then  your  tern 
per  was  inacceflible,  I  durft  not  offer  it.  But  now,  in 
better  hope  of  being  believed*,  I  here  avow  the  truth  of 
all  he  was  accufed  of  then. 

Sir  John.  Will  you  diftrad  me  ?  my  fenfes  could  not 
be  deceiv'd. 

Lady  Wood.  Indeed  they  were,  he  faw  you  liflning, 
and  at  the  inftant  turn'd  his  impious  bare-fac'd 
love  to  me,  into  equivocal  interceffions  pretending  to 
ftlaria. 

Sir  John.  You  flarde  me. 

Lady  Wood.  Could  you  otherwife  fuppofe,  your  fon 
Would  have  brought  you  to  be  witnefs  of  his  Own  weak 
maiice  in  accufing  him  ? 
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Sir  John.  I'm  all  aftonifhment! 

Lady  Weed,  Come,  Sir,  fufpend  your  wonder,  refpite 
your  belief  ev'n  of  thi?v  till  grofler  evidence  convinces 
you  :  Suppofe  I  here,  before  your  face,  fhould  let  you 
fee  his  villainy,  make  him  repeat  his  odious  love  to  me, 
at  once  throw  off  his  malk,  and  {hew  the  barefac'd 
traitor. 

Sir  John.  Is  it  poflible  ?  Make  me  but  witnefs  of  that 
facl,  and  I  {hall  foon  accufe  myfelf,  and  own  my  folly 
equal  to  his  ba.fenefs :  But  pardon  me,  as  I  in  fuch  a 
cafe  would  not  believe,  ev'n  him  accufirig  you,  fo  am  I 
bound  in  equal  charity  to  think,  you  yet  may  be  de- 
ceiv'd,  in  what  you  charge  on, him. 

^  Lady  Wood.  *Tis  jufi— -let  it  be  fo — we'll  yet  fuppofe 
him  innocent,  till  you  yourfelf  pronounce  him  guilty  ; 
and  fince  I  have  ftaked  my  faith  upon  the  truth  of  wha,t 
I  urge,  'tis  fit  we  bring  him  to  immediate  trial.  JJut 
then,  Sir,  I  muft  beg  you  to  defcend  .ev'n  to  the  .poor 
ihifts  we  are  reduced  to. 

Sir  John,  All,  to  any  thing  to  eafe  me  of  .my  Doubts* 
propofe  them. 

Lady  Weed.  They  that  would  fet  toils  for  beafts 
of  prey,  muft  lurk  in  humble  caves  to  watch  their 
haunts. 

Sir  Join.  Place  me  where  you  pleafe. 

Lady  Wood.  Under  this  table  is  your  only  Hand,  the 
carpet  will  conceal  you. 

Sir  John.  JBe  it  fo,  I'll  take  my  poft,  what  more  ? 

Lady  Wood.  Mr.  Heartly,  mail  we  beg  your  leave, 
and  you  Maria, '  taffe  the  Jeafl  fufpecled  way  to  fend  the 
Dotfor  to  me  immediately. 

Mar.  I  have  a  thought  will  do  it,  madam,— -come, 
Sir. 

{Exit  Mar.  and  Hear, 

Lady  Wood.  Here,  Sir,  take  this  cuftiion,  you  will  be 
eafier.  [6V  John  fees  under  the  table.']  Now,  Sir,  you 
muft  confider  how  defperate  a  difeafe  J  have  undertaken 
to  cure,  therefore  you  muft  not  winch  nor  ftir  too  fopn, 
at  any  freedom  you  obferve  me  take  with  him  j  be  fui 
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lie  clofe  and  ftill,  and  when  the  proof  is  full,  appear   at 
your  difcretion. 

Sir  John.  Fear  not,  I'll  be  patient. 

Lady  Wood.  Hufli  !  he  comes. 

Enter  Doctor  with  a  Book. 

Do8.  Your  woman  told  me,  madam,  you  were  here 
alone,  and  defined  to  fpeak  with  .me. 

Lady  Wood.  I  did,  Sir,  but  that  we  may  be  fure  we 
are  alone,  pray  mat  the  outward  door,  and  fee  that  paf- 
fage  too  be  clear,  another  furprize  might  ruin  us — — • 
is  all  fafe  ? 

Doft.  I  have  taken  care,  madam. 

Lady  Wood.  I  am  afraid  I  interrupt  your  meditations. 

Doft.  Say  rather  you  improve  them :  You,  madam, 
were  the  fubjeft  of  ray  folitary  thoughts,  I  take  in 
all  the  little  aids  I  ,caa  to  g.uard  my  frailty,  and  truly  I 
have  receiv'd  great  C.OD  fola^ion  from  an  unfortunate  ex 
ample  here  before  me. 

Lady  Wood.  Pray  of  what  kind,  Sir? 

Do  ft.  I  had  jad  dipt  into  poor  E/oifa?s  pafllon  for 
Abelard :  It  is  indeed  a  piteous  conflicl  !  How  ter 
rible!  How  penitent  a  fe.nfe  fhe  ftiews  of  guilty  plea- 
fures  .paft,  arid  fruitless  pains  to  fliut  them  from,  her 
memory. 

Lady  Wood.  I  hav.e  read  her  jiory,  .Sir. 

Dotf.  Is  It  not  pitiful  ? 

Lady  Wood.  A  heart  of  ftoae  might  feel  for  her. 

Dotl.  O  !  think  then,  what  I  endure  for  you,  fuch  are 
my  pains,  but  fuch  is  my  fmcerity,  tho'  I  fear  my  being 
reduc'd  to  feign  a  paifion  for  Maria,  in  my  late  fur- 
prize,  has  done  difhonour  to  the  vows  1  then  preferr'd  to 
you. 

Lady  Wood.  JTwas  on  .that  point,  I  wanted  now  to 
talk  with  you,  not  knowing  then,  how  far  you  might 
miftake  my  filence  :  Now  had  I  clos'd  with  the  Colonel 
in  accufing  you,  it  would  have  been  plain  I  was  your 
enemy ;  as  had  I  join'd  in  your  defence  againit  him,  it 
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had  been  as  grofsly  evident  I  was  his;  but  fmce  1 
have  ufes  for  his  friendfhip,  and,  as  I  faw  your  credit 
with  Sir  John  needed  noiupport,  I  hope  you'll  think 
betwixt  the  two  extremes  I  haVe  aided  but  a  prudent 
part. 

Doff.  Let  me  prefume  to  hope  then,  what  I  did,  you 
judge  was  felf-defehce,  and  pure  neceflity. 

Lady  Wood.  'Twas  wonderful !  Surprizing  to  perfec 
tion  !  The  wit  of  it — but  I  won't  tell  you,  what  effect  it 
had  upon  me. 

Doff.  Why,  madam  ?  let  me  befeech  yon. 

Lady  Wood.  No,  'twas  nothing'^-^-befide-s-what  need 
you  afk  me  ? 

Doff.  Why  do  you  thus  decoy  fny  foolifll  heart,  and 
feed  it  with  firch  -Hybla  drops  of  flattery  ?  You  cannot 
fure  think  kindly  of  me. 

Lady  Wood;  O  wdl  feign'd  fear !  Ybu  too,  I 
find  can  flatter  in  your  turn  :  You  know  hpw  well 
the  fubtle  force  of  modeftv  prevails.  0  Men !  Men  \ 
Men! 

Doff.  Twere  arrogance  to  think  I  have  deferv'd  this 
goodnefs :  But  treat  me  as  you  pleafe,  I'll  be  at  leaft 
fincere  to  you,  and  frankly  own,  I  {till  fufpedl,  that  all 
this  foftning  favour  is  but  artifice. 

Lady#W.  Well!  well!  I'd  have  you  think  fo. 

Doff.  What  tranfport  would  it  give,  to  be  allured  I 
wrong  you  !  but  O  !  I  fear  this  fhadow  of  compliance  is 
only  meant  to  lure  me  from  Maria,  and  then  as  fond 
Ixion's  were  of  old,  to  fill  my  arms  with  air. 
'Lady  Wood.  Methinks  this  doubt  of  me,  feems  rather 
founded  on  your  fecond  thoughts  of  not  refigning  her  j 
'fes  me,  I  find  is  your  fubftantial  happinefs.  . 

Dffff.  O  that  you  could  but  fear  I  thought  fo !  how 
eafy  'twere  to  prove  my  coldnefs,  or  my  love. 

Lady  Wood.  O,  Sir,  you  have  coavinc'd  me  n6w  of 
both. 

Doff.  Can  all  this  pretty  anger  then  be  real  ?  take 
heed,  fair  creature,  it  flatters  more  than  kindnefs. 


The    N  ON- JUROR.  345 

Lady  Wood.  I  can  aflure  you,  Sir,  I  fliould  have 
ipared  you  this  trouble,  had  I  known  how  deeply  you 
Were  engaged  to  her. 

Doft.  Nay  then  I  muft  believe  you :  But  indeed 
you  wrong  me,  to  prove  my  innocence,  'tis  not  an  hour 
iince  I  prefs'd  Sir  John  to  give  Maria  to  young 
'Heartly. 

Lady  Wood.  O  !  all  artifice !  you  knew  that  modeft 
refignation,  would  make  Sir  John  but  wanner  in  your 
intereft. 

Do3.  Since  you  will  rip  the  fecret  from  my  heart 

; know  then,  I  actually  have  fold  her,  like  a 

bawble,  to  her  childiih  lover,  for  two  thoufand  times 
li'ey  value. 

Lady  tVo6d;  Are  you  ferious  ? 

t>o&.  As  this  is  true,  or  falle,  may  I  in  you  be  bleft, 
t)r  miferable. 

Lady  Wood.  But  how  can  you  fuppofe  Sir  John  will 
ever  hear  of  it. 

"Doft.  Alas !  poor  man  !  he  knows  not  his  own  weak- 
fiefs,  he's  moulded  into  any  Ihape,  if  you  but  gently 

ftroke  his  hiimour  :  I  dare  depend  on  his  confer)  t '— 

liefide,  1'  intend  to-rnorf6w  &  perfuade  him  'tis  for 
the  intereft  of  ourCaufej  it  fftould  be  fo,  and  then  I  have 
Him  fifre,.  ,  „ 

Lady  Wood.  Fy  !  how  is  that  poflrble  ?  he  can't  be  fo 
implicitly  credulous.  You  don't  take  him  fure  for  a 
Roman  Catholic. 

Do£i.  Urn notabfolutely —  '"But,  poor  foul ! 

he  little  thinks  how  near  he  is  one.  'Tis  true,  nanie 
to  him  but  Rome,  or  popery,  he  ftartles,  fvs  at  a  monfler: 
But  gild  its  grofleft  doctrines  with  the  ftile  of 
Englijb  Catbolick,  he  fwallovvs  down  VRe  poifon  like  ti 
cordial. 

Lady  Wood.  Nay,  if  he's  fb  frlr  within  your  power,  it 
cannot  fail,  He  muft  confent:  Well,  Sir,  now  I  give 
you  leave  to  guefs  the  reafon,  why  I  too,  at  our  lait 
jheeting,  fo  warmly  i^reft  you  to  reiign  Maria. 

Dcfi.  Is  it  poflible  ?  was  I  then  fo  early  your  con 
cern  ? 
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Lady  Wood.  You  cannot  blame  me  fure,  for  having 
there  oppos'd  your  happihefs. 

Dofl.'  I  dye  upon  the  tranfport.  [Taking  her  land. 

Lady  Wood.  Be  fure  you  are  fecret  now  :  Your  leaft 
imprudence  makes  thefe,  like  fairy  favours,  vanifh  in  a 
moment. 

Do8.  How  can  you  form  fo  vain  a  fear  ? 
Lady  Wood.  Call  it  not  vain,  for  let  our  converfe  end 
in  what  it  may,  you  ftill  mall  find,  my  fame  is  dear  to 
me  as  life. 

Doft.  Where  can  it  find  fo  fure  a  guard  ?  the  grave 
aufterity  of  my  life  will  ftrike  fufpicion  dumb,  and 
yours  may  moclc  the  malice  of  detraction  :  I  am  no 
giddy,  loofe-iiv'd  courtier,  whofe  falfe  profeflions  end 
oniy  in  his  boaft  of  favours  :  No,  fair  fpotlefs  miracle, 
the  nryfleries  of  love  are  only  fit  for  hearts  reclufe, 
and  elevate  as  mine :  My  happinefs,  like  yours,  de 
pending  on  my  lecrecy. 

Lady  Wood.  'Tis  you  muft  anfwer  for  this  folly. 
Dofl.  I  take  it  whole  upon  myfelf,  the  guilt  be  only 
mine,  but  be  our  tranfports  mutual    «         come,  lovely 
creature,  let  us  withdraw  to  privacy,  where  murmuring  ' 
love  mail  hufh  thy  fears,  and  lofe  them  in   the   burning. 
joy. 

[Sir  John  ftepping  foftly  leblnd  him  feiz.es  him 

by  the  throat. 
Sir  John.  Traytor ! 
Do&.   Ah  !    [Aftonijh V.] 

Sir  John.  Is  this  thy  fanclity  !  this  thy  doftrine  !  thefe 
thy  meditations!  if  Hung  with  my  abufes  I  now  mould 
ftab  thee  to  the  heart,  what  devil  durft  murmur  'twere 
not  an  a£t  of  juftice?  But  fmce  thy  vile  hypocrify  un 
it)  afk'd,  muft  make  mankind  abhor  thee,  be  thy  own 
mame  thy  living  puniihment. 

Dofi.  Do !  Triumph,  Sir your  artifice  has  well 

fucceeded 1  fee  your  ends !  you  needed  not  fo  deep  a 

plot  to  part  with  me.  [Trembling. 

Sir  John.  Supprefs  thy  weak  evafions Ungrateful 

wretch  !   Have  I  for  this  redeeni'd  thee  from  the  jaws  of 
gaping  poverty,   fed,    cloath'd,  lov'd,    preferr'd   thee 
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to  my  bofbm,  to  my  family,  and  fortune  ?  Wife,  chil 
dren,  friends,  fervants,  all  that  were  not  friends  to 
thee,  accounted  as  my  enemies;  nay,  more,  to  crown  my 
faith  in  thee,  I  have  relied  on  thy  integrity  ev'n  for  my 
future  happinefs :  And  how  haft  thou.  in  one  fhort  day, 
requited  me  r  Taking  the  advantage  of  my  blinded  paf- 
fion,  thou  haft  tur,n'd  the  duty  of  my  fon  to  his  undoing; 
fordid ly  haft  fold  the  truft  I  made  thee  of  my  daughter, 
attempted,  like  a  fe'onious  traytor,  to  feduce  my  wife, 
and  haft,' I  fear,  with  poifo'nous  doctrines  too  infnar'd 
my  foul. 

Lady  Wood.  Now  fleav'n  be  prais'd  his  heart  feems 
confcious  of  his  error.  \Afide. 

Sir  John.  But  why  do  I  reproach  thee  ?  had  I  not 
been  the  weakeit  of  mankind,  thou  never  could'fl  have 

proved  fo  great  a  villain whether  Heaven  intends  all 

this  to  purufli,  or  to  fave  me,  yet  I  know  not;  my 
fenfes'ftagger  at  the  view,  and  my  reflexion's  loft  in  wild 
aftoniihrnent.  [He ftands  muftng, 

Dofi.  This  fnare  was  worthy  of  you,  madam; 
'tis  you  have  made  this  villain  of  me. 

{Apart  to  Lady  Wood. 

Lady  Wood.  You  would  have  made  me  worie,  but  I 
have  only  fhewn  him  what  you  were  before. 

Dofi.   I  thank  you. 

Lady  Wood.  Thank  your  own  ingratitude  and  wicked- 
nefs  ;  but  I  muft  now  purfue  my  victory.  [Exit  Lady  W. 

Do£i.  \_Apart.~\  No  it  ends  not  here.  He  WAS  no£ 
brought  to  liften  to  this  proof  alone  !  There's  fomething 
deeper  yet  defigned  againit  me — I  muft  be  fpeedy — fup- 
pofe  I  talk  with  Charles,  aUrm  him  with  pur  common 
danger,  point  out  his  ruin  as  our  only  means  of  fafety, 
and  like  the  panther  in  the  toil  provok'd,  turn  fliqrt  with 
vengeance  on  my  hunters. 

Sir  John.  What !  ftill  within  my  fight !  of  all  my 
follies,  which  is  it  tells  thee,  that  I  now  ihall  keep  my 
temper. 

Dofi.  [Turning  boldly  to  him.]  Whom  do  you  menace, 
me,  Sir?  Reflect  upon  your  own  condition  firft,  and 
where  you  are, 
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Sir  John.  What  would  the  villain  drive  at !  I  pr'ythee 
leave  me,  I  cannot  look  on  thee  !  thy  over- bearing  in fo- 
lence  confounds  me :  But  fmce  thy  wickednefs  has  turn'd 
my  eyes  upon  myfelf,  and  to  thy  crimes  detected,  I 
hope  to  owe  my  future  innocence,  as  the  fore  wound 
the  viper  gives,  the  viper  beft  can  cure :  For  that  one 

food  may  Heaven  like  me  forgive  thee  :    But  feek  thy 
iding  in  fome  other  place  '         out  of  my  houfe  this 
inftanc,  Hence  !  be  gone  \  and  fee  my  fliameful  face  no 
more. 

Do3.  Nayi  then,  'tis  time  to  be  myfelf,  and  let  your 
know,  that  1  am  matter  here,  turn  you  out,  Sir,  this 
houfe  is  mine  !  and  now,  Sir,  at  your  peril  dare  to  in 
fill  t  me. 

Sir  Jcbn.  O  !  Heav'n  !  'tis  true,  thou  haft  difarm'd 
my  juftice,  and  turn'd  its  fword  into  my  own  weak 
bofom— ^1  had  forgot  my  folly,  'tis  fit  it  mould  be  fo, 
and  Heav'n  isjuft,  at  once  to  let  me  fee  my  crime,  and 
punimment— O  my  poor  injur'd  fon  !— Whether  Ihall  I 
fly  to  hide  me  from  the  world  ? 

'Enter  Lady  Woodvil. 

Lady  Wood.  Whither  are  you  going,  Sir  ? 

Sir  John.  I  know  not -but  here  it  feems  I  am   a 

trefpafler— -the  mailer  of  this  houfe  has  warn'd  me  hence,- 
and  fince  the  right  is  now  in  him,  'tis  juftl  ihould  re- 
fign  it. 

Lady  Wood.  You  (hall  not  ftir :  He  dares  not  adl  with 
fuch  abandon'd  infolence,  No,  Sir^  pofleflion  Hill  is 
yours,  if  he  pretends  a  right,  let  him  by  open  courfe  of 
law  maintain  it. 

Doft.  Are  thefe  the  fhifts  you  are  reduced  to  ?  no* 
madam,  I  mall  not  wait  fo  flow  a  vengeance,  you'll  find 
1  have,  a  fhorter  way  to  rout  you.— Here  !  Charles  ! 

{Exit  Doftor. 

Sir  John.  Nay,  then  there  is  an  end  of  all 1  have 

provok'd  -a  ferpent— -—my  life,  I  fee,  muft  pay  the  for 
feit  of  my  folly  \ 
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Lady  JiPW.  Come,  Sir,  take  heart !  your  life,  inf 
fpite  of  him,  is  free,  and  1  hope  your  actions  too  :  How 
ever,  tell  me  freely i  have  you  railily  d6ne  any  thing,  fo? 
which  the  law  muft  qfteftidn  you  ? 

Sir  John.  I  thlnfcy  not  ftriaiy,-  'tis  true  I  have  latel? 
trufted  him  with  fuhis  of  rfioney,  which  he  pretended,  if 
accounted  for,  might  endanger  both  of  us. 

Lady  Wood.  O  !  the  fublle  villain  !  thofe  fums  are 
innocenti  f  dare  anfwer  for  them  :  But  is  there  nothing 
hi  ore? 

Sir  JoM.  Not  tiiat  t  caff  call  it  mind  more  crU 
minal. 

Lady  Wlbd.  Pray  tell  the  wdi'ft,  \Mt  \ve  may  arm 
again  ft  him. 

Sir  JobH.  Sometimes  with  my  o\Vn  hand,  I  have  re- 
Uteved  the  x^ants  of  wretched  prifoners  to' the  Hate. 

Lady  ftrood.  We  have  no  laws  that  frown  on  afts  of 
charity,  if  that  were  criminal ,  the  Government  itfelf  if 
guilty. 

Sir  y$b%.  Hdw  fkr  otir  prfvate  converge  may  eH"e<5l  me 

That  I  know  not.  If  C&aftfr  Betrays  rhe"  not,  I 

think  his  malice  cannot  reach  me. 

Lady  Wood.  Then  Sir,  he  eafy,*  for  he  has  lofl  his 
influence  there  :  Charles  has  long  fince  perceived  his 
villainy,  and  gretir  from'  thence  a  fecret  convert  to  the 
cauferff  truth"  and  loyalty?  of  which:  h~e  has  given  fuch 
jneritbriotfs  prodf,  trrat  Mr.  Htartly,  and  yottr  fon,  this 
very  day,  Sir,  have  obtained  his  pardon. 

Sir  *jfohn.  Yo\i  telV  me  wonders !  Pardon 'd  !  and  a 
convert  fay  you  !  how  ftrongly  are  our  hearts  perfu^ded 
V>y  example  .  what  darknefs  have  I  wander'd  in  \  How 
amiable  is  fuch  royal  mercy  !  yet  with  what  hardried 
malice  has  that  flave  traxFticed'it? 

Enter  Maria  ^a/illy. 

Mar.  O  Sii1!  I  am  frighted  out  of  my  fenfes!  for 
Heaven's  fake  be  gone  !  Fly,  this  moment,  this  wicked 
fellow  has  defigns  upon  your  life. 

Lady  Wood.  How  !: 
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Sir  John.  What  doft  thou  mean  ?  explain. 

Mar.  As  I  was  paffing  by  the  hall,  I  neard  him  ear- 
neft  in  difcourfe  with  Charles,  and  upon  their  naming 
you,  I  ftopt  awhile  to  liften,  where  I  heard  the  Dofior 
urge  to  him,  that  you  were  falfe  at  heart,  that  from 
your  late  frivolous  pretence  to  break  with  him,  he  was 
convinced  your  malice  now  would  flop  at  nothing  to  undo 
him,  that  Charles  himfelf  was  equally  in  danger,  and 
that  to  fave  your  own  life,  ypu  certainly  defign'd  to  fa- 
crifice  theirs  to  the  Government,  which  there  was  no 
poffibility  of  preventing,  but  by  their  immediate  joining 
in  a  charge  of  treafon  againft  you. 

Lady  Wood.  O  the  villain  !  'tis  well  we  are  fecure  in 
Charles. 

Sir  John.  If  we  are  not,  why  be  it  as  it  may — I  will 
not  ftir — I'll  ftand  upon  my  innocence,  or  if  that's  be- 
tray'd,  will  throw  me  on  the  meicy  of  that  royal  breaft, 
yvhofe  virtues  my  credulity  has  injur'd. 

Lady  Wood,  and  Mar.  Ah  ! 

[A  piftol  is  beard  from  within* 

Sir  John.  What  means  that  piilol  ? 

Lady'/PW.  Don't  flir,  I  beg  you,  Sir. 

M&r.  What  terrors  has  this  monfter  brought  into  our 
family  ? 

Lady  Wood.  What  will  it  end  in  ? 

Sir  John.  How  wretched  has  my  folly  made  me  ? 

Lady  Wood*  How  now  !   what's  the  matter? 

Enter  Betty. 

Bet.  O,  dear  madam !  I  mail  faint  away,  there's  mur 
der  doing. 

Sir  John.  Who  !   where,  what  is  it ! 

Btt.  The  Doflor,  Sir,  and  Mr.  Charles,  were  at  high 
words  juft  now  in  the  hall,  and  upon  a  fudden  there  was 
a  piftol  fir'd  between  them  :  Oh  !  I  am  afraid  poor  Mr. 
Charles  is  kill'd. 

S'wjohn.  How! 

Bet.  Oh  !  here  he  comes  himfelf,  Sir,  he  will  tell  you 
more. 
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Enter  Heartly,  Charles,  and  the  Do£lor  held  ly  ' 
Servants. 

Hear.  Here  bring  in  this  ruffian,  this  is  villainy  beyond 
example. 

Sir  John.  What  means  this  outrage  ? 

Lady  Wood.  1  tremble. 

Cbar/es.  Don't  be  alarm'd,  madam,  there's  no  mif- 
chief  done  ;  what  was  intended,  the  Doftor  here  can  bell 
inform  you. 

Doft.  [To  Heart fy.]  You,  Sir,  mall  anfwer  for  this  in- 
fult  ?  What  am  I  held  for  ?  who's  here  that  dares  aflame 
a  right  to  queltion  me  ? 

Hear.  Keep  your  temper,  Sir,  we'll  releafe  you  pre- 
fently,  but  Sir  John  mull  firft  know  the  bottom  'of  his 
obligations  to  you. 

Sir  John.  Mr.  Heartly,  I  am  amamed  to  look  on 
you. 

Doft.  What,  Sir !  mail  my  own  fervant  abufe  me, 
brave  me,  lift  his  hand  againit  me,  and  I  not  dare  to 
punifh  him. 

Hear.  Yeur  fervant,  Sir  !  we  know  him  better. 

Do&.  Then,  Sir,  I  demand  my  liberty,  that  the  Go 
vernment  too  may  know  him. 

Charles.  Yes,  and  let  it  too  be  known,  you  firft  fe- 
duc'd  me  to  rebel,  and  now  would  have  me  expiate  my 
offence  with  perjury. 

Doft.  How,  Sir? 

Charles.  Yes,  perjury  !  for  fuch  it  muft  have  been, 
mould  I  have  charg'd,  as  you'd  have  had  me,  this  gen 
tleman  with  treafon  :  What  facts  have  I  been  privy  to, 
that  reach  that  name  ?  The  worft  I  know  of  him,  is, 
that  all  the  factious  falmoods  you  have  railed  againft  the 
beft  of  princes,  he,  blinded  with  your  hypocrify,  be 
lieved. 

Dott.  'Pis  well,  Sir,  you  are  protected  now. 

Charles.  This,  Sir,  in  (hort  has  been  our  caufe  of 
quarrel :  The  Dottor  finding  I  received  with  coldnefs  his 
vile  defigns  againft  your  life,  began  to  offer  menaces  on 
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hiine,  if  I  comply  fd  not ;  at  which  I  fmiling,  told  him?' 
the*  'dffappointments  of  his  love  had  made  him  cfef- 
perate :  This  ftung  him  into  rage,  and  faftning  at  my 
throat,  he  anfwer'dy  .villain !  you'll  be  humbler,  when 
you  groan  in  chains  For' cms  :  Here  indeed  all  temper  left 
•  "  ••••'•*  —  home- 


jrown 
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goove  the  chimney,  to  revenge  him,  I  in  the  inftant  as 

Be  reached  one,  feized  upon  his  wrift,  and  as  we  grap 
pled,  Sir,  the  piftol  firing  to  the  cieling,  alarm  'd  the 
family,  when  Mr.  ffeartfy,  and  your  fervants,  rufht  in 
to  part  iis. 

Sir  John.  .Jnfatiate  villain  !  O  my  fliame  ! 

Doff.  Well,  Sir,  how  you  have  heard  tnFs  mighty 
"charge  !  what  have  you  more  agairift  me  J. 

Hear.  More,  Sir,  I  hope  is  ireedkfs,  bdt  if  Sir  Job'ri 
fs  yet  unfatisfied  -  —  —  • 

Sir  John.  O  !  I  have  feert  too  much  !  every  new" 
inftance  of  Iris  \vickrednfefs  but  adds  aFreflv  to  my  con- 


Lady  Wood.  Noiv,  Sir,  is  -yotir  time.      1    * 
Hear.  I  go  this  minute,  madam.  J     ? 

Doft.  I  value  not  your  whifperM  menaces,  for  know, 
to  your  confufion,  ray  vengeance  is  not  yet  defeated  : 
You'll  find,  Sir,  th^it  to  rebel,  or  to  conceal  a  rebel  are 
in  the  eye  of  law  b'oth  equal  a£ls  of  treafon  :  That  facl 
I'm  fure  is  evident  againil  you  :  There  !  there  Hands  in 
proof  the  flriplirrg  -traitor  you  have  fheltcf'd  !  this,  Sir, 
your  wliole  family  can  char|e  fou  witHj  ahcl.  fwear  it 
home  thej*  mall,  or  idad  their  fotils  tvith  perjury;  but 
then  to  daffi  yocir  Few  remaining  days  with  Bitternefs  of 
mifery,  remember  I)-  Sir^  wftom  ,  .mortally  you  hate, 
fucceed  the  inftant  heir  to  your  pofTenions  :  Now  fare- 
wel,  and  let  dilgrace"  and  beggary  Be  your  childrens 
portion. 

As  be  is  golhg  titt,  the  C6loriel  jtops  him. 
Ctl;  Hold;  Sir,  not  fo  faft,  you  cannot  pafs. 
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Who,  Sir,  mall  dare  to  flop  me? 
Within  there  !  March  \ 


Enter  a  Mefleriger  tiith  a  File  o 

Is  your  name  Wolf,  Sirf 

Poet.  What  if  it  be,  Sir? 

Mefl  Then,  Sir,  I  haVe  a  Warrant  ajgainft  you  Jfef 
treafon.  . 

Doct.  Me,  Sir?  l&#r/&<i.j 

M^?  Do  you  kno\v  one  Colonel  Perth,  Sir  ? 

Dor/.  Ha  !  then  \  am  betray'd,  indeed. 

Hear.  This  /Vr/£,  it  feems,  Sir,  has  rrianag'd  his 
"correfpondence  at  .Avignon^  from  whence  he  came 
laft  night  exprefs,  but  the  Government  having  im 
mediate  notice  of  his  arrival,  he  was  this  morning 
feiz'd,  and  exarhih'd  before  the  Council,  where, 
among  other  fads,  he  has  confefl  he  knew  the  Dtctor 
actually  in  arms  at  the  firft  rebellious  rifing  ..iri 
Northumberland,  which  has  been  fmce  by  other  witneffes 
confirm'd. 

Col.  And,  Sir,  to  convince  you,  that  ev'ri  tfte  doc 
trine  he  has  broach  'd  could  never  flow  from  the  pure" 
fountain  of  our  eftabliftied  faith:  Here  are  affidavits  iii 
my  hand  that  prove  hirri  under  his  difgulfe  a  lurking 
emiflary  of  Rome,  that  he  is  aciwilly  %  prieft  in  Popifi 
orders,  and  has  feveral  times  been  feen,  as  fuch,  to  of 
ficiate  public  mafs  irt  tht  church  of  Noftre  Ddme,  at 


Mar.  Hear,  arti  Lady  Tt^eeJ.  How  ! 

Sir  John.  I  ftart  with  horror,  ev'n.  at  the  danger  I  ani 
freed  from; 

Get.  And  nbWj  Sir,  had  not  your  infatiate  villanieS 
to  this  family  forced  me  to  this  clofe  enquiry  into  you? 
private  life,  perhaps  you  might  have  pafs'd  unqueftion'dj 
a'mong  the  rout  of  enemies,  whom  our  Government  de- 
fpifes. 

Doct.  Well,  Sir  !  now  then  you  know  your 
frorft  of  me  :  But  know,  what  you  call  criminalj  may 
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yet  before  your  triumph  is  fecure,  not  only  find  its 
pardon,  but  reward:  I  yet  may  live,  Sir,  to  retort 
your  infult,  at  leaft  the  days  that  are  allotted  me,  will 
want  for  no  fupports  of  life,,  while  this  conveyance  calls 
xne  matter. 

Sir  Jokn.  There !  there  indeed  he  flings  me  to  the 
heart !  for  that  ram  aft,  reproach  and  endlefs  ihame  will 
haunt  me. 

Mar.  No,  Sir — be-eomfprted  !  for  ev'n  there  too  his 
abandoned  hope  mult  leave  him. 

$ir  John.  Why  doft  thou  torture  me  !  did  I  not  %n 
that  deed  t 

Mar.  Yes,  Sir,  but  in  that  deed  you'll  find,  my  brp- 
ther,  not  that  traitor,  is  your  heir  :  For  know  the  fatal 
deed,  which  you  intended,  Sir,  to  fign,  is  here  ev'n  yet 
unfeal'd  and  innocent!, 

Q  u    ,      [The    Doftor    hajlily  opens  the   deed  to 

examine  it,  and  all  the  company  feem'd 
furpri-ztd. 

Sir  Jofrn.  -What  means  ihe  ?  ^ 

Mar.  I  mean,  Sir,  that  this  deed,. by  Accident  falling 
into  this  gentleman's  hands,  his  generous  concern  for 
pur  family  difcovered  it  19  me  ;  when  I,  reduc'd  to  this 
extremity,  inftantly  procur'd  that  other  to  be  drawn  ex 
actly  like  it,  which  in  year  impatience,  bir,  to  execute, 
pafs'd  unfufpeded  for  the  original;  their  only  difference 
is,  that,  wherever  here  you  read  the  Doctor's  name, 
there  you'll  find  my  brother's  only,  throughout,  and 
wholjy,  Sir,  in  every  article  ^in .veiling  him  in  all  that 
right  and  title,  which  you  intended  for  your  ]rnqr(tal 
enemy, 

Dcct.  Diftra6lion  !  outxyitted  by  a  brainlefs  girl. 

[3  brows  do^wn  the  ^writing  in  rage. 
All  tfyfer wants  hawing  attended  to  the  difco-uery^  break 
out  into  huzzas  of  joy,  &c.  while  Sir  John,  the  Co 
lonel,  Charles,  and  Maria  federally  embrace  : 
Heartly,  and  Lady  Woodvil  Jilently  join  in  their  con 
gratulations. 
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Doct.  1  cannot  bear  their  irkfome  Joy — come,  Sir, 
lead  me  where  you  pleafe — a  dungeon  would  relieve  me 
now 

CoL  Secure  your  prifoner. 

Ser.   Huzza!   a  traitor  I  a  traitor ! 

[Exeunt  MefT.  Soldiers,  Doctor,  and  Servants. 

Mar.  Now  Heartfy,  I  hope  I  have  made  atonement  for 
your  jealoufy. 

Hear.  You  have  banifiit  it  for  ever  :  Thia  was  beyond 
yourfelf  furprizing. 

Col.  Sifter 

Mar.  Come,  no  fet  fpeeches,  If  I  deferve  your  thanks, 
return  them  in  a  friendship  here. 

[  Pointing  to  Charles- 

CoL  The  bufmefs  of  my  life  fhall  be  to  merit 
it. 

Charles.  And  mine  to  fpeak  my  fenfe  of  obliga 
tions. 

Sir  John.  O  my  child !  for  this  deliverance,  I  only 
can  reward  thee  here. 

[Gives  Maria  to  Heartly. 

For  thee,  my  fon,  whofe  filial  virtues  I  have  injur'd; 
this  honeft  deed  in  every  article  fhall  be  ratified  :  I  fee 
your  eyes  are  all  upon  me,  expecting  from  that  vile 
traitor's  practices,  feme  voluntary  inftance  of  my  heart's, 
converfion  :  I  muft  be  blind  indeed,  were  I  not  now 
convinc'd  he  muft  in  all  things  have  alike  deceiv'd  me, 
as  the  dial  that  mif-tels  one  hour,  of  confequence  is 
falfe  through  the  whole  round  of  day.  Let  it  fuffice,  I 
fee  my  errors  with  a  confcious  fhame  ;  but  hope,  when  I. 
am  juftly  weigh'd,  you'll  find  thofe  errors  rofe  but  from 
a  dudlile  heart,  not  diiinclin'd  to  truth,  but  fatally  mif- 
led  by  falfe  appearances. 

CoL  Whoever  know*  your  private  life,  muft  think  yon, 
Sir,  in  this  fincere. 

Hear.  And  now,  Sir,  fince  I  am  fure,  it  will  no  more 
offend  you,  give  me  leave  to  obferve,  that  of  all  the  arts- 
our  enemies  make  ufe  on  to  embroil  us,  none  feem  fo 
audacioufly  prepofterous,  as  their  infilling,  that  a  na- 
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tions  bell  fecurity  is  the  World  bf  a  prince,  whofe 
indulges  him  to  give  it;  ^h<i  M  thfe  fame  ,timc  bfclige5: 
him  to  break  it :  and  thp\igti  pterhaps  in  lefler  points  oil? 
politic  difputes  won't  tudcrehiy'  be  endetl,  rhethihkl 
there's  one  principle,  that^all  parties  might  eafily  ctrrh*e 
jnto,  that  no  change  of  Government  can  give  us  a  blef- 
ing  equal  to  our  liberty; 

Grant  us  lut  this  fihd  tkeh  eff&r/e  'w\?U  oivft 
,  GEOKGli 


F    I    L   Q    Q   U   E, 

Spoken  by  Mrs. 


W  w/A/,  ho<u>  frantic,  is  the  vain  ejfyfc 
That  builds  on  modern  politics  a  play  / 
Met h inks  to  write  at  all9  is  bold  enough, 
But  in  a  play  to  ft  and  afaftion  buff! 
Not  Rome's  old  flags  prefunfd,  (wfam/s  a  Jibber^ 
And  moderns  to  attempt  it!  wellfaid  Gibber  ! 
Hras't  not  enough  the  critics  might purfue  him  ! 
]$ut  muft  he  roufe  a  party  to  undo  him  ! 
^hefe  blows  I  told  him  on  his  play  would  fall. 
But  heunmonj V,  cry  'd — Blood!  ive'lljtand  it  a//9 
l^hen  Priefts  turn  Traitors  there's  the  mighty  matter  ? 
Since  when  has  treafon  been  exempt  from  Satire  ? 
And  Jhould  from  Guilt  a  factious  clamour  rife* 
&ucb  fpite  muftj'peak  them  England's  enemies •, 
j$ut  //OldEtTgland's/nVwk^W/O'w;  'tisrigh't* 
Tf'arefure  their  power  can  chace  the  Jacobitet 
And  put  their  malice,  like  their  troops.,  to  flight. 
As  for  the  critics ',  thofe,   he  owns  may  teafe  himf 
Becaufe  he  never  took  fuch  painf  to  plpafe  them, 
In  time,  place,   atl'ion,  rules  by  which  old: wits 
Made  plays,   as— dames  do  puddings,    by.  receipts  .*. 
But  hopes  again  e-'v'n  rebels  cannot  fay , 
tfho'  ruanquijht,    they1  re  infulted  in  his  play  : 

Nay  more—_ to  Jet  their  caufe  in  fair  eft  light,, 

H' has  made  a  man  offenfe a  Jacobit£  ! 

(Tbo1  by  our  bard^s  good  lea<ve,  to  take  it  right^ 
M*s  fenfe  'was  /hewn,  when  turned f»om  "Jacobite) 
*2  bus  to  the  Fair  that  may  be  wrong  inclind, 
He  hopes  to  Charles's  pajjion  will  bs  kind, 
And  own,  at  worft,  on  their  reflating  pillow, 
tfhe  rebel,  after  all's,  a  pretty  fellow  ! 


EPILOGUE. 

Sut  <whj,  yoiSllfay,  'was  I  made  Heartly's  *wife 
Confider,   Fair-ones,  Heanly  fav'd  bis  life  : 
So  that  you  fee,  the  boy  han't  quite  mifcarried, 


Are  allthoje  Dears  fo  happy  you  have  married? 

Honu  ofttn  in  that  ft  ate  has  lowfesn  elves 

So  crammd  with  comfort  they  could  hang  themfelves  ? 

*The  ivorf}  you  can  againft  his  fat  ire  pie  ad  t 

Is  that  my  Lord  of  Thetford's  hang*  d  indeed. 

Ifthatfeems  hard,  <vuhy  grant  him  your  reprieve  y 

And  by  an  aft  of  grace,  let  this  NON-  JUROR  live* 


End  if  the  THIRD  VOLVME. 
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